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Caseous Wife was suggested by Madame dc Lafayette’s 
Ltf 'Princesse de Clhves. It is one of the most exquisite novels 
that has ever been written. Short though it is and written 
in the restrained manner of the time, for it is contemporary 
with the tragedies of Racine, it is in the grand style. The 
theme is tragic, the triumph of will over passion, and it is 
unfolded with a delicate subtlety that was new to fiction. 
Indeed, it is according to the critics with this little book 
that the psychological novel was born. The story is not 
very well known, I think, to English readers of the present 
day, so that I may be forgiven, perhaps, if I briefly narrate it. 
Monsieur de Cleves had fellen in love with his wife at first 
sight, but was well aware that she had for him no more than 
auction; but his respett and admiration for her were so 
great that when, inviting his aid in her distress, she told 
him that she loved another, he accq)ted her confession 
with sympathy. The drama lies in the effort of Monsieur 
de Cloves to overcome his jealousy and in his wife’s to 
master her passion. It is beautiful to see the sldll with which 
Madame de Lafayette depicts the gradual disintegration of 
this great gentleman’s character. He has the decorum of the 
grand sihehy that lively sense of what he owes his own dignity, 
and something of that stoical heroism which his contem- 
poraries learnt from ComeiUe or which be discovered in the 
world around him; he is exasperated at his inability to crush 
a vice that he despises, but human nature is too strong for 
him , and by degrees he becomes mean, petty, suspicious and 
irritable. The situation is unfolded with sobriety, the tone is 
never raised above that seemly to persons of good breeding; 
there is no vehemence, and the expression of the most violent 
emotion is kept within the bounds of propriety. But the 
emotion is deep and true. 
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I thought that it would be interesting to treat this theme 
in a modern way. I had been often reproached for writing 
only about unpleasant people, and though I did not think 
the reproach justified, I was not averse from trying to write 
a play in which all the characters were estimable. I thought 
it possible to devise a piece in which the persons were 
virtuous without being insipid and in which duty and honour 
triumphed over temperament. But it was not in my plan 
to make my hero succumb feebly to a passion he disdained. 
Monsieur de Cleves, making too great a demand on human 
nature, fails in a dozen small ways; it is true to life, but, such 
is our own weakness, it makes him in the end somewhat 
antipathetic. You would sooner he committed some act 
of violence than be so weakly querulous. It is exasperating 
that against all reason he shotdd be convinced of his wife’s 
infidelity and go catch a fever and die. He had not indeed 
the strength of character to play the heroic part for which 
he had cast himself. I did not see why a man should not 
play it to the end if he had courage, tolerance and sdf- 
control; but tolerance and self-control are virtues that the 
old learn, they seldom come naturally to the young; so I 
made my hero an elderly man. This further explained and 
excused the wife’s infatuation for the pleasant young secre- 
tary. I had always felt it a weakness in Madame de Cleves, 
with her good sense, excellent upbringing and sound 
principles, that she shotdd so casually faU for the flighty 
handsome young man who was the Due de Nemours. This 
happens every day, but it is not satisfactory in fiction. And 
since honour, which was a reasonable motive for action in 
the seventeenth century and which, I suppose, is nothing 
more than self-respect, would in these days fail to convince, 
1 brought in patriotism to help me to make Violet’s abnega- 
tion reasonable. By doing this, of course, I limited the 
succtts of the play to this country, since patriotism is a 
motive that does not travel; it is faindy ridiculous to a 
German or an American that an Rti glisbmgfi should Tnalf<i 
sacrifices for England. Casar's Wifi will to me remain a 



PREFACE 


is 

pleasing memory for the beautiful performance that Miss 
Fay Compton gave in the part of Violet. The gesture ■with 
which she held out her arms to her lover after she had sent 
him a'way for good and all and he had miserably gone, had 
a grace tenderness and beauty the like of wWch I have 
never before or since seen on the stage. 

East of purports to be a play of spectacle. I had long 
wanted to try my hand at something of the sort and a visit 
to China presented me with an appropriate setting. Ihe 
bare bones of a story that I had for twenty years from time 
to time turned over in my mind, recurred to me. It seemed 
very well suited to my purpose. I kept my ears open and 
from this person and that heard little incidents that fitted in 
with my scheme and gave it the fullness, colour and variety 
that it needed. For the first and only time in my career as 
a dramatist I wrote the scenario which the professors of 
play-writing teach their pupils to do. It is a practice in 
which I have altvays felt there is great danger. For one 
thing, it is very difficult to hold in the mind’s eye the whole 
devdopment of a play; the imagination (mine, at least) 
provides you only with the important scenes, the beginning, 
the curtains of the acts, and the end, it leaves out the 
necessary scenes of transition, the scenes of preparation, and 
the scenes necessary to the mechanism of the play; these 
passages will in a scenario generally be set down per- 
functorily, to make it coherent, and when you come to ■write 
your play you ■will very likely find that the fact of having 
written them down cramps you. Having forced your 
imagination to work by an effort of will, it fails then to work 
with proper freedom. It seems to me better to keep your 
general idea in your head, with your theme and your chief 
scenes fluid, as they must be before they are set do^wn in black 
and white, and trust to the natural development by which, if 
you have the dramatic instinct, one scene leads to the next. 
A scenario seems also to paralyse the amiable and useful little 
imp that dwells in your fountain pen and does for you all 
your best writing. The prudent writer gives him his head 
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and if the little fellow has a mind to write something quite 
diSerent from what he intended, knows that it is only 
common sense to yield. After all it is to this wily sprite that 
is due whatever merit the ignorant ascribe to the unim- 
portant instrument who holds the pen. But the story of 
East of Stie^ was so complicated that I thought it necessary 
to construct a very detailed scenario. I must admit that it 
made the subsequent writing an easy matter. In a play of 
this sort, in which exotic and beautiful scenery is used to 
divert the eye and crowds to give movement and colour, it is 
evident that the spectacle should be an integral part of the 
theme. Looking back, I realise that in my inexperience I did 
not always adhere to the canon and in this edition I have 
omitted a marriage procession which I inserted because I 
thought this common sight in a Chinese city picturesque and 
amusing, but which had nothing to do with my story. On the 
other hand, I cannot think that anyone who saw the play will 
have forgotten the thrill and strangeness of the mob of 
Chinese, monks and neighbours, who crowded in when the 
wounded man was brought in after the attempted assassina- 
tion in the fourth scene. With their frightened gestures and 
their low, excited chatter they produced an effect of great 
dramatic tension. 

In Tbe Saered Flame I attempted a greater elaboration of 
dialogue than I had been in the habit of using. In certain 
passages I tried, quite deliberately, to make my characters 
use not the words and expressions that they would have used 
in real life on the spur of the moment and in the give and 
take of conversation, but words and expressions that they 
might have used if they had had time to set their thoughts in 
order. Several very good critics blamed my dialogue for 
being ‘literary', more suitable to a novel than to the stage, 
and I realised myself, on hearing it with an audience, that it 
was sometimes none too easy to speak. I did not insist. I 
was in the position of the tenant of a house whose lease is 
ru nnin g out; even though he finds certain things about it 
inconvenient, it is not worth his while to attempt structural 



PREFACE 


XI 


alterations. In the plays I wrote later I reverted to the 
naturalistic dialogue that seems to comply with the require- 
ments of the present day. 

Nevertheless 1 have a feeling that I was on the right track, 
and I v/ill ask the reader to have patience with me while I 
discuss for a little this matter of dialogue. Mr. St. John 
Ervine once wrote a little book called Htm/ to Write a Piaj, 
Mr. Ervine is a dramatist as well as a critic and his book is 
pithy and sensible. It is one that any writer for the theatre 
can study with profit. He has some interesting things to say 
about dialogue and especially about Mr. Noel Coward’s. 
He finds it commonplace and dull. He contends tliat the 
dramatist should “heighten and lengthen and deepen the 
common speech and yet have it seeming to be the common 
speech”. 

Now dialogue has long been growing more naturalistic 
and it was inevitable that some dramatist would eventually 
write it in a way that exactly copied the average talk, with its 
hesitations, mumblings and repetitions, of average people. 
I do not suppose anyone can do this with mote brilliant 
accuracy than Mr. Coward. It adds to the difficulty of the 
author’s taslq for it is evident that when he represents dull 
and stupid people they will be as stupid and dull on the stage 
as in real life and they will bore us in the same way. More- 
over, when the writer who confines himself to naturalistic 
dialogue exposes his theme or joins together the various 
parts of his story (and I should think it was impossible to 
write a play in which certain explanations of no interest in 
themselves can be avpided) he Wl only with difficulty hold 
the attention of the audience. He will certainly do this more 
easily if he can bring himself to glid the pill. The dramatist 
thus limits himself to characters that are in themselves 
exciting and amusing and to a theme that is from the 
beginning of the first act to the end of the last naturally 
absorbing. It is asking a great deal. I may point out in 
passing that as Ibsen’s dialogue grew more naturalistic he 
was led to deal with more and more abnormal characters. 
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But I do not thmlr there is so much difference between Mr. 
Coward’s praeticc and Mr. Ervine’s theory as Mr. Ervinc 
seems to think. One seeks to reproduce dialogue; the other 
to represent it. Mr. Ervine tells us that the talk of the 
characters in a play must be “selected and manipulated and 
trimmed”. “The sentences,” he goes on, “must not be too 
well or preciously written; they must not be grammatical, 
and yet they must not be too ungrammatical.” The idea is 
the same, and it seems to me that if Mr. Coward tightened 
up his dialogue a litde there would be nothing in it that 
Mr. Ervine could legitimately complain of. First of all, let 
me hazard a suggestion that the current fashion to be slangy, 
brief and incoherent has blinded the dramatists to the fact 
that a great many people do talk grammatically, do choose 
their words, and do make use of well-turned phrases. My 
impression is that if Mr. Ervine read a shorthand report of 
his own conversation over the lundieon table he would be 
surprised to find how bookish it was. The present mode in 
dialogue debars the writer from introducing into his play 
people who express themselves in an educated manner. It 
may be true that the English are tongue-tied, but arc they 
so tongue-tied as the dramatists nowadays pretend? Listen 
to the conversation of barristers, doctors, politicians, 
parsons, and you will find that they speak quite naturally in 
a way that on the stage would certainly be thought stilted. 
Stage dialogue has been simplified out of all relation with 
life but that of the cocktail bar. It is a pity. The fashion of 
today prevents any reference on the stage to tlie great 
subjects of human life and the most profound thoughts of 
human beings. It is to this, I think, that may be ascribed 
the childishness with which the continental critics often 
charge the English drama. It does not seem to me that the 
French and German dramatists make so great a distinction 
as we do between the spoken and the written word. It gives 
diem the opportunity to treat of psychological states as we, 
trammelled by realism, may not. The cinema has done so 
many things better than the spoken drama can do them that 



it has made it futile for the spoken drama to attempt them. 
The spoken drama, if it is going to survive, must surely 
look for its material in places where the pictures cannot 
compete with it. They have made physical action more than 
a trifle tame, but the drama depends on action, and so it 
looks as though the drama must henceforward deal with 
action that is purely spiritual. But if he is going to seek to 
represent states of mind and affections of the soul, the 
dramatist handicaps himself unnecessarily if he confines 
liimsclf to the baldness of contemporary speech. I do not 
see why he should not put into the mouths of his characters, 
not w^t they would naturally say in the circumstances, 
but what they would say if they knew how to put into words 
their true and consider^ thoughts. It is probable that for a 
moment an audience used to naturalistic dialogue would 
think the words strange, but an audience can be coaxed or 
driven to accept any formula. Representation is merely an 
scsthetic procedure like another: naturalism is no more to be 
jjrefcrrccl to formalism than a leg of mutton to a sirloin of 
beef. Now that naturalistic dialogue has been carried as 
far as it can go I cannot but think it might be worth while 
to try a dialogue that does not reproduce the conversation 
of the day and only vaguely represents it, but is deliberately 
and significantly formal. 

But I know that reason has little effect on men; if you 
wish to turn them from an evil course you must appeal to 
their emotions. I would beg the tender-hearted reader 
therefore to consider the hard life that is led by a character 
in a play. We Itappy-go-lucky persons who live in the world 
surrender to one impulse after another, but to him no such 
freedom is permitted. Necessity holds him in an iron grasp. 
He cannot go for a walk without a sound dramatic reason, 
he cannot leave a room till his presence is no longer required, 
nay, he may not even move from one chair to another 
without a convincing motive. If he has a revolver in the 
drawer of his desk he is almost bound to shoot himself with 
it. A pain in the first act is fairly certain to lull him in the 



last. If there is a mill-stream or a lake in the vicinity he is 
sure to throw himself in it, and if he climbs a mountain or a 
steeple, he will undoubtedly break his neck. If he backs a 
horse it is certain to lose and a flutter on the Stock Exchange 
will inevitably ruin him. However upright his principles, 
should chance throw him on a desert island or the break- 
down of his car lead him to a strange hotel and there is a 
woman there, et'en though he has never set eyes on her 
before, he cannot but have intimate relations with her. The 
consequences will be disastrous. He is the natural prey of 
the adventurer and the blackmailer. Nor must he expect a 
happy life at home. If liis wife is old she will bully or bore 
him, and if she is young will be grossly tmfaithful to him. 
The joys of parenthood are denied him, for the birth-rate 
among dramatis personae makes the French appear wildly 
prolific; but should he have a son he will be a thorn in his 
flesh, he will either forge a cheque, get a servant girl into 
trouble or at the best tell his unhappy father in no uncertain 
terms where he gets off. The most he can hope of a daughter 
is that she will marry someone be does not approve of; it is 
much more likely that she will be seduced and then exultingly 
refuse to be made an honest woman. 

I do not deny that the advance of civilisation has brought 
some alleviation to his lot. He can now have a girl to 
tea in his rooms without hopelessly compromising her, he 
can even kiss a pretty woman in a public place with the 
certainty that no one will come by and discover him, and he 
can leave indiscreet letters anywhere he likes without 
danger of their being found. Whenever he urgently wants to 
see someone he can be sure that he will walk in; he can call 
up a friend on the telephone without any fear of finding the 
number engaged, and indeed the person with whom he 
wishes to speak is pretty certain to be waiting for the call 
with the receiver in his band; if he rings the bell a servant 
answers it with a celerity the rest of us can only marvel at, 
and should he want a cup of tea or a whisky and soda it is 
brought him in the twinkling of an eye. Finally, if he desires 
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to smoke, his cigarette case is always provided with cigarettes 
and his lighter never fails to work. Nevertheless, these are 
but trivial compensations for a life of trouble. In past times 
the person of a play purged your soul and mine of pity and 
terror by declaiming at considerable length in verse, blank 
or otherwise, and so enabled us to consider the misfortunes 
of our friends and neighbours without undue concern; for 
this the best critics assert is the purpose of tragedy. But even 
this solace is now denied him. It may be that he may now 
talk to us only in prose, but that he should be confined to 
unfinished sentences, phrases not grammatical enough to 
offend our ears, interjections, expletives, shrugs of the 
shoulder and waves of the hand, is monstrous inhumanity. 

When For Services Rendered was about to be produced and 
I mentioned to an interviewer that it was the last play but 
one that I proposed to write, I was much surprised to find 
that this matter, which I supposed of concern only to myself, 
aroused nearly as much interest as if a well-known prize- 
fighter liad announced his intention of retiring from the 
ring. For a week, from dawn till dewy eve, I received in my 
parlour a succession of gentlemen of the Press from all parts 
of the world; they came from the furthest Hebrides, they 
came from Sydney, Australia and from Toronto, Canada, 
they came from Buenos Ayres (known to us film fans for its 
connection with the White Slave Traffic) and from Buda 
Pesth in Hungary, celebrated for Tzigane orchestras and the 
aperient water of Hunyadi jUnos; and, if I may express 
myself in the vernacular, I spilt the beans. I was rung up 
from the offices of great newspapers that till then had never 
communicated with me but to ask me what I ate for break- 
fast or what was my opinion of the Modern Girl and invited, 
sometimes for nothing and sometimes for fifteen, twenty or 
even thirty guineas, my bitter tale to tell. I could not but 
wish that I had kept my own counsel or that I had sworn my 
first interviewer to secrecy, I found it very boring to repeat 
the same thing a dozen times to a dozen interviewers. Nor 
were they anxious that I should; each wanted an exclusive 



story. Some time ago an ingenious person induced a 
number of authors to -write a story on a plot that he pro- 
vided and the readers -were expected to be amused by seeing 
ho-wr different authors dealt -with the same idea. I had to 
make all the different stories on the same plot myself. 

What I had to say really -was very simple. For some 
years I had had in mind the four plays -with -which I proposed 
to finish my career as a practising dramatist. I -was prepared 
to write them only on this account, for I did not think any of 
them was likely to succeed and I knew how difficult it was 
for a dramatist to recover a popularity that he had lost. I 
■was much surprised that Tie Sacred Flame and The Bread- 
u'imter had a considerable success. I expected nothing of For 
Services Rendered. During the rehearsals of this piece I 
amused myself by devising the way in which it might have 
been written to achieve popularity. Any dramatist will 
see bow easily the changes could have been made. The 
charaaers had only to be sentimentalised a little to affect 
their beha-viour at the crucial moments of the play and 
everything might have ended happily. The audience could 
have -walked out of the theatre feeling that war -was a very 
unfortunate business, but that notwithstanding God -was in 
his heaven and all -was right -with the world; there -was 
nothing to fiish oneself about and haddock a la crime and a 
dance would finish the evening very nicely. But it would 
not have been the play I wished to write. 

Tie Unknown was produced immediately after the First 
World War, and the circumstances of the time helped it to a 
certain success. I could not anticipate it, for in performance 
it turned out to have an error of construction that I had not 
seen. I took up again in it an idea I had used many years 
before in a forgotten novel called Tie Here and the dramg 
I saw in my mind’s eye lay in the conflict between two persons 
who lo-rcd one another and were divided by the simple piety 
of the one and the lost feith of the other. But to my surprise 
it appeared in representation that the drama lay in the argu- 
meats on one side and the other, and not at all in the personal 



relations of the characters. The result tras that the play came 
to an end urith the second act; the third consequently was 
meaningless and there was no trick or device I could tl^inlr 
of that could make it significant. 

Shepp^ puzzled a good many of the critics. Some of them, 
strangely ignorant of the principles of the drama, reproached 
me because I had set a problem and had not solved it. The 
dramatist takes a situation and wrings out of it all the 
dramatic value he can. Sbeppey does not set out to be a 
problem play; I should describe it as a sardonic comedy. 
When I wrote it I was aware that the last scene might 
displease. It seemed to me to be in the same vein as the rest 
of the play, and I did not think I was asking an audience to 
accept too much when 1 set before them an hallucination of 
Sheppey’s disordered brain. But it would be foolish not to 
recognise that they were as puzzled as the critics. I grew 
conscious that I was no longer in touch with the public that 
patronises the theatre. This happens in the end to most 
dramatists and they are wise to accept the warning. It is 
high time for them then to retire. 

1 did so with relief. For some years I had found it in- 
creasingly irksome to confine myself within the necessary 
limits of dramatic convention. With a greater knowledge of 
men, with the toleration and perhaps wisdom that the 
passing years have brought me, I found it difficult to draw 
characters as decided and precise as the stage demands. 
The first rule of drama is to stick to your point, but when 
your experience is wide every idea that comes to you has 
so many ramifications that the temptation to follow them 
is tedious to resist. I have hinted in this preface how tire- 
some I find tliis representative dialogue that enables you to 
represent so little. The dialogue of the present day.is a sort 
of spoken shorthand by means of which the listener must 
guess at the thoughts and emotions of the persons of the 
play. When you consider the complexity of human nature 
it is hard to resist the feeling that the characters themselves 
that can be represented on the stage have little more sub- 
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stance than mathematical symbols. Everything must be 
taken from them but tvhat is useful to get on with your play. 
Nor, if you have any independence of temper, can you 
reconcile yourself to the interposition between j^ou and your 
audience of the actors and the producer. You cannot have 
that intimate relation there is between the writer of a book 
and his reader. The placing of a play on the stage is a busi- 
ness of its own and there are few dramatists, unless they have 
been actors, who can do it satisfactorily. But the producer 
very naturally looks upon a play as a means to exercise his 
own creative activity, and it is very seldom that he has the 
artistic integrity to confine himself to a faithful interpreta- 
tion. It may be a better play that he produces than the 
author wrote, but it is a different one. A bad, a vain 
producer can do terrible things. Because he is not a man of 
many ideas he attaches undue importance to any he has. 
Every dramatist has suffered from the bits of business a 
producer has invented and insists on keeping at whatever 
cost of probability or of dramatic effect. It is often said that 
a good actor can bring out of a character far more than the 
author ever put in it, and this is doubtless true, though it, is 
more often the case that a bad actor brings out far less; but I 
do not know that this is a matter on which the author must 
necessarily congratulate himself. I once saw Mrs. Patrick 
Campbell give a magnificent performance of Hedda Gabler, 
but I think it would have driven Ibsen to distraction. She 
put so much into the part that he bad never thought of that 
the character he had drawn was entirely obliterated. I 
should not like these remarks to be taken as a mark of 
ingratitude to the actors and actresses who have acted in my 
plays. To take only the plays in this volume, I can say that 
I have never seen such a moving performance as that of 
Haidee Wright in The Unknown, and that of Miss Flora 
Robson in For Services Kendered. My earlier plays owed 
much of their success to the deft comedy of Marie 
Tempest and to the great and versatile gifts of Irene 
Vanbrugh. I have spoken in a previous preface of Miss Fay 



Compton. I know how much I am indebted to Miss Gladys 
Cooper. She is as beautiful now as when she first went on 
the stage, and she has become an actress of extraordinary 
variety, emotional force and sensitiveness. She can play 
nothing without distinction. 

Though in this edition I have included only such of my 
plays as I have wished for one reason or another to reprint, 
I have written nearly thirty. There is no subject, however 
hackneyed, calf-love, jealousy, the ill-assorted marriage, the 
relation between fathers and sons, that the writer cannot deal 
with as though it had never been dealt with before, but there 
is no subject that he can deal with more than once with 
profit and there are some that his own idiosyncrasies forever 
debar him from. The material is inexhaustible, but the 
writer can only deal with it so far as his personality reaches, 
and eventually, though the mine remains as rich as ever for 
others, for him it is worked out. Play-writing is a young 
man’s job. A play demands actuality. Though its theme 
may be of permanent value, it seems essential to dress 
it in the mode of the moment. Not only must the dramatist 
follow the changes of habit, observing for example how 
the automatic telephone has displaced the old-fashioned 
one and the phonograph the piano, but he must be alive 
to the changes of convention, the changes in vocabulary 
and the changes in the ephemeral thoughts that influence 
the motives and actions of people. All this the young 
writer does instinctively, because he is part of the daa.nge 
himself, but the older one only with labour. It is difficult 
for liim to take any interest in these trivial matters: nor 
does it seem very fitting that he should. I do not know 
whether it is more tedious to see a play written now in the 
manner of a generation back or whether it is more painful 
to see one written by an elderly man determined to be 
up to date. 

Most ideas that come to the writer come to him in terms 
of the medium he is in the habit of using; if he is a dramatist 
in play form; if a novelist or a short story writer as novels or 
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short stories. If he is all three they come in the medium in 
which he is interested at the time. Speaking for myself I 
know that when I was interested in play-writing I would get 
ideas for a good many more plays than I cared to write; and 
then, when I was engaged in writing short stories, ideas used 
to occur to me in that form. The fact that so many of them 
have been turned into plays, successful or otherwise, seems to 
show that they might just as easily have come to me as plays 
in the first case. I think there are very few ideas that can be 
treated only in one way. If one had come to me that damoured 
to be written as a play I suppose I should have written it, but 
with the last play in this volume I did in point of fact end 
my career as a professional dramatist. 

I hope the reader will not accuse me of stupid egotism if I 
hazard the suggestion that the form of drama that I knew 
is destined to end very soon, and of course I do not mean for 
any such foolish reason as that 1 ceased to write. Realistic 
drama in prose is a form of art, though a minor one, and a 
minor art, responding to a particular state in civilisation, is 
likely to perish with a change in that state. The history of 
prose drama is short. It seems to have sprung into life here 
and there, during the sixteenth century, in rade farces like 
those played by Tabarin in a booth to attract customers for 
his quack medidnes. In Spain it quickly achieved uncommon 
merit in the racy plays of Lope de Rueda, but was killed by the 
greater attractiveness to tlw public of verse. It was raised 
to a form of art by Moli&re, flourished with his reflected 
light in the comedies of the Restoration, and was practised 
with elegance by Marivaux and Beaumarchais in the France 
of the eighteenth cenmry; it throve with increasing luxuri- 
ance in France during the next hundred years, and was 
cultivated by a long series of men of talent. It reached its 
utmost height in the solid work of Ibsen. It seems to me 
that Ibsen brought the realistic prose drama to such per- 
fection as it is capable of, and in the process killed it. His 
plays seem stagy enough now; When Wt Dead Amaken, 
which many good judges think an important work, is a 



piece of theatrical clap-trap that you cannot believe in for a 
moment; but it tos bis influence that finally stripped the 
drama of those elements of recreation which, in my opinion, 
arc essential to it. The dramatists have wilfully cast aside the 
ornaments that made their plays an entertainment for the 
eye and car. The desire for verisimilitude has resulted in an 
intolerable dullness. Realism, where realism is out of place, 
has forced the dramatists in order to hold the attention of 
their audience to resort to themes outside the normal run of 
life, and so is responsible for the plays of murder and 
detection that give, with all their absurdities, the opportunity 
for thrilling incident. 

The great dramatists of the past sacrificed tmth of 
characterisation and probability of incident to situation, 
which (to my mind, rightly) they considered the essence of 
drama. But the interest of the present day is in the analysis 
of character. I think this is something new, and points to a 
change of civilisation, and this, as I suggested just now, 
entails the death of a form of art that was sustained by it. 
The characters of the older fiction were static; Balzac and 
Dickens told you all about their persons when they first 
brought them before your notice, and they remain^ un- 
altered, whatever happened to them and however long a 
period elapsed, till their authors had finished with them. 
This view of human nature evidently suited the prepos- 
sessions of the time, and it was perfectly convenient to the 
playwright. It enabled him to make his characters con- 
sistent and distinct. But the characters of fiction now ate 
diverse and unstable. It has been found that the novelist 
can get all the excitement of a tale of adventure by the 
gradual disclosure of a person’s character; in other cases he 
is concerned to show the changes in it that are occasioned 
by lapse of time and the circumstances of life. He examines, 
sometimes naively, sometimes subtly, the contradiedons of 
bnman nature, and his readers are ready to take an intetest in 
the complexity of the man in the street. All this is very 
difficult for the dramatist to deal with, and he has discarded 



the two devices, the soliloquy and the aside, by which he 
might have achieved at least some success. The burden is 
thrown upon the actors to translate into flesh and blood the 
conventional hieroglyphs which are all the dramatist can 
provide them with. It is too great a burden. The spectator 
no longer believes in the persons that are set before him. 

But my melancholic prognosis applies only to the modem 
realistic prose drama, I do not mean of comrse that the 
drama can die. Its long history shows that like music, 
painting, architecture and poetry it responds to a per- 
manent need of the human race. But when a form of art has 
reached what perfection it is capable of and then decays 
there is nothing to do but return to its origins. You have an 
example in sculpture at the present day which is finding a 
new inspiration in the wood-carving of the negroes and in 
the stone work of the Mayan and Peruvian craftsmen. 
The early drama amused the eye with spectacle and dancing 
and the car with verse and music. I think the mnd c i-n 
playwright would do well to call in these allied arts to his 
help. I do not suppose blank verse can profitably be used 
again, but a quick, running metre like that used by the old 
Spanish dramatists, though with less frequent rhymes, may 
well be acceptable, not only to the ‘chosen few’, but to the 
public at large. A long tirade in verse, as everyone knows 
who has seen a play of Racine, has apart from the sense, by 
its volume of rhythmical sound, a very high dramatic value. 

I do not see why music should not be used, as in the old 
melodwmas, to prepare a mood or emphasise an emotion. 
There is no need to remark on the diverting effect of beauti- 
ful scenes and gay costumes or on the agreeablcness of good 
dancing. An ingenious dramitist should be able to malrq all 
these an integral part of his play. With such pleasant means 
of recreation he may render attractive that drama of the soul 
which, as I have suggested, seems the natural development 
forced upon him by the success of the cinema. 

But I would not condemn the dramatist to occupy 
himself only with high and serious matters. Comedy also 
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has its claims. It has beea greatly hampered by the demand 
for verisimilitude. My good fortune has brought me in 
contact with most of the celebrated wits of my day; and I 
have noticed tliat they sparkle but intermittently; no one in 
private life shines so continuously as a witty character 
should in a play, he is never so pointed, finished and apt; the 
conversation of a comedy is artificial in its essence, and to 
take pains to make it resemble the conversation of real life is 
absurd. The aim of comedy is not to represent life, but 
amusingly to comment on it. There is no valud reason why 
farce should not enter into it. In practice it is almost im- 
possible to hold the attention of an audience for two hours 
and a half with puie comedy. But when the humours grow 
broad the critics shake their heads and, mildly or acrimoni- 
ously, regret the introduction of horse-play. I think they 
make a mistake. Comedy, depending as it does on wit, 
appeals only to the intellect; that is not enough: farce appeals 
to the belly. The great comic writers of the past felt no fear 
of it, and I would have the comic writers of the future feel no 
fear of it either, but use it, as freely as Aristophanes and 
Moli^re, whenever it suits their purpose. They must not 
mind if the very superior look down their noses. They can 
always console themselves with the recollection that Waiter- 
Pater laughed consumedly at Tie Ma^strate.* 


*The prefaces to these volumes ■were -written for the Collected 
Edition of njy plays that -was published in 1931. In a book 1 wrote 
later, Tis Summing Up, I repeated a certain amount of what I had 
almady said in them. W.S.M. 
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CHARACTERS 

Sir Arthur Little, K.CB., K.C.M.G. 

Ronald Parry 
Henry Pritchard 
Richard Appleby, M.P. 

Osman Pasha 
Violet 

Mrs. Etheridge 
Mrs. Pritchard 
Mrs. Appleby 

An English Butlet; Native Servants; an Arab Gardener. 


The scene is laid in Cairo, in the house and garden oj tat 
British Consular Agent. 




CESAR’S WIFE 

THE FIRST ACT 

Scene: The moming-roota in the Consular Agent’s bouse at 
Cairo. The windows are Arabic in character and so are the 
architraves of the doors, but otherwise it is an English room, 
airj and spacious. The furniture is lacquer and Chippen- 
dale, there are coal chintv^s on the chairs and sofas, cut roses in 
glass vases, and Rowing as^aleas in pots; but here and there an 
’Eastern antiquity, a helmet and a coat of mail, a piece of 
woodwork, reminds one of the Mussulman conquest of Egypt; 
while an ancient god in porphyry, ^aven images in blue pottery, 
blue bowls, recall an older civilisation still. 

When the atrtain rises the room is empty, the blinds are down so as 
to keep out the heat, aid it is dim and mysterious. A SEavANT 
comes in, a dark-skinned native in the gorgeous uniform, red 
and gold, of the Consular Agent’s establishment, and draws the 
blinds. Through the windows is seen the garden with palm- 
trees, oranges and lemons, tropical plants with giant leaves; and 
beyond, the radiant blue of the sky. In the distance is heard the 
plaintive, gtttural wailing of an Arab song. A Gardener in 
a pale blue gaberdine passes with a basket on his arm. 

Servant: Es-sal&m ’al6kum (Peace be with you). 

Gardener: U’alfikum es-SalSm warahmet A114h wa barakata 
(And with you be peace and God’s metcy and blessing). 

[The Servant gees out. The Gardener stops for a 
moment to nail back a straggling creeper and then goes 
on Ms way. The door is opened. Mrs. Appleby 
comes in with Anne Etheridge and they are 
followed immediately by Violet. Anne is a woman 
of forty, but handsome still, very pleasant and sym- 

J 
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pathtic', shi is a mman of the world, tactful and self 
rontrolkd. She is dressed in light, summery things. 
Mrs. Appleby is an elderly, homely woman, soberly 
but not inexpensively dressed. The wife of a North- 
(oimtry manufacturer, she spends a good deal of mon^ 
on rather dowdy clothes. Violet is a very pretty 
young woman of twenty. She looks very fresh and 
Eftglisb in her muslin frock; there is something 
spr ing-like and virffnal in her appearance, and her 
manner of dress is romantic rather than modish. She 
suggests a lady in a Gainsborough portrait rather than a 
drawing in a paper of Paris fashions. ’Luncheon is fust 
finished and when t!}^ come in the women leave the 
door open for the men follow. 

Mrs. Appi£by; How cool it is ia hotel This isn’t the room 
wc were in before lunch? 

Anne; No. They keep the windows dosed and the blinds 
drawn all the morning so that it’s beautifully cool when 
one comes in. 

Mrs. Appleby: I suppose we shan’t feel the heat so much 
when we’ve been here a few days. 

Anne: Oh, but this is nothing to what you’ll get in Upper 
Egypt. 

Violet: [As she enters.] Is Mrs. Appleby complaining of 
the heat? I love it. 

Auine: Dear Violet, wait till May comes and June. You 
don’t know how exhausting it gets. 

Violet: I’m looking forward to it. I think in some past life 
I must have been a lizard. 

Mrs. Appleby: I dare say the first year you won’t feel it. I 
have a brother settled in Canada, and he says the first 
year people come out from England they don’t fed the 
cold anything like what they do later on. 

Anne: I’ve spent a good many winters here, and I always 
make a point of getting away by the fifteenth of March. 
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Mrs. Appleby: Oh, arc you staying as late as that:* 

Anne; Good gracious, no. You make Lady Little’s heart 
positively sink. 

Violet: Nonsense, Anne, you know we want you to stay as 
long as ever you can. 

Anne: I used to have an apartment in Cairo, but I’ve given 
it up now and Lady Little asked me to come and stay at 
the Agency while I was getting everything settled. 

Mrs. Appleby: Oh, then you knew Sir Arthur before he 
married? 

Anne: Oh, yes, he’s one of my oldest friends. I can’t help 
thinking Lady Little must have great sweetness of 
character to put up with me. 

Violet; Or you must be a perfect miracle of tact, darling. 

Mrs. Appleby; My belief is, it’s a little of both. 

Anne: When Arthur came to see me one day last July and 
told me he was going to marry the most wonderful girl 
in the world, of course I thought good-bye. A man 
thinks he can keep his baclielor friendships, but he never 
docs. 

Mrs. Appleby: His wife generally sees to that. 

Violet: Well, I think it’s nonsense, especially with a man 
like Arthur who’d been a bachelor so long and naturally 
had his life laid out before ever I came into it. And 
besides. I’m devoted to Anne. 

Anne: It’s dear of you to say so. 

Violet: I came here as an absolute stranger. And after all, I 
wasn’t very old, was I? 

Mrs. Appleby: Nineteen? 

Violet; Oh, no, I was older than that. I was nearly twenty, 

Mrs. Appleby: \Smlmg.'\ Good graciousl 

Violet: It was father alarming to find oneself on a sudden 
the wife of a man in Arthur’s position. I was dreadfully 
self-conscious; I felt that everybody’s eyes were upon me. 
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And you don’t know how easy it is to make mistakes in a 
country that’s half Eastern and half European. 

Anne: To say nothing of having to deal with the re- 
presentatives of half a dozen Great Powers all out- 
rageously susceptible. 

Violet: And, you know, there was the feeling that the 
smallest false step might do the greatest harm to Arthur 
and bis work here. I had only just left the schoolroom 
and 1 found myself almost a political personage. If it 
hadn’t been for Anne I should have made a dreadful mess 
of things, 

Anne; Oh, I don’t think that. You had two assets which 
would have made people excuse a great deal of in- 
experience, your grace and your beauty, 

Violet: You say very nice things to me, Anne. 

Mrs. Appleby: Your marriage was so romantic, I can’t see 
how anyone could help feeling very kindly towards you. 

Violet: There’s not much room for romance in the heart of 
the wife of one of the Agents of the foreign Powers 
when she thinks she hasn’t been given her proper place 
at a dinner party. 

Mrs. Appleby: I remember wondering at the time whether 
you weren’t a little overcome by all the excitement 
caused by your marriage. 

Violet: I was excited too, you know. 

Mrs. Appleby: Everyone had always looked upon Sir 
Arthur as a confirmed bachelor. It was thought he cared 
for nothing but his work. He’s had a wonderful career, 
hasn’t he? 

Violet; The Prime Minister told me he was the most 
competent man he’d ever met. 

Anne; I’ve always thought he must be a comfort to any 
Government. Whenever anyone has made a hash of 
things he’s been sent to put them straight. 
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Violet; Well, he always has. 

Mrs. Appleby: Mr. Appleby was saying only this morning 
he was the last man one would expect to marry in haste. 

Violet: Let’s hope he won’t repent at leisure. 

Anne; [Smiling.\ Mrs. Appleby is dying to know all about 
it, Violet. 

Mrs. Appleby: I’m an old woman. Lady Little. 

Violet: \Gaily.\ Well, I met Arthur at a week-end party. 
He’d come home on leave and all sorts of important 
people had been asked to meet him. I was frightened out 
of my life. The duchesses had strawberry leaves hanging 
all over them and they looked at me down thdr noses. 
And the Cabinet Mnisters’ wives had protmding teeth 
and they looked at me up their noses. 

Anne: What nonsense you talk, Violetl 

Violet: I was expecting to be terrified of Arthur. After all, 
I knew he was a great man. But you know, I wasn’t a bit. 
He was inclined to be rather fetherly at first, so 1 cheeked 
him. 

Anne: I can imagine his surprise. No one had done that for 
twenty years. 

Violet: When you know Arthur at all well you discover 
that when he wants anything he doesn’t hesitate to ask 
for it. He told our hostess that he wanted me to sit next 
to him at dinner. That didn’t suit her at all, but she 
didn’t like to say no. Somehow people don’t say no to 
Arthur. The Cabinet Ministers’ wives looked more like 
camels than ever, and by Sunday evening, my dear, the 
duchesses’ strawberry leaves began to curl and crackle. 

Anne; Your poor hostess, I feel for her. To have got hold 
of a real lion for your party and then have him refuse to 
bother himself with anybody but a chit of a girl whom 
you’d asked just to malce an even number! 

Mrs. Appleby: He just fell in love with you at first sight? 

Violet: That’s what he says now. 

B 
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Mrs, ^Vppleby: Did you know? 

Violet: I thought it looked very like it, you know, only it 
was so improbable. Then came an invitation from a 
woman I only just knew for the next week-end, and she 
said Arthur would be there. Then my heart really did 
begin to go pit-a-pat. I took the letter in to my sister and 
sat on her bed and we talked it over. “Does he mean to 
propose to me,” I said, “or does he not?” And my sister 
said; “I can’t imagine what he sees in you. Will you 
accept him if he does?” she asked. “Oh, no,” I said. 
“Good heavens, why he’s twenty years older than I ami” 
But of course I meant to all the time. I shouldn’t have 
cared if he was a hundred, he was the most wonderful 
man I’d ever known, 

Mrs, Apmjebt; And did he propose to you that week-end, 
when he’d practically only seen you once before? 

Violet: I got down in the afternoon and he was there 
already. As soon as I swallowed a cup of tea he said: 
“Come out for a walk.” Well, I’d have loved a second 
cup, but I didn’t like to say so, so I went. But we had a 
second tea in a cottage half an hour later, and we were 
engaged then. 

[Applebt comes in with Osmam Pasha. Mr, Appleby 
is a self-made matt who has entered Parliament; be is 
about sixty, gjrey-bearded, rather short and stoat, with 
some accent in bis speech, shrewd, simple and good- 
natured. He wears a blue serge suit. Osman Pasha 
is a swartly, bearded Oriental, obese, elderly but 
digpified; be wears the official frock-coat of the 
Ydadivial service and a tarbush. 

Applebt: Sit Arthur is coming in one moment. He is 
talking to one of his secretaries. 

Violet: Really, it’s too bad of them not to leave hin^ alone 
even when he’s snatching a mouthful of food. 

Osman Pasha: Vous petmettez que j’apporte ma rigarettc, 
chue Madame. 
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Violet: Of couise. Gime aad sit here, Pasha. 

Appleby: I wanted to tell his Excellency how interested I 
am in his proposal to found a technic^ college in Cairo, 
but I can’t speak French. 

Violet: Oh, but his Excellency understands English 
perfectly, and I believe really he talks it as well as I do, 
only he won’t. 

Osman Pasha: Madame, je ne comprends I’anglais que 
quand vous le parlez, et tout galant homme salt ce que 
dit une joHe femme. 

Anne: translating for the Applebts.] He says he only 
understands English when Lady little speaks it, and 
every nice man understands what a pretty woman says. 

Vioust: No one pays me such charming compliments as 
you do. You know I’m learning Arabic. 

Osman Pasha: C’est une bien belle langue, et vous, Madame 
vous avez autant d’intelligence que dc beaut6. 

Violet: I have a Copt who comes to me every day. And I 
practise a little with your brother, Anne. 

Anne: [To Mrs. Appleby.] My brother is one of Sir 
Arthur’s secretaries. I expect it was he that Mr. Appleby 
left with Sir Arthur. 

Violet: If it is I shall scold him. He knows quite well that 
he has no right to come and bother Arthur when he’s in 
the bosom of his &miiy. But they say he’s a wonderful 
Arabic scholar. 

Osman Pasha: Vous parlez de M. Parry? Je n’ai jamais 
connu un Anglais qui avait une telle fedlite. 

Anne: He says he’s never known an Englishman who 
speaks so well as Ronny. 

Violet: It’s a fearfully difficult language. Sometimes my 
head seems to get tied up in knots. 

[Ta^o Saises eomt in, one with a salver on which are coffee 
cups and the other bearing a small tray on which is a 
silver vessel containing Turkish coffee. They go romd 
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coffttt to tbo votiotis people, then wait iti stlettce, 
M/ben Sir Arthur comes in tbej give him his coffee 
and go out. 

Anne: It’s wonderful of you to persevere. 

Violet: Oh, you know, Ronny’s very encouraging. He 
says I’m really getting on. I want so badly to be able to 
talk. You can’t think how enthusiastic I am about 
Egypt. I love it. 

Osman Pasha: Pas plus que i’Egypte vous aime, Madame. 

Violet: When we landed at Alexandria and I saw that blue 
sky and that coloured, gesticulating crowd, my heart 
leapt. 1 knew I was going to be happy. And every day 
I’ve loved Egypt more. I love its antiquities, I love the 
desert and the streets of Cairo and those dear little 
villages by the Nile. I never knew there was such beauty 
in the world. I thought you only read of romance in 
books; I didn’t know there was a country where it sat by 
the side of a well under the palm trees, as though it were 
at home. 

Osman Pasha: Vous fites charmantc, Madame. C’est un 
bien beau pays. E n’a besoin que d’une chose pour 
qu’on puisse y vivre. 

Anne: [Translating.] It’s a beautiful country. It only wants 
one thing to make it livable. And what is that, your 
Excellency? 

Osman Pasha: La libertd. 

Appleby: Liberty? 

[Arthur has come in when first Violet begins to speak oj 
Egypt and he listens to her enthusiasm with an 
indulgent smile. At the Pashe^s remark be comes 
jortvard. Arthur Little is a man of forly-five, 
alert, yomg in manner, very intelligent, with the 
urbanity, self-assurance, tact, and resourcefulness of the 
experienced diplomatist. Nothing escapes him, but be 
does not often show bow much be notices. 
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Arthur; Egypt has the liberty to do r^ell, your Excellency. 
Does it need the liberty to do ill before it loses the 
inclination to do it? 

Violet: [To Mrs. Appleby.] I hope you don’t mind 
Turkish coffee? 

Mrs. Appleby; Oh, no, I like it. 

Violet: Fm so glad. I think it perfectly delicious. 

Arthur: You have in my wife an enthusiastic admirer of 
this country, Pasha. 

Osman Pasha: J’en suis ravi. 

Arthur: Fve told Ronny to come in and have a cup of 
coffee. [To Anne.] I thought you’d like to say how d’you 
do to him. 

Anne: Ate you very busy to-day? 

Arthur: We’re always busy. Isn’t that so. Excellency? 

Osman Pasha: En effet, et je vous demanderai permission 
de me retiter. Mon bureau m’appeUe. 

\He gets up and shahs hands with Violet. 

Violet: It was chatnung of you to come. 

Osman Pasha: Mon Dicu, Madame, e’est moi qui vous 
remcrcie de m’avoir donne I’occasion de saluer votre 
grace et votre beautd. 

[He bom to the rest of the company, Arthur leads him 
towards the door and he goes out. 

Anne: You take all these compliments without turning a 
hair, Violet. 

Arthur: [Coming backi\ You know, that’s a wonderful old 
rpan. He’s SO well-bred, he has such exquisite manners, 
it’s hard to realise that if it were possible he would have 
us all massacred to-morrow. 

Appleby: I remember there was a certain uneasiness in 
England when you recommended that he should be 
made Minister of Education. 
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Arthur: They don’t always understand local conditions in 
England. Osman is a Moslem of the old school. He has 
a bitter hatred of the English. In course of years he has 
come to accept the inevitable, but he’s not resigned to it. 
He never loses sight of his aim. 

-•Vpplebt: And that is? 

Arthur: Why, bless you, to drive the English into the sea. 
But he’s a clever old rascal, and he sees that one of the 
first things that must be done is to educate the Egyptians. 
Well, we want to educate them too. I had all sorts of 
reforms in mind which I would never have got the 
strict Mohammedans to accept if they hadn’t been 
brought forward by a man whose patriotism they 
believe in and whose orthodoxy is beyond suspicion. 

Ahne: Don’t you find it embarrassing to work with a man 
you distrust? 

Arthur: I don’t distrust him. I have a certain admiration 
for him, and 1 bear him no grudge at all because at the 
bottom of his heart he simply loathes me. 

Applebt: I don’t see why he should do that. 

Arthur: I was in Egypt for three years when I was quite a 
young man. I was very small ^ then, but I came into 
collision with Osman and he tried to poison me. I was 
very ill for two months, and he’s never forgiven me 
because I recovered. 

Ajplebt: What a scoundrel! 

Arthur: He would be a little out of place in a Non- 
conformist community. In the good old days of Tsmaal 
he had one of his wives beaten to death and thrown tnfn 
the Nile. 

Appusby: But is it right to give high office to a man of that 
charactcj? 

Arthur: They were the manners and customs of the times. 

Mrs. Applebt: But he tried to kill you. Don’t you beat him 
any ill will? 
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Arthur; I don’t think it -was very friendly, you know, but 
after all no statesman can afford to pay attention to his 
private feelings. His duty is to find the round peg for the 
round hole and put him in. 

Anne: Why does he come here? 

Arthur; He has a very great and respectful admiration for 
Violet. She chaffs him, if you please, and the old man 
adores her. 1 think she’s done more to reconcile him to 
the British occupation than all our diplomacy. 

Mrs. Applebt: It must be wonderful to have power in a 
country like this. 

Violet: Power? Oh, I haven’t that. But it noakes me so 
proud to think I can be of any use at all. I only wish I 
had the chance to do mote. Since I’ve been here I’ve 
grown very patriotic. 

[Ronald Parry comes m. He is a young man, verygood- 
hokingi fresh and pleasant ^ with a peculiar charm oj 
manner. 

Arthur: Ah, here is Ronny. 

Ronnt: Am I too late for my cup of coffee? 

Violet: No, it will be brought to you at once. 

Ronnt: \Sbakjnghandswitb'Sfioi^T.\ Good morning. 

Violet: This is Mr. Parry. Mr. and Mrs. Appleby. 

Ronnt: Howd’youdo? 

Arthur: Now, Ronny, don’t put on your Foreign Office 
marmer. Mr. and Mrs. Appleby are very nice people. 

Mrs. Appleby: I’m glad you think that. Sir Arthur. 

Arthur: Well, when you left your cards with a soup ticket 
from the F.O. my heart sank. 

Appleby: There, my dear, I told you he wouldn’t want to be 
bothered widi us. 

Arthur: You see, I expected a pompous couple who knew 
all about everything and were going to tell me exactly 
how Egypt ought to be governed. A Member of 
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parliament doesn’t inspire confidence in the worried 
bosom of a Government oflBcial. 

Violet: I don’t know if you think you’re putting Mr. and 
Mrs. Appleby at their ease, Arthur. 

Arthur: Oh, but I shouldn’t say this if I hadn’t been most 
agreeably disappointed. 

Mbs. Appleby: I never forget the days when Mr. Appleby 
used to light the kitchen fire hims^ and I used to do the 
week’s washing every Monday morning. I don’t think 
we’ve changed much since then, either of us. 

Arthur: I know, and I’m really grateful to the Foreign 
Office for having given you your letter. 

Mrs. Appleby: It’s been a great treat to us to come and see 
you. And it’s done my heart good to see Lady Little. If 
you don’t mind my saying so she’s like a spring morning 
and it makes one glad to be alive just to look at her. 

Violet: Oh, don’tl 

Arthur: I’m inclined to feel very kindly to everyone who 
feels kindly towards her. You must enjoy yourselves in 
Upper Egypt and when you come back to Cairo you 
must let us know. 

Appleby: Fm expecting to learn a good deal from my 
journey. 

Arthur; You may learn a good deal that will surprise you. 
You may learn that there are races in the world that seem 
bom to rule and races that seem born to serve; that 
democracy is not a panacea for all the ills of manldnd, but 
merely one system of government like another, which 
hasn’t had a long enough trial to make it certain whether 
it is desirable or not; that freedom generally means the 
power of the strong to oppress the weak, and that the 
wise statesman gives men the illusion of it but not the 
substance — ^in short, a number of things which must be 
very dismrbing to the equilibrium of a Radical 
of Parliament. 
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Ai^me: On the othet hand, you’ll see out beautiful Nile and 
the temples, 

Arthur: And perhaps they’ll suggest to you that however 
old the wotld is it’s ever young, and that when all’s said 
and done the most permanent on the face of the earth is 
■what seems the most transitory — the ideal. 

Applebt; Fanny, it looks to me as though we’d bitten off as 
big a piece of cake as we can chew with any comfort, 

Mrs. Appleby: Oh, well, we’ll do our best. And though I 
never could do arithmetic I’ve always thought perhaps 
one might be saved without. Good-bye, Lady Little, 
and thank you for having us. 

Violet: Good-bye. 

[Thrt are general faremells and they go to the dour. 

'Sjovtm opens it for them. They go out. 

Ronny: I forgot to tell you, sir, Mrs. Pritchard has just 
telephoned to ask if she can see you on a matter of 
business. 

Arthur: \Witb a ffim smile^ Say I’m very busy to-day, and 
I regret exceedingly that it will be quite impossible for 
me to see her. 

Ronny: ]Witb a twinkle in bis ^e.] She said she was coming 
round at once. 

Arthur: If she’s made up her mind to see me at all costs she 
might have saved herself the trouble of ringing up to 
find out if it was convenient. 

Anne: Your sister is a determined creature, Arthur. 

Arthur: I know. I have some authority in the affairs of 
this country, but none over dear Christina. I wonder 
what she wants. 

Violet: Let us hope for the best. 

Arthur: I’ve noticed that whenever anyone wants to see 
me very urgently it’s never to give me anything. When 
Christina wants to see me urgently my o^y s^ety is in 
instant fiight. 
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Violet: You must be nice to bet, Arthur. If you're not 
she’ll only take it out of me. 

Arthur: It’s monstrous, isn’t it? 

Violet: After all, she kept house for you for ten years. 
Adiuirably, mind you. 

Arthur: Admirably. She has a genius for order and 
organisation in the house. Everything went like 
clockwork. She never wasted a farthing. She saved 
me hundreds of pounds. She led me a dog’s life. I’ve 
come to the conclusion there’s nothing so detestable as a 
good housekeeper. 

Violet: How fortunate yon married me, thenl But you 
can’t expect her to sec that point of view. It’s very hard 
for her to be turned out of this very pleasant billet, and 
it’s natural that when you won’t do something she asks 
you she should put it down to my influence. 

Anne: It must have been a very difficult position for you. 

Violet: I did all I could to make her like me. I did feel 
rather like a usurper, you know. I tried to make her see 
that I didn’t at all want to put on airs. 

Arthur: Fortunately she’s taken it very well. I confess I 
was a little nervous when she told rue she meant to stay 
on in Egypt to be neat her son. 

Anne; It would be a detestable person who didn’t Eke 
Violet, I think. 

Arthur: Detestable. I should have no hesitation in having 
him deported. 

Ronny: I think I'd better be getting back to my work. 

Ahnb: Oh, Ronny, would you like me to come and help 
you with your packing? 

Violet: [Tj Ronnt.] Are you going somewhere? 

Ronny: I’m leaving Cairo. 

Anne: Didn't you know? Ronny has just been appointed to 
Paris. 
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Violet; Is he going to leave Egypt for good? 

[She is taken aback bj the nen>s. She cUnebes her hand on 
the rail of a chair; Arthur and Anne notice the 
little, instinctive motion, 

Ronnt: I suppose so. 

Violet: But why was it kept from me? Why have you been 
making a secret of it? 

Arthur: Darling, no one’s been making a secret of it. I — 
thought Anne would have told you. 

Violet: Oh, it doesn’t matter at all, but Ronny has been in 
the habit of doing all sorts of things for me. It would 
have been convenient if I’d been told that a change was 
going to be made. 

Arthur: I’m very sorry. It was only arranged this morning. 
I received a telegram from the Foreign Office. I thought 
it would interest Anne, so I sent Ronny along to tell her. 

Violet: I hate to be treated like a child. 

is a moment's embarrassment, 

Anne: It was stupid of me. I ought to have come and told 
you. I was so pleased and excited that I forgot. 

Violet: I don’t quite know why you should haye been so 
excited. 

Anne; It will be very nice for me to have Ronny so near. 
You sec, now I’ve given up my flat I shan’t come to 
Egypt very often and I should never have seen Ronny. I 
can run over to Paris constantly. Besides, it’s a step, isn’t 
it? And I want to see him an Ambassador before I die. 

Violet: I don’t see what good it will do him in Paris to 
speak Arabic like a native. 

Arthur: Oh, well, that is the F.O. all over. The best 
Persian scholar in the Service has spent the last six years 
in Washington. 

Ronny: It’s been a great surprise for me. I objected to 
rrmain in Egypt indefinitely. 
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Violet; [Remeritig herself^ I expect you’ll have a very good 
time in Paris. When do you go? 

Ronny: There’s a boat the day after to-morrow. Sir 
Arthur thought I’d better take that. 

Vioiet; \Searctlj mistress of herself^ As soon as that! 
[Recovering, gaily \ We shall miss you dreadfully. I can’t 
imagine what I s hall do without you. [To Anne.] You 
can’t think how useful he’s been to me since I came here. 

Ronny: It’s very kind of you to say so, 

Violet; He’s invaluable at functions and things like that. 
You see, he knows where everyone should sit at dinner. 
And at first he used to coach me with details about 
various people so that I shouldn’t say the wrong thing. 

Arthur'. If you had you’d have said it so charmingly that 
no one would have resented it. 

Violet; I’m so afraid that the man who takes Ronny’s 
place will refuse to write my invitations for me. 

Arthur; It’s not exactly the duty of my secretaries, 

Violet: No, but I do hate doing it myself. AndRonnywas 
able to imitate my handwriting, 

Arthur; I’m sure he could never write as badly as you. 

Violet: Oh, yes, he could. Couldn’t you? 

Ronnt: I managed to write quite enough like you for 
people not to notice the difference. 

Violet: You know, there arc thirty-two invitations to do 
now. 

Anne: Why don’t you send cards? 

Vioiet: Oh, I think a letter is so much more polite. Some- 
how I don’t feel old enough to ask people to dinp vvith 
me in the third person. 

Ronnt: PU come and do them the moment Sir Arthur can 
let me go. 

Arthur; You’d better do them before Violet goes out. 
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Violet; That’ll be very soon. The Khedive’s mother has 
asked me to go and see her at half-past three. I’ll get the 
list now, shall I? I don’t think I’ll wait for Christina. If 
she wants to see you on business 1 dare say she’d rather I 
wasn’t there. 

Arthur: Very well. 

Violet: [To Ronny.] ‘Will you come here when you’re 
ready? 

Ronnt: Certainly. 

[She goes out. 

Arthur: Have you finished that report yet? 

Ronnt: Not quite, sir. It will be ready in ten minutes. 

Arthur: Put it on my desk. 

Ronnt; All right, sir. 

[Exit. Arthur attd Anne are left alone. He looks at 
her reflectively. 

Arthur: Violet is very sensitive to an 3 rthing that might be 
considered a slight. 

Anne: It’s very natural, isn’t it? A high-spirited girl. 

Arthur: She likes me to tell her my arrangements. It gives 
her a little feeling of importance to know things before 
other people. 

Anne: Oh, of course. 1 quite understand. I should do the 
same in her place. 

Arthur: I ought to have remembered and told her that 
Ronny was going. She was just a little vexed because she 
thought I’d been fixing things up behind her back. 

Anne: Yes, I know. It would naturally put her out for a 
moment to learn on a sudden that one of the persons 
she’d been thrown in contact with was going away. 

Arthur; [With a twinkle in bis eye.] I’m wondering if I must 
blame you for the loss of an excellent secretary. 

Anne: Me? 
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Arthur: I don’t know why the F.O. should suddenly have 
made up thcix minds that your brother was wanted in 
Paris. Have you been pulling strings? 

Anne: What a suspicions nature you havel 

Arthur: Anne, own up. 

.i\nne; I thought Ronny was getting into a groove here. 
There didn’t seem to be much more for him to do than 
he has been doing for some time. If you »/// have the 
truth, I’ve been moving heaven and earth to get him 
moved. 

Arthur: How deceitful of you not to have said a word 
about itl 

Anne: I didn’t want to make him restless. I knew he’d be 
mad to go to Paris. I thought it much better not to say 
anything till it was settled. 

Arthur: D’you think he’s mad to go to Paris? 

Anne: \Fettcingmtbbm\ Any young man would be. 

Arthur: I wonder if he’d be very much disappointed if I 
made other arrangements. 

i\nnb; What do you mean, Arthur? You wouldn’t prevent 
him from going when I’ve done everything in the world 
to get him away. 

Arthur: \Ahniptly\ Why should you be so anxious for him 
to go? 

[She looks at bim for an instant in dismqn. 

Anot: Good heavens, don’t speak so sharply to me. I told 
Violet just now. I wanted him to be more get-at-able. I 
think be stands a much better chance of being noticed if 
he’s in a place like Paris. 

Arthur: [With a sn/ile.] Ah, yes, you said you were coming 
less frequently to Egypt than in the past. It might be 
worth while to keep Ronny here in order to tempt you 
back 

Anne: Egypt isn’t the same to me that it was. 
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Arthur: I hope my marriage has made no difference to our 
friendship, Anne. You know how deeply I value it. 

Anne: You used to come and see me very often. You knew 
I was discreet and you used to talk over with me all sorts 
of matters which occupied you. I was pleased and 
flattered. Of course I realised that those pleasant 
conversations of ours must stop when you married. I 
only came here this winter to collect my goods and 
chattels. 

Arthur: You make me feel vaguely guilty towards you. 

Anne: Of course you’re nothing of the sort. But I don’t 
want Violet to feel that 1 am making any attempt to — to 
monopolise you. She’s been charming to me. The more 
I know her the more delightful I find her. 

Arthur; It’s very nice of you to say so. 

Anne: You know I’ve always had a great admiration for 
you. I’m so glad to see you married to a girl who’s not 
unworthy of you. 

Arthur: I suppose it was a dangerous experiment for a man 
of my age to marry a girl of nineteen. 

Anne; I think one can admit that. But you’ve always been 
one of the favourites of the gods. You’ve made a 
wonderful success of it. 

Arthur: It needs on a husband’s part infinite tact, patience, 
and tolerance. 

Anne: You have the great advantage that Violet is genuinely 
in love with you. 

Arthur: I suppose only a fatuous ass would confess that a 
beautiful girl was in love with him. 

Anne: You make her very happy. 

Arthur: There’s nothing I wouldn’t do to achieve that. 
I’m more desperately in love with Violet even than 
when I first married her. 

Anne: I’m so glad. I want nothing but your happmess. 
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Arthur: Here is Christiiuu 

[Tie door opens as he says these words and an English 
Butler ushers in Mrs. Pritchard. She is a tall, 
spare woman, with hair turning comely, upright in 
her carriage, with decision 0/ character indicated 
hy toery gesture; but though masterful and firm 
to attain her ends, she is an honest woman, direct, 
truthful and not without httmour. She is admirably 
gowned in a manner befitting ber station and importance. 

Butler; Mrs. Pritchard. 

[Exit. 

Arthur: I knew it was you, Qiristina. I felt a sense of 
responsibility descend upon the house. 

Christina: [Kissinghim.\ How is Violet? 

Arthur: Lovely. 

Christina: I was inquiring about her health. 

Arthur: Her health is perfect. 

Christina: At her age one’s always well, I suppose. 
[Kissing Anne.] How d’you do? And how are you, my 
poor Arthur? 

Arthur; You ask me as though I was a doddering old 
gentleman, crippled with rheumatism. I’m in the best of 
health, thank you very much, and very active for my 
years. [Christina has seen a flower on the table that has 
fallen from a bowl, and picks it up and puts it back in its 
place.\ Why do you do that? 

Christina; I don’t like untidiness. 

Arthur; I do. 

[He takes the flower out again and places it on the fable. 

Christina; I was expecting to find you in your 

Arthur: Do you think I’m neglecting my work? I thought 
it more becoming to wait for you here. 

Christina; I wanted to see you on a matter of business. 
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Arthur: So 1 understood from your message. I feel 
convinced you’re going to put me in the way of malfing 
my fortune. 

Anne: I’ll leave you, shall I? 

Christina: Oh, no, pray don’t. There’s not the least 
reason why you shouldn’t hear what it’s all about. 

Arthur: You’re not going to make my fortune after all. 
You’re going to ask me to do something. 

Christina: What makes you think that? 

Arthur: You want a third person present to be witness to 
my brutal selfishness when I refuse. I know you, 
Christina:. 

Christina: [Stailing.'\ You’re mudi too sensible to refuse a 
perfectly reasonable request. 

Arthur: Let us heat it. [Shi sits down on the sofa. The 
cushions have been disordered hj people sitting on them and she 
shakes them ott/, and pats them and arranges them in their 
plaee.\ I wish you’d leave the furoitute alone, Cbtistina. 

Christina; I cannot make out what pleasute people take in 
seeing things out of their proper place. 

Arthur: You’re very long in coming to the point. 

Christina; I hear that the Khedive has quarrelled with his 
secretary. 

Arthur: You’re a marvellous woman, Christina. You get 
hold of all the harem gossip. 

Christina; It’s true, isn’t it? 

Arthur: Yes, But I only heard of it myself just before 
luncheon. How did it come to your cars? 

Christina: That doesn’t matter, does it? I have a way of 
hearing things that may be of interest to me. 

Arthur: I’m afraid I’m very dense, but I don’t see how it 
can be of any particular interest to you. 

Christina; [Smrling!\ Dear Arthur. The Khedive has asked 
you to recommend him aa English secretary. 
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Anne: Has he really? That’s a change. He’s never had an 
English secretary before. 

Arthur: Never. 

Anne: It’s a wonderful opportunity. 

Arthur: If we get the right man he can be of the greatest 
possible help. If he’s tactful, wise, and courteous, 
there’s no reason why in time he shouldn’t attain very 
considerable influence over the Khedive. If we can really 
get the Khedive to work honestly and sincerely with us, 
instead of hampering us by all kinds of secret devices, 
we can do miracles in this country. 

Anne: What a splendid chance for the man who gets the 
job! 

Arthur: I suppose it is. If he has the right qualities he may 
achieve anything. And after all, it’s a splendid chance to 
be able to render such great service to our own old 
country. 

Christina: Has the Khedive given any particulars about 
the sort of man he wants? 

Arthur: He naturally wants a young man and a good 
sportsman. It’s important that he should be able to 
speak Arabic. But the qualifications which will satisfy 
the Khedive ate nothing beside those which will satisfy 
me. The wrong man may cause ixiqparablc damage to 
British interests. 

Christina: Have you thought that Henry would be 
admirably suited? 

Arthur: I can’t say I have, Christina. 

Christina: He’s young and he’s very good at games. He 
speaks Arabic. 

Arthur; Quite well, I believe. I think he’s very well suited 
to the post be has. It would be a pity to disturb him 
when he’s just got at home with the work. 

Christina: Arthur, you can’t compare a very badly paid 
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job in the Ministry of Education with a private secretary- 
ship to the Khedive. 

Arthur: The best job for a man is the one he’s most fitted 
to do. 

Christina: You’ve got no fault to find with Henry. He’s a 
very good worieij he’s honest, industrious and pains- 
taking. 

Arthur: You don’t praise a pair of boots because you can 
walk in them without discomfort; if you can’t you chuck 
them away. 

Christina: What d’you mean by that? 

Arthur: The qualities you mention really don’t deserve any 
particular reward. If Henry hadn’t got them I’d fire him 
without a moment’s hesitation. 

Christina: I have no doubt you’d welcome the opportunity- 
It’s the greatest misfortune of Henry’s life that he 
happens to be your nephew, 

Arthur: On the other hand, it’s counterbalanced by his 
extraordinary good luck in being your son. 

Christina: You’ve stood in his way on every possible 
occasion. 

Arthur; [GooJ-bumoaredlj.'^ You know that’s not true, 
Christina. I’ve refused to perpetrate a number of 
abominable jobs that you’ve urged me to. He’s had his 
chances as everyone else has. You’re an admirable 
mother. If I’d listened to you he’d be Commander-In- 
Chief and Prime Minister fay now. 

Christina: I’ve never asked you to do anything for Henry 
that wasn’t perfectly reasonable. 

Arthur: It’s evident then that we have different views 
upon what is reasonable. 

Christina: I appeal to you, Anne: do you see any objection 
to suggesting Henry to the Khedive as a private secretary? 

Arthur: I knew that’s what she wanted you here for, Aime, 
<■0 be a witness to my pig-headed obstinacy. 
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Christina: Don’t be absurd, Arthur. I’m asking Anne for 
an unprejudiced opinion, 

Arthur: Anne is unlikely to have an opinion of any value 
on a matter she knows nothing about. 

IkNNE: \With a chuckU.\ That is a very plain hint that I can’t 
do better than hold my tongue. I’il take it, Christina. 

Christina: It’s so unreasonable of you Arthur. You won’t 
listen to any argument. 

Arthur: The only one you’ve offered yet is: here’s a good 
job going, Henry’s your nephew, give it him. My dear, 
don’t you see the Khedive would never accept such a 
near relation of mine? 

Christina; I don’t agree with yon at all. The fact of his 
asking you to recommend an English secretary shows 
that he wants to draw the connection between you and 
himself closet. After all, you might give the boy a 
chance. 

Arthur: This is not an occasion when one can afford to give 
a chance. It’s hit or miss. If the man I choose is a failure 
the Khedive will never ask me to do such a thing for him 
again. 1 can’t take any risks. 

Christina: Will you tell me what qualifications Henry lacks 
to make him suitable for the post? 

Arthur: Certainly, It’s true he speaks Arabic, but he 
doesn’t understand the native mind. Grammars can’t 
teach you that, my dear, only sympathy. He has the 
mind of an official. I often think that you must have 
swallowed a ramrod in early life and poor Henry was 
born with a foot-rule in his inside. 

Christina: 1 am not amused, Arthur. 

Arthur: I have no doubt in course of time he’ll become a 
very competent official, but he’ll never be anything else. 
He lacks imagination, and that is just as necessary to a 
statesman as to a novelist. Finally he has no charm. 
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Christina; How can you judge? You’re his uncle. You 
might just as well say I have no charm. 

Arthur: You haven’t. You’re an admirable woman, with 
all the substantial virtues which make you an ornament 
to your sex, but you have no charm. 

Christina: [With a grhn smile\ I should be a fool if I 
expected you to pay me compliments, shouldn’t I? 

Arthur: You would at all events be a woman who is 
unable to learn by experience. 

Christina: Besides, I don’t agree with you. I think Henry 
has charm. 

Arthur: Why do we all call him Henry? Why does Henry 
suit him so admirably? If he had charm we would 
naturally call him Harry. 

Christina; Really, Arthur, it amazes me that a man in your 
position can be influenced by such absurd trifles. It’s so 
unfair, when a boy has a dozen solid real virtues that you 
should refuse to recommend him for a job because he 
hasn’t got in your opinion a frivolous, unsubstantial 
advantage like charm. 

Arthur: Unsubstantial it noay be, but frivolous it certaiifly 
isn’t. Believe me, charm is the most valuable asset that 
any man can have. D’you think it sounds immoral to 
say it compensates for the lack of brains and virtue? 
Alasl it happens to be tme. Brains may bring you to 
power, but charm enables you to keep it. Without 
charm you will never lead men. 

Christina; And do you imagine you’re likely to find a 
young Englishman who’s a sportsman and an Arabic 
schokr, who has tact, imagination, sympathy, wisdom, 
courtesy and charm? 

Anne: If you do, Arthur, I’m afraid he won’t remain here 
very long, because I warn you, I shall insist on marrying 
him. 
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Arthur; It’s not so formidable as it sounds. Tm going to 
suggest Roony. 

Christina: [Astounded.] Ronald Partyl That’s the very last 
person I should have thought you’d be inclined to 
suggest. 

Arthur: [Sharpiy.] Why? 

Anne: \With distmy.] You don’t really mean that, Arthur? 

Arthur: Why not? 

Christina: [To Annb.] Didn’t you know? 

Anne: It’s the last thing that would ever have entered my 
head. 

Christina: I thought you’d made all afrangementa for 
sending him away. 

Arthur; 1 made no arrangements at alL I received a 
telegram from the P.O. saying that he’d been appointed 
to Paris. 

Anne: [After a very short pause.] Don’t you think you’d 
better leave it at that? 

Arthur: No, I don’t. Tm going to wire to London 
explaining the circumstances and suggesting that I thmlr 
him very suitable for the post that’s just offered its elf. 

Anne; [Trying to take it ligptly.] I feel rather aggrieved, after 
all the efforts I’ve made to get him appointed to Paris. 

Christina: Oh, he owes that to you, docs he? You thought 
it would be better for him to leave here? 

Arthur; [Deliberately.] I don’t quite unders tand what 
you’re driving at, Qiristina. 

Christina; [Taking him up iepantly\ I annot imapin. 
anyone more unsuitable than Ronald Parry. 

Arthur; That is for me to judge, isn’t it? 

Anne: Perhaps the Foreign Office wiU say they see no 
reason to change their mind. 

Arthur; I don’t think so. 
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Anne: Have you told Ronny? 

Arthur; No, I thought it unnecess„ry till I’d found ou: 
■whether the Khedive would be willing to take him. 

Christina: Fm amazed, Arthur. When Henry told me 
Ronald Parry was going I couldn’t help thinldng it was 
very desirable. 

Arthur: Why.^ 

[She looks at him, about to speak, then hesitates. She does 
not dare, and resolves to be silent. Anne comes to the 
reseue. 

Anne: Christina knows that I shall be very little in Egypt in 
future and how fond Ronny and I are of one another. 
We naturally want to be as near each other as we can. 

Christina: [With a chuckle.] It really amuses me that you 
should refuse to give a good job to Henry because you’ve 
made up your mind to give it to Ronald Parry, 

[Arthur walks up to her deliberately and faces her. 

Arthur: If you’ve got anything to say against him say it, 
[They stare at one another for a moment in silence. 

Christina; If you have nothing against him there’s no 
reason why I should. 

Arthur: I see, I have a good deal to do this afternoon. If 
you have nothing mote to say to me I’d like to get back 
to my work. 

Christina: Very well, I’ll go. 

Arthur; You won’t stop and see Violet? 

Christina: I don’t think so, thank you. 

[She goes out. He opens the door for her, 

Anne: Why didn’t you tell me just now that you’d decided 
to keep Ronny in Cairo? 

Arthur; I thought it was unnecessary till everything was 
settled. I daresay you’ll be good enough to hold your 
tongue about it. 
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Amnb: Have you definitely made up your mind? 

Arthdr; Definitely. 

[Tiej look atom another steadify. 

Anne: I ^3^in1r ni go up to my room. I keep to my old habit 
of a siesta after luncheon. 

Arthur: I wish I could get Violet to take it. 

Anne: She’s so young, she doesn’t feel the need of it yet. 

Arthur: Yes, she’s so young. 

[Anne goes out. For a moment Arthur goes waj to 
discouragement. He jeels old and tired. But he bears a 
footstep and pulls himself together. He is his usual 
self gay, gallant and humorous, when Violet enters 
the room. 

Violet: I saw Christina drive away. What did she want? 

Arthur: The earth. 

Violet: I hope you gave it her. 

Arthur: No, I’m trying to get the moon for you just now, 
darling, and I thought if I gave her the earth it really 
would upset the universe a little too much. 

Violet: I thought I’d better do these invitations before I 
dressed. 

Arthur: You’re not going to put on a difiFerent frock to go 
and have tea with the Khedive’s mother? You look 
charming in that. 

Violet: I think it’s a little too young. It was all right for the 
morning. 

Arthur: Of course you ate older this afternoon, that’s quite 
true. 

Violet: Can you spare Ronny just now? 

Arthur; \After cm instant's pausel\ Yes, I’ll send him to you 
at once. 

Violet: [As he is going:\ I shall be back in dmc to give you 
your tea. 
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Arthur: That will be vcr 7 nice. Good-bye till then. 

[Hegoejcuf. She is mtditative. She gives a slight start m 
Ronny corns in. 

Vioiot: I hope I haven’t tom you away from anything very 
important. 

Ronnt: I was only typing a very dull report. Vd lust 
hnished it. 

Violet: You mustn’t ever bother about me if it’s not 
convenient, you know. 

Ronnt: I shan’t have much chance, shall I? 

Violet: No. . . . Look, here’s the list. 

[She hands him a sheet of paper on which names mre 
scribbled, and he reads it. 

Ronnt; It looks rather a stodgy party, doesn’t it? I see 
you’ve crossed my name out. 

Violet: It’s not much good asking you when you won’t be 
here. Whom d’you advise me to ask in your place? 

Ronnt: I don’t know. I hate the idea of anyone being asked 
in my place. Shall I start on them at once? 

Violet: Ifyou don’t mind. I have to go out, you know. 

[He sits down at a writing table ^ 

Ronnt: I’ll start on those I dislike least. 

Violet: \With a chuckle^ Don’t you remember when 
Arthur said I must ask the Von Scheidleins how we 
hated to write them a civil letter? 

Ronnt: \Writingi\ Dear Lady Sinclair. 

Violet: Oh, she asked me to call her Evelyn. 

Ronnt; Hangl I’ll have to start again. 

Violet: It always makes me so imcomfortable to address &t 
old ladies by their Christian names. 

Ronnt: I’ll end up "yours affectionately,” shall 1? 

Violet: I suppose you’re awfully excited at the thought of 
going? 
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Ronnt: No. 

Vioust: It’s a step for you, isn’t it? 1 ... I oughr to 
congratulate you. 

Ronnt: You don’t think I -want to go, do you? I hate it. 
\'ioLE'r: Why? 

Ronny; I’ve been very happy here. 

Violet: You knew you couldn’t stay here for the rest of 
your life. 

Ronnt: Why not? 

Violet: [W//i& an effort at self-control^ Who is the next 
person on the list? 

Ronnt; [LooAingatlt.] Will you miss me at all? 

Violet: I suppose I shall at first. 

Ronnt; That’s not a very kind thing to say. 

Violet: Isn’t it? I don’t mean to be unkind, Ronny. 

Ronnt: Oh, I’m so miserable! 

[She ffves a little ery and looks at him. She presses her 
bands to her heart. 

Violet: Let us go on with the letters. 

[Silently be writes. She does not watch him, but looks 
hopelessly into space. She is unable to restrain a sob. 

Ronnt: You’re crying. 

Violet: No, I’m not. I’m not, I swear I’m not. \Hegetsnp 
and goes over to her. Her looks into her eyes.] It came so 
suddenly, I never dreamt you’d be going away. 

Ronnt: Oh, Violet! 

Violet: Don’t call me that. Please, don’t. 

Ronnt: Did you know that I loved you? 

Violet: How should I know? Oh, I’m so unhappy. What 
have I done to deserve it? 

Ronnt: 1 couldn’t help loving you. It can’t matter if I tell 
you now. It’s the end of everything, I don’t want to go 
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•without youjt kuowiflg. I love you. I love you. I love 
you. 

Violet: Oh, Ronnyl 

Ronnt: It’s been so wonderful, all these months. I’ve never 
known anyone to come up to you. Everything you said 
pleased me. I loved the way you walk, and your laugh, 
and the sound of your voice. 

Violet: Oh, don’tl 

Ronnt: I was content just to see you and to talk with you 
and to know you were here, near me. You’ve made me 
extraordinarily happy. 

Violet: Have P Oh, I’m so glad. 

Ronnt: I couldn’t help myself. I tried not to think of you. 
You’re not angry -with me? 

Violet: I can’t be. Oh, Ronny, I’ve had such a rotten time. 
It came upon me unawares, I didn’t know what was 
happening. I thought I only liked you. 

Ronnt: Oh, my deaiestl Is it possible . . .? 

Violet: And when it struck me — oh, I was so frightened. 
I thought it must be written on my face and everyone 
must see. I knew it was wrong. I knew I mustn’t. I 
couldn’t help myself 

Ronnt: Oh, say it, Violet. I -want to hear you say it: "Hove 
you.” 

Violet: I love you. [He kneels down before her tmd copers her 
bands with kssses.'\ Oh, don’t, don’tl 

Ronnt: My dearest. My very dearest. 

Violet: What have I done? I made up my mind that no one 
should ever know. I thought then it wouldn’t matter. 
It needn’t prevent me from doing my duty to Arthur. 
It didn’t interfere with my aSection for him. I didn’t see 
how it could hurt anyone if I kept my love for you 
locked up in my heart, tightly, and it made me so happy. 
I rejoiced in it. 
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Rosm: 1 aevei knew. I used to weigh evety word you said 
tome. You never gave me a sign. 

Violet; I didn’t know it was possible to love anybody as I 
love you, Ronny. 

Ronnt: Mypredousl 

Violet; Oh, don’t say things like that to me. It breaks my 
heart. I wouldn’t ever have told you only I was upset by 
your going. If they’d only given me time to get used to 
the thought I wouldn’t ... I wouldn’t make such a 
fool of myself. 

Ronnv: You can’t grudge me that little bit of comfort. 

Violet: But it all came so suddenly, the announcement that 
you were going and your going. I felt I couldn't bear it. 
Why didn’t they give me time? 

Ronny: Don’t cry, my dearest, it tortures me. 

Violet: This is the last time we shall be alone, Ronny. I 
couldn’t let you go without ... oh, my God, I can’t 
bear it. 

Ronny: We might have been so happy together, Violet. 
Why didn’t we meet sooner? I feel we’re made for one 
another. 

Violet: Oh, don’t talk of that. D’you suppose I haven’t 
said to myself: "Oh, if I’d only met him first”? Oh, 
Ronny, Ronny, Ronnyl 

Ronny: I never dared to think that you loved me. It’s 
maddening that I must go. It’s horrible to think of 
leaving you now. 

Violet: No, it’s belter. We couldn’t have gone on like that. 
I’m glad you’re going. It breaks my heart. 

Ronny; Oh, Violet, why didn’t you wait for me? 

Violet; I made a mistake. I must pay for it. Arthur’s so 
good and kind. He loves me with all his heart. Oh, what 
a fool 1 was! I didn’t know what love was. I fed that 
my life is finished, and I’m so young, Ronny. 
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Ronnt: You know I’d do anything in the world for you. 

Violet: My dear one. [T/i^ stand face to face, looking at one 
another wistfully and sadfy^ It’s no good, Ronny, we’re 
both nialdng ourselves utterly miserable. Say good-bye 
to me and let us part. [He draws her towards bhn.} No, 
don’t kiss me. I don’t want you to kiss me. [He takes her 
in his arms and kisses her passionately.] Oh, Ronny, I do 
love you so. [.dt last she tears herself away from him. She 
sinks into a chair. He makes a movement towards her?^ No 
don’t come near me now. Fm so tired. 

[He looks at her for a moment, then be goes hack to the table 
and sits dawn to write the letters. Their eyes meet 
slowly. 

Roknt: IFs good-bye, then? 

Violet: It’s good-bye. 

[She presses her hands to her heart as though the aching 
were unendurable. He hiries his bead in his hands. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 



THE SECOND ACT 


Tie scm is ihs garden of the Consular Agent* s nsidenee. It is an 
Eastern garden vitb palm-trees, magnolias, and floaering 
bushes of azaleas. On one side is an old Arabic well-heed 
decorated with verses from the Koran; a yellow rambler grows 
over the ironwork above. Rose-trees are in full bloom. On the 
other side are basket chairs and a table. At the bottom of the 
garden runs the Nile and on the farther bank are lines of palm- 
trees and the Eastern s^. Jt is towards evening and during the 
act the sun gradually sets. 

The table is set out with tea-things. Anne is seated reading a book. 
The gardener in his blue gaberdine, with brown legs and the 
little round cap of the Egyptian workman, is watering the 
Jlewers. OmxSTmK comes in. 


Anne: {Looking up, with a smilel\ Ah, Christina! 

Chhistina: I was told I should find you here. I came to see 
Violet, but I hear she hasn’t come back yet. 

Anne: She was going to sec the Khedive’s mother. 

Christina; I think I’ll wait for her. 

Anne: Would you like tea-^* I was waiting till Violet ratrn» 
in. I expect she’s been made to eat all sorts of sweet 
things and she’ll want a cup often to take the taste out of 
her mouth. 


Chbisttna: No, don’t have it brought for me. ... I can 
never quite get over being treated as a guest in the house 
I was mistress of for so many years. [To the Gardener.] 
Imshi (Get out). 


Gardener: Ddtak sa ’ideh (May thy night be happy). 


J8 


[He goes out. 
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Anne: Your knowledge of Arabic is rather sketchy, 
Christina. 

Christina: I never see why I should trouble myself with 
strange languages. If foreigners want to talk to me they 
can talk to me in English. 

Anne: But surely when we’re out of our own country we’re 
foreigners. 

Christina: Nonsense, Anne, we’re English. I wonder 
Arthur allows Violet to learn Arabic. I can’t help thinlc- 
ing it’ll make a bad impression on the natives. I managed 
this house on fifty words of Arabic. 

Anne: [Smtlifig.l I’m convinced that on a hundred you’d be 
prepared to manage the country. 

Christina; I don’t think you can deny that I did my work 
here competently. 

Anne: You’re a wonderful housekeeper. 

Christina: I have common sense and a talent for organisa- 
tion. [Purs'wgher lips,\ It breaks my heart to see the way 
certain things are done here now. 

Anne: You must remember Violet is very young. 

Christina: Much too young to be a suitable wife for 
Arthur. 

Anne; He seems to be very well satisfied, and after all he is 
the person most concerned. 

Christina; I know. His in&,tuation is — blind, don’t you 
think? 

Anne; [Coolly!\ I think it’s very delightful to see two 
people so much in love with one another. 

Christina; D’you know that I used to be fearfully jealous of 
you, Anne? 

Anne: [AmueJ.] I know that you thoroughly disliked me, 
Christina, You didn’t trouble to hide it. 

Christina; I was always afraid that Arthur would many 
you, I didn’t want to be turned out of this bouse. I 
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suppose you think that’s horrid of me. 

Anne: No, I think it’s very natural. 

Christina: I didn’t see why Arthur should marry. I gave 
him all the comforts of home life. And I thought it 
would interfere with his work. Of course 1 knew that he 
UlfpH you. I suffered agonies when he used to go and 
r^inp •with you quietly. \Witb a sniff,] He said it tested 
him. 

Anne; Perhaps it did. Did you grudge him that? 

Christina: I knew you were desperately in love with him. 

Anne: Need you throw that in my face now? Really, I 
haven’t deserved it. 

Christina: My dear, I wish he had married you. It never 
struck me he’d marry a girl twenty years younger than 
himself. 

Anne: He never looked upon me as anything but a friend. 
I don’t suppose it occurred to him for an instant that 
my feeling might possibly be different. 

Christina; It was stupid of me. I ought to have given him 
a hint. 

Anne: [With a smile.] You took care not to do that, 
Christina. Perhaps you knew that was all it wanted. 

Christina: \Ejflettively.] I don’t think he’s treated you very 
well. 

Anne: Nonsense. A man isn’t obliged to marry a woman 
just because she’s in love with him. I don’t see why 
loving should give one a claim on the person one loves. 

Christina: You would have made him a splendid wife. 

Anne: So will Violet, my dear. Most men have the wives 
they deserve. 

Christina: I marvel at your kindness to her. You’re so 
•■uletant and sympathetic, one would never imagine she’s 
robbed you of what you wanted most in the world. 

Anne: I shouldn’t respect myself very much if I bore her th« 
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shadow of a grudge. Fm so glad that she’s sweet and 
charming and ingenuous; k makes it ver7 easy to be fond 
of her. 

Christina: I know. I wanted to dislike her. But I can’t 
really. There is something about her which disarms one. 

Anne: Isn’t it lucky? It’s a difScult position. Thatkresistible 
charm of hers will make everything possible. After all, 
you and I can agree in that we both want Arthur to be 
happy. 

Christina: I wonder if there’s much chance of that. 

[Anne looks at her for a moment inquiringly, mid 
Christina coolly returns the start. 

Anne: Why did you come here this afternoon, Christina? 

Christina: \SNitb a faint smile.] Why did you take so much 
trouble to get your brother moved to Paris? 

Anne: Good heavens, I told you this morning. 

Christina; D’you think we need make pretences with one 
another? 

Anne: I don’t think I quite understand. 

Christina: Don’t you? You wanted Ronny to leave 
Egypt because you know he’s in love with Violet. 

[For a moment Anne is a little taken aback, but she 
qdck^ recovers herself. 

Anne: He’s very susceptible. He’s always felling in and out 
of love. I had noticed that he was attracted, and I con- 
fess I thought it better to put him out of harm’s way. 

Christina: How cunning you ate, Annel You won’t admit 
anything till you’re quite certain the person you’re 
talking to knows it. You know as well as I do that 
Violet is just as much in love with him. 

Anne: [Much disturbed.] Christina, what arc you going to 
do? How could I hdp knowing? You’ve only got to see 
the way they look at one another. They’re sick with love. 

c 
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Christima: What did Arthut expect? IVe never seen a 
couple more admirably suited to one another. 

Ahne; I thought no one knew but me till this morning* 
when you were talking to Arthur. Then I thought you 
must know too. My heart was in my mouth, I was 
nfraiA you Were going to tell him. But you didn't* and 
I thought I'd been mistaken. 

Christina; You didn't give me credit for very nice feeling, 
Anne. Because I didn't act like a perfect beast you 
thought I must be a perfect fool. 

Anne; I know how devoted you are to your son. I didn’t 
believe you’d stick at anything when his interests were 
at stake. I’m sorry, Qjristina. 

Christina; Pray don’t apologise. I didn’t know it myself. 
It was on the tip of my tongue to tell Arthur, but I 
simply couldn’t. I couldn’t do anything so shabby. 

Anne: Oh, Christina, we mustn’t ever let him know, we 
can’t make him so miserable. It would break his heart. 

Christina: Well, what is to be done? 

Anne: Heaven knows. I’ve been racking my brains. I can 
think of nothing. I’d arranged everything so beautifully. 
And now I’m helpless. I thought even of going to 
Ronny and asking him to refuse any job that wiU keep 
him here. But Axthut looks upon it as so important. 
He’ll insist on Ronny’s accepting unless his reasons for 
going are — what’s the word I want? 

Christina: Irrefutable. It seems very hard that my boy 
should be done out of such a splendid chance by Ronny. 
Except for your brother I’m sure Arthur would give 
it to Henry. 

Anne: \piplomatieally^ I know he has the highest opinion 
of Hcnrjf’s abilities. 

Christina: You can’t expect me to sit still and let things 
go on. 



ACT U 


CiBSAR’S 'WIFE 


4J 


Anne: Atthui is perfectly unconsdoos. He tViinlfs Violet 
is as much in love with him as he is with her. You 
couldn’t be so cruel as to hint anything to him. 

Christina: How you adore him, Annel You may set your 
mind at rest. I’m not going to say a word to Arthur. 
I’m going to speak to Violet. 

Anne: What are you going to say? 

Christina: I’m going to ask her to do all she can to persuade 
Arthur to give Henry the job. And then Ronny can 
go to Paris, 

Anne: You’re not going to tell her you know? 

Christina: \Peliherattly\ If it’s necessary she must make 
Ronny refuse the appointment. He must invent some 
excuse that Arthur will accept. 

Anne: But it’s blackmail. 

Christina: I don’t care what it is. 

[Violet comes in. She mars an afternoon gown, 
picturesque and simp Je, yet elegant enough for the visit 
she has been paying. She has a large hat, which she 
presently removes. 

Anne; Here is Violet, 

Violet: Oh, you poor people, haven’t you had any tea? 

Anne: I thought we’d wait till you came back. It’ll come 
at once now. 

Violet: How are you, Christina? How is Henry? 
lass one cmotber?[ I’ve not seen him for days. 

Christina: He’s coming to fetch me presently. 

Violet: I shall tell him he neglects me. He’s the only one 
of my in-laws Fm not a little afraid of. 

Christina: He’s a good boy. 

Violet: He has a good mother. 1 thought it would be such 
fun having a nephew several years older than myself, 
but he won’t treat me as an aunt. He will call me Violet. 
I tell him he ought to be more respectful. 
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[Meambik Servants bcwe brought the tea. 

Christina: What have you been doing this afternoon? 

Violet: Oh, 1 went to see the Khedive’s mother. She made 
me eat seventeen different things and I feel exactly like 
a boa-constrictor. [Looking at the cakes and scones.} I’m 
afraid there’s not a very nice tea. 

Christina: So I notice. 

Violet: [With a smilei} I suppose I couldn’t persuade you 
to pour it out. 

Christina: [Gratified.} Certainly, if you wish it. 

[She sits dam in front of the teapot and pours eat cups 
of tea. Arthur corns in. 

Arthur: HuUoa, Christina, are you pouring out the tea? 

Christina: Violet asked me to. 

Violet: If only I weren’t here it would be quite like old 
times. 

Arthur: I understand you want to see me, Violet. 

Violet: Oh, I hope you haven't come out here on purpose. 
I sent the message that I wished to have a word with 
you when convenient, but I didn’t want to hurry you. 
I was quite prepared to go to you. 

Arthur; That sounds very formidable. I bad a few minutes 
to spare while some letters were being prepared for me 
to sign. But in any case Tm always at your service. 

Violet: The Khedive’s mother has asked me to talk to you 
about a man called Abdul Said. 

Arthur; Ohl 

Violet: She thought if I put the drcumstanccs before 

you ... 

Arthur; \lnterrttpting:\ What has he got to do with hetf 

Violet: He’s been employed for years on an estate of hers 
up the Nile. His mother was one of her maids. It 
appears she gave bet a dowry when she luarr i H . 
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Arthur: [Smiling.] I see. I gathered that Abdul Said had 
powerful influence somewhere or other. 

Christina: Who is this man, Arthur? 

Arthur: He’s been sentenced to death for murder. It was 
a perfectly cleat case, but there was a lot of perjury and 
we had some difficulty in getting a conviction. What 
has the Princess asked you to do? 

Violet: She explained the whole thing to me, and then she 
asked if I wouldn’t intercede with you. I promised to 
do everything I could. 

Arthur: You shouldn’t have done that. The old lady knows 
quite well an affair of this sort is no business of yours. 
I wish you’d told her so. 

Violet: Arthur, what could I do? His wife was there, and 
his mother. If you’d seen them. ... I couldn’t bear 
to look at their misery and do nothing. I said I was 
sure that when you knew ail the fects you’d reprieve 
the man. 

Arthur: It’s not in my power to do anything of the sort. 
The prerogative of mercy is with the Khedive. 

Violet: I know, but if you advise him to exercise it he will. 
He’s only too anxious to, but he won’t move without 
your advice. 

Arthur: It’s monstrous of the Princess to try and makp 
use of you in this way. She prepared a complete trap 
for you. 

Anne; What did the man do exactly? 

Arthur: It’s rather a peculiar case. Abdul Said had a differ- 
ence of opinion with an Armenian merchant and shortly 
after his only son fell ill and died. He took it into his 
head that the Armenian had cast the evil eye on him, 
and he took his gun, waited for his opportunity, and 
shot the Armenian dead. The man isn’t a criminal in 
the ordinary sense of the word, but we can’t afford to 
make exceptions. If we did there’d be a crop of murders 
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with the same excuse. I looked into the case this 
morning and I see no reason to advise the Khedive to 
interfere with the course of justice. 

Yioibt: This morning? When you came in to luncheon 
full of spirits, laughing and diaffing, had you just sent 
a man to his death? How horribly callousi 

Arthur: I*m sorry you should think that. I give every 
matter my closest attention, and when I’ve settled it to 
the best of my ability I put it out of my mind. I think it 
would be just as unwise to let it affect me as for a doctor 
to let himself be affected by his patients’ sufferings. 

Vioust: It seems to me horrible to slaughter that wretched 
man because he’s ignorant and simple-minded. Don’t 
you see that for yourself? 

Arthur: I’m afraid I’m not here to interpret the law accord- 
ing to my feelings but according to its own spirit. 

ViCHUST: It’s easy to talk like that when you haven’t got any 
feeling one way or the other. Don’t you realise the 
misery of that man condemned to die for what he 
honestly thought was a mere act of justice? I wish you’d 
seen the agony of those poor women. And now they’re 
more or less happy because I promised to help them. 
The Princess told them I had influence with you. If 
she only knewl 

Arthur: You should never have been put in such a position. 
It was grossly unfair. I’ll take care that nothing of the 
sort occurs agaiu, 

Vioust: D’you mean to say you’ll do nothing? Won’t you 
even go into the matter again— with a little sympathy? 

Arthur: I can’tl 

Violet: It’s the first thing Pvc ever asked you, Arthur. 

Arthur: I know. Im only sorry that I must refuse you. 

Violet* This is the first sentence of death in Hgypt since 
our marriage. Don’t you know what it would mean to 
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me to think I’d saved a man’s life? The IQicdive is 
waiting to sign the reprieve. It only requires a word 
from you. Won’t you say it? I feel that the gratitude of 
these poor women may be like a blessing on us. 

Arthur: My dear, I think my duty is very clear. I must 
do it. 

Vioi£t: It’s clear because all that grief means nothing to 
you. What do you care if a man is hanged whom you've 
never even seen? I wonder if you’d find it so easy to 
do your duty in a matter that affected you. If it meant 
misery or happiness to you. It’s easy to do one’s duty 
when one doesn’t cate. 

Arthur: You’re quite tight. That is the test: if one can 
do one’s duty when it means the loss of all one holds 
dear and valuable in the world. 

Violet: I hope you’ll never be put to it. 

Arthur: [With a ebuckJe.'\ My dear, you say that as though 
you hoped precisely the contrary. 

Violet; Must I write to the Princess and say I was entirely 
mistaken, and I have no more influence over you than 
a tripper at Shepheard’s Hotel? 

Arthur: I’d sooner you didn’t write to her at alL I will 
have a message conveyed which you may be sure will 
save you from any humiliation. 

Violet: I’m afraid you have a lot of business; you 

mustn’t let me keep you. 

[He looks at her reflectively for a moment and then gpes 
out. There is an awhvard silence. 

Violet: Those good people we had to luncheon to-day 
would be amused to see what the power amounts to 
that they congratulated me on. 

Christina: There’s very little that Arthur would refuse you. 
He’d do practically anything in the world to please 
you. 



Violrt: Jt’Il be a long time before I ask him to do anything 
else. 

Christina: Don’t say that, Violet. Because I came here 
to-day on purpose to ask you to use your influence with 
him. 

Violet; You see how much I hare. 

Christina: That was a matter of principle. Men are always 
funny about principles. You can never get them to 
understand that circumstances alter cases. 

Violet: Arthur looks upon me as a child. After all, it’s not 
my fault that I’m twenty years younger than he is. 

Christina; I want your help so badly, Violet. And you 
know, the fact that Arthur has just refused to do some- 
thing for you is just the reason that will make him 
anxious to do anything you ask now. 

Violet: I don’t want to espose myself to the humiliation 
of another refusal. 

Christina: It’s so important to me. It may mean all the 
difference to Henry’s future. 

Violet: [VW/6 a thange of manner, ebarmingfy,] OhI I’d love 
to do an 3 rthing I could for Henry. 

Christina: The Khedive has asked Arthur for an English 
secretary. It seems to me that Henry has every possible 
qualification, but you know what Arthur is; he’s terri- 
fied of the least suspicion of favouring his friends and 
relations. 

Violet: My dear Christina, what can I do? Arthur would 
merely teU me to mind my own business. 

Christina; He wants to give the post to Ronald Parry, . „ . 

Violet: Ronny? But Ronny’s going to Pads. 

It’s all arranged. 

Christina: It was. But Arthur thinks it ess e ntial thaf he 
should stay in Egypt. 

Violet; Did you know this, Anne? 
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Anne: Not till just now. 

Violet: Does Rotmy know? 

Anne: I don’t think so. 

[Violet is aghast. She does ell she em io hide her 
agitation. The two women watch her, Christina with 
cold cttriosUy^ Anne with embarrassment. 

Violet: I’m . . . I’m awfully surprised. It’s only an hour 
or two ago that Ronny and I bade one another a 
pathetic farewell. 

Christina: Really? But there was never any talk of his 
going till the day after to-morrow. You were in a great 
hurry with your leave-takings. 

Violet: I thought he’d be busy packing and that I mightn’t 
have another chance. 

Christina: You’ve been so intimate. I’m sure he would 
have been able to snatch a moment to say good-bye to 
you and Arthur before his train started. 

[Violet does not qidte know what this speech means. 
She gives Christina a look. Anne comes to the 
rescue quickly. 

Anne: Ronny has been acting as Violet’s secretary to a 
certain extent. I expect they had all sorts of little secrets 
together that they wanted to discuss in private. 

Christina; Of course. That’s very natural. [Vlitb gyeaf 
friendliness^ If I thought I were robbing you of anyone 
who was indispensable to you I wouldn’t ask you to 
put in a good word for Henry. But, of course, if 
Ronald became the Khedive’s secretary he coul^’t 
exactly continue to write letters and pay bills for you, 
could he? 

Violet; I’m rather taken aback. I’d got it fixed in my head 
that Ronny was going. 

Christina: I can promise you that in helping Henry you're 
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not doing any barm to Ronald. Anne is very anxious 
that be should leave Egypt. Isn’t that so? 

Anne: In a way. Henry is proposing to spend the rest ot 
his official life in Egypt. An appointment bke this is 
naturally mote important to him than it would be to 
Ronny, who is by way of being a bird of passage. 

Ohristina: Exactly. Ronny has had his experience here. 
If he stayed longer it would only be waste of time. Anne 
naturally wants to have him near her. I daresay she’s 
a little iraid of his getting into mischief here. 

Anne: I don’t know about that, Christina. 

Christina: My dear, you know how susceptible he is. 
There’s always the possibility that he’ll fall in love with 
someone who isn’t very desirable. 

Violet; I’ve got an awful headache. 

Christina: Why don’t you take a little aspirin? I’m quite 
sure that if you set your mind to it you can persuade 
Arthur to give the job to Henry. And that would settle 
everything. 

Violet; And if I can’t persuade him? 

Christina: Then you must put it to Ronny. 

Violet; I? 

Christina: You see, if he refused the appointment and left 
Egypt, then I’m convinced Arthur would accept Henry. 

Violet; Why should I put it to Ronny? 

Christina: [PUojanf^.] You’ve been so very friendly, haven’t 
you? If you suggested to him that . . . he’s standing 
in Henry’s way . . . 

Violet: I should have thought it was for Anne to do that. 

Christina; How simple-minded you arel A man will often 
do for a pretty woman what he won’t do for his sister. 

Violet; You want me to make him go? 

Christina: Don’t you think yourself that would be the very 
best thing ... for all parties? 
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[VioUET tittd Christika look Jteadify at one amtber. 
VioioET sinks her e^es. She knows that Christina 
is aware of her lone. She is terrified, Ronaid aimes 
in. He is in the hi^st spirits. 

Ronnt: I’ve been sent to have a cup of tea. Sit Arthur is 
coining along in a minute. I’ve got some news. Fm 
staying in Egypt. Isn’t it splendid.^ 

[Violet jgww a little gasp, 

Violet: Is it settled then? 

Ronnt: Did you know? I thought it would be a sutprise. 

Violet: No. I’ve just heard. 

Ronnt: Isn’t it magnificent? 

Christina: You’re very changeable. It’s only a few months 
ago that you were constantly telling Henry you’d had 
enough of the country. 

Ronnt: Never. I love it. I should like to stay here all my 
life. 

Christina: Fancy thatl 

Ronnt: {Addressing himself to Violet.] It would be mad- 
ness to leave a place where you’re so happy, wouldn’t 
it? I feel so intensely alive here. It’s a wonderful 
country. One lives every minute of the day. 

Christina: You’re so enthusiastic. One would almost think 
you’d fallen in love. 

Violet: Ronny is naturally enthusiastic. 

Ronnt; [To Christina.] And why shouldn’t I have fallen 
in love? 

Christina: Won’t you tell us whom with? 

Ronnt: \Witb a ehnckle.l I was only joking. Isn’t it enough 
to have a splendid job in a country where there’s so 
much hope? Sir Arthur has given me a marvellous 
opportunity. It’ll be my feult if I don’t make the most 
of it. 

Christina: Shall I give you a cup of tea? 
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Ronnt: }^h^ng her\ D’you think I want calming down? 
I feel like a prisonei who was going to be hanged and 
has just had a free pardon. I don’t want to be calmed 
down. I want to revel in my freedom. 

Christina; All that means, I take it, that you don’t want 
tea. 

Ronnt: It’s no good trying to snub me. I’m unsnubable 
to-day. You haven’t congratulated me, Anne. 

Anne: My dear, you’ve been talking nineteen to the doaen. 
I’ve not had the chance to get a word in edgeways. 

Ronnt: [To Violet.] Will you put my name back on your 
list for that dinner? It would have broken my heart to 
miss it. 

Violet: Your official position rather alters things, doesn’t 
it? I would never dare to ask you now just to make an 
even number. 

Ronny: Oh, well. Pm sending out the invitations. I shall 
write a formal letter to myself, explaining the circum- 
stances, and I daresay I shall see my way to accept. 

Christina: Dear Ronald, you might be eighteen. 

[Arthur eomu in with Henry Pritchard. This is 
Christina’s son, a pkasant, chan yomg man, but 
in no way remarkable. 

Arthur; Henry tells me he’s come to fetch you away, 
Christina. 

Christina: So you lose not a moment in bringing bim 
here. 

Arthur: Really, Christina, you do me an injustice. I can’t 
bear to think you should be parted from your precious 
boy an instant longer than necessary. 

Henry; [Shaking handt with Violet,] How is my stately 
aunt? 

Violet: Merry and bright, thank you. 

Henry: You know Fm having a birthday soon, don’t you? 
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Violet: What of it? 

Henrt: I’ve always been givea to understand that aunts 
give their nephews ten shillings on their birthday. 

Violet: Do they? I am glad. I’d love to press ten shillings 
into your willing hand. 

Henry: Holloa, Ronny. Lucky devil. I congratulate you. 

Ronny: That’s awfully good of you, old man. 

Arthur: On what? Chdstinal 

Christina: I told Henry. I didn’t think it would matter, I 
thought it better that he should know. 

Henry: I say. Uncle Arthur, I’m afraid mother has been 
giving you a rotten time. It’s not my fault, you know. 

Arthur: What isn’t? 

Henry; Well, when mother told me at luncheon that the 
Khedive had applied for an English secretary, I saw 
by the beady look in her eye that if I didn’t get the job 
she was going to make things unpleasant for somebody. 

Christina: Really, Henry, I don’t know what you mean. 

Henry: Well, mother, you’re an old dear . . s 

Christina: Not so old either, 

Arthur: Certainly not, Henry. Let us have none of your 
nonsense. 

Henry: But you Imow perfectly well that you’d cheerfully 
bring the British Empire tumbling about out eats if 
you could get me a good fat billet by doing so. 

Arthur: Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings . . . 

Christina: You’ve got no right to say that, Henry. I’ve 
never asked anything for you that it wasn’t practically 
your right to lave. 

Henry: Well, mother, between you and me I don’t mmd 
telling you that Ronny is much more suited to this 
particular job than I am. Only a perfect fool would have 
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hesitated, and for the honour of the family we can’t 
suspect Unde Arthur of being that. 

Arthur: You see what comes of bringing up a boy properly, 
Christina; you’ve made him a decent fellow in spite of 
yourself. 

Christina: You’re a tiresome creature, Henry, but I’m 
attached to you. You may kiss me. 

Henry; Come along. Mother. Fm not going to kiss you 
in public. 

Christina; [Getting up.] WeU, good-bye, Violet. Don’t 
forget our little conversation, will you? 

Violet: Good-bye. Good-bye, Henry. 

Christina: [To Anne.] Why don’t you come for a little 
drive with us? It’s such a beautiful evening. 

Anne; Will you take me? I think Fd like it. It won’t take 
me a minute to put on my hat. 

[i'ir gets up. Th^ start to mlk fotuards tho house, 

Christina; [Putting up her cheek.] Good-bye, Arthur. 

Arthur: Oh, I’ll just come along and put you in your 
carriage. You shan’t say that I don’t treat you with the 
ceremony due to your importance. 

[Thej saunter off. Violet anJ Ronny are toft alone. 

Violet: You’re coming back, Arthur? 

Arthur: Oh, yes, in a minute. 

[Exit. 

Ronny: [Under bis breath.] Violet. 

Vioiet: Be quiet. 

Ronny; Isn’t it ripping? I could hardly prevent myself from 
letting them see how much I loved you. 

Violet; You didn’t. Christina suspected before and now 
you’ve told her in plain words. 

Ronny: [Gaily.] That’s only your fancy. You think because 
it’s plain to you it must be plain to anybody else. 
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Violet: I’ve never before had anything to hide. D’you 
think I like it? 

Ronny: And even if she does know, what does it matter? 
It does her no ham. . . . And how could anyone help 
loving you? 

Violet: Take care what you say. 

Ronny: No one can hear. To look at us anyone would 
think we were discussing the political situation. 

Violet; You’re cunning, Ronny. 

Ronny: I love you, I love you. I love you. 

Violet: For God’s sake don’t keep on saying it. I’m so 
ashamed. 

Ronny: [As/eauied.] What about? 

Violet: Just now, this afternoon, I would never have said 
what I did only I thought you were going. I wasn’t 
myself then, Ronny. I ought never to have , . . 

Ronny: Thank God you did. You can’t grudge me the 
happiness you gave me. You can’t take it away from 
me now. I know you love me. I hold the sun and the 
moon in my hands and all the stars of heaven. 

Violet: [DesperaUly.] What are we going to do? Oh, it’s 
not fair to me. 

Ronny: It’s done now. You can’t unsay it. Each time I 
look at you I shall remember. I’ve held you in my arms 
and kissed your lips. You can never take that away from 
me. And I needn’t go. I shall see you constantly. Oh, 
I’m so happy. 

[SAe walks up and down for a moment, trying to control 
herself then she makes up her mind, she stops and 
faces him. 

Violet: I want you to go, Ronny. I want you to make some 
excuse and refuse the appointment here. 

Ronny; No, I can’t leave you now. 

Violet; I beseech you to go. 
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Ronnt: Do you -want me to? 

Violet: Yes. 

Ronny: Give me youi hand, then. 

Violet: Why? 

Ronny: Give me your hand. [She gives it him and he bolds it.] 
Say you love me, Violet. 

Violet: No. 

Ronny; How cold your hand is! 

Violet; Let me go. 

Ronny: D’you really want me to go? 

Violet: You know I don’t. I adore you. It’U lull me if 
you go. [He bends down and passionately kisses her handi] 
Ronny, Ronny, don’tl What are you doing? [She tears 
Im- hand away. She is trembling with emotion. He is white 
and sold with passion. 'They sit opposite one another for a 
while in siletice.] What a punishment! When you told 
me this afternoon that you loved me I thought I’d never 
been happy in my life before, and though it tore my 
heart to think that you must go I felt — oh, I don’t know — 
as though my joy was so overwhelming, there was no 
room in my heart for anything else. And now I’m 
wretched, wretched. 

Ronny: But why? Darling! My darling, we were going to 
be parted, and now we’re going to be together. Can 
anything matter beside that? 

Violet: It’s all so hopeless. 

Ronny: It needn’t be. 

Violet: How can it be anything else? 

Ronny: I don’t love you for a day or a week, Violet; I love 
you for always. 

Violet: Whatever happens, Tm going to try to do my 
duty to Arthur. 

Ronny: I’m not seeking to prevent you. What am I asking 
for? I only want to see you. I want to know that Fm 
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close to you. I want to touch your hand. I want to 
think of you. What harm can that do you? 

Violet; If I were my own mistress I could laugh and let 
you do as you choose. But I’m not. I’m bound to you 
hand and foot. It’s torture to me. And the worst of 
it is I love my bonds. I can’t wish to be without them. 
I’m at your mercy, Ronny. I love you. 

Ronnt; Oh, but that’s enough for me. I swear to you I 
don’t want you to do anything that you’ll ever regret. 

Violet; If it could only be taken out of out hands. If 
something would only happen. 

Ronnt: What can happen? 

Violet: Perhaps the Khedive will change his mind. Perhaps 
the Foreign OfSce will^^ay you must go to Paris. 

Ronnt: Would you be pleased? Violet, I want so little from 
you. How can it hurt you to give me that? Let us give 
ourselves a chance to be happy, 

Violet: We shall never be happy. Never. The only thing 
we can do is to part, and I can’t let you go. I can’t. 
I can’t. It’s asking too much of me. 

Ronnt: I love you with all my heart and soul. I didn’t know 
it was possible to love anyone as I love you. 

[Arthur is beard gaily wbUtliag to bimself. 

Violet; There’s Arthur! 

Ronnt: [Quieklyl\ Shall I go? 

Violet; Yes. No. Have we got to hide ourselves? Has it 
come to that already? Oh, 1 hate myself. 

[Arthur comes in. 

Violet; \^igbtly.'\ You’re very gay this afternoon, Arthur. 
One doesn’t often hear you whistle. 

Abthcr: D’you think it’s unbecoming to my years or to 
my dignity? 

Violet: Shall I give you a cup of tea? 
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Arthur: To tell you the honest truth that is what I came 
here for. 

Violet: And I was flattering myself it was for the pleasure 
of my company. 

Arthur: Ronny, will you find out if it would be convenient 
for the Khedive to sec me at eleven o’clock to-morrow? 

Ronny: Very good, sir. 

[Heroes out. 

Violet: What have you to see the Khedive about — if it 
isn’t a secret? 

Arthur: Not at all. I’m merely going to place before him 
Roony’s name. 

Violet: Then the matter’s not definitely settled yet? 

Arthur: Not formally. I’ve ifot had the reply yet to my 
telegram to the Foreign Office, and I’ve not had the 
Khedive’s acceptance of my suggestion. 

Violet: But supposing the Foreign Office say they tbinir 
he’d better go to Paris after all? 

Arthur: I think it’s most unlikely. They know by now 
that the man on the spot is the best judge of the circum- 
stances, and I’ve accustomed them to giving me a free 
hand. 

Violet: And you think the Khedive will raise no objection? 

Arthur: He knows Ronny a little and likes him- 1 rbint- 
he’ll be delighted with my choice. 

[Tbtre is a pause. AKmm. drinks bis tea. There is no 
sifft that be is conscious of Violet’s agtaiion. She 
is tortured bj indecision. 

Violct: Arthur, I’m sorry if I was cross just now about 
Abdul Said. It was stupid of me to interfere with some- 
thing that wasn’t my business. 

Arthur: Oh, my dear, don’t say that. I’m sorry I couldn’t 
do what you wanted. 
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Violet: I made myself needlessly disagreeable. Will you 
forgive me? 

Arthur: Darling, don’t reproach, yourself. That’s more 
than I can bear. There’s nothing to forgive. 

Violet: I owe so much to you. 1 hate to think that I was 
horrid. 

Arthur: You don’t owe anything to me at all. And you’re 
incapable of being horrid. 

[He seizes her bands and is aiout to kiss them, when 
she draws them abruptly mvty, 

Violet: No, don’t kiss my hands. 

Arthur: Why not? 

[He is surprised. For an instant she is taken aback. 
He looks at her bands and she withdraws them as 
though he could see on them the kisses which Ronny, 
a few minutes before^ bad pressed on them. 

Violet: [With the faintest lau^ of embarrassment^ If you 
want to kiss me I prefer you to kiss my cheeks. 

Arthur: That is evidently what they’re made for. 

\He does not attempt to kiss them. She ffves him a 
quick glance and looks away. 

Violet: Arthur, I’m afraid Chdstina. will be awfully dis- 
appointed at Henry’s not getting that job. 

Arthur: Let us hope she will bear her disappointment with 
as much fortitude as I do. 

Violet: I don’t think she’s entirely given up hope that you 
will change your nund. 

Arthur: [With a chuckle.] I’m sure of that. I don’t expect 
to have much peace till the matter is officially settled. 
That is why I mean to settle it quickly. 

Violet: What is your objection to Henry? 

Arthur: None. He’s not such a good man as Ronald 
Parry, that’s all. 
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Violet: The last time there was a good job going Henry 
just missed getting it. 

Artitor: Henry is one of those men who would do very 
well for a job if there weren’t always somebody just a 
little bit better applying at the same time. 

Violet: Christina thinks you’re so anxious not to favour 
him because he’s your nephew that you are positively 
biased against him. 

Arthur: Christina, like the majority of her sex, has an 
unerring eye for the discreditable motive, 

Violet: She blames me because you won’t help Henry. 
She thinks it’s because I’m jealous of her. 

Arthur: How exactly like herl The best mother and the 
most unreasonable woman I’ve ever known. 

Violet; [Forcing the words out^ It would be a great pleasure 
to me if you could change your mind and let Henry 
have the post instead of Ronald Parry. 

Arthur: Oh, my dear, don’t ask me to do that. You know 
how I hate refusing to do an 3 rthing you wish, 

Violet: Anne is so anxious that Ronny should go to Paris, 
He’s made all his preparations, don’t you tliink you 
might just as well let him go? 

Arthur: I’m afraid I don’t. I want him here, 

Violet: It would be such a joy to me if I could go and tell 
Christina that you’d consented. It would make such a 
difference to me, you sec. I want her to be fond of me, 
and I know she’d never forget if I’d been able to do her 
a good turn like that. Oh, Arthur, won’t you? 

Arthur: Darling, I’m afraid I can’t. 

Violet: I promise I’ll never ask you anything again as long 
as I live if you’ll only do this for me. It means so much 
to me. You don’t baow how much. 

Arthur: 1 can’t, Violet. 

Violet; Won’t you talk it over with Anne? 



ACT II Cesar’s wiFB 6i 

Arthur: To tell you the truth, I don’t think it’s any business 
of hers. 

Violet: [HesUatiugfy.] Is it due to her influence that Ronald 
was appointed to Paris? 

Arthur: Why? 

Violet: I want to know. If she’s been pulling strings to 
get him moved I suppose it’s for some reason. He was 
very comfortable here. It’s not often you find a secretary 
who exactly suits you. 

Arthur: Well, yes, it was her doing. She telb me she 
doesn’t mean to come to Egypt so much as in the past 
and wants her brother nearer to her. 

Violet; If she wants to see much of her brother she let 
him choose rather an unfortunate profession. ... I 
wonder she didn’t tell you the truth. 

Arthur: [Quiek/j.] I’m convinced she did. I thought her 
explanation very natural. Fm sorry it’s necessary for 
me to interfere with her plans. 

Violet: I’m sure she wouldn’t mind my telling you why 
she’s so anxious Ronny should leave Egypt. She thinks 
he’s in love with a married woman and it seems desirable 
to get him away. Perhaps she didn’t want to tell you. 
I fancy she’s been very uneasy about it. 

Arthur: I daresay it’s only a momentary infatuation. Let 
us hope he will get over it quickly. I can’t lose a useful 
public servant because he happens to have formed an 
unfortunate attachment. 

Violet: I’m afraid I’m not explaining myself very well- 
Ronny is desperately in love. There’s no other way of 
putting it. You masf let him go. After aU, you’re very 
fond of him, you’ve known him since he was a small 
boy; it isn’t as though he were a stray young man sent 
you by the Foreign Office. You can’t be entirely in- 
different to him. Perhaps his welfare is at stake. Don’t 
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you thiuk it’s wiser — ^it’s only kifld — to send him out 
of harm’s way? 

Arthur: My dear, you know that I — Arthur Little — would 
do anything to please you and that I cate very much 
for the happiness of Anne and the welfare of Ronald 
Parry. But, you see. I’m an official too, and the official 
can’t do all sorts of things that the man would be very 
glad to. 

Violet: How can you separate the official and the man? 
The official can’t do things that the man disapproves. 

Arthur: Ah! that’s a point that has been discussed ever 
since states came into being. Are the tules of private 
morality binding on the statesman? In theory most of 
us answer yes, but in practice very few act on that 
principle. In this case, darling, it hardly applies. I see 
no conflict between the man and the nffirial , 

Vioust: You think it doesn’t really concern you, Arthur? 

Arthur: I’ve not said that. But I’m not going to let an 
appeal to my emotions interfere with my judgment. I 
thhik I understand the situation. I’m not proposing to 
change my mind. I shall present Ronny’s name to the 
Khedive to-mortow, 

Violet: D’you think me very stupid, Arthur? 

Arthur; Not at all, darling. Only a clever woman could 
achieve your beauty. 

Violet: Then doesn’t it occur to you that if I’ve made such 
a point of Ronny’s going it must be for some very good 
reason? 

Arthur: [With a quick look at Don't you think we’d 
better leave that subject alone, darling? 

Violet; I m afraid you’ll think it silly and vain of me to 
say so, but I think you should know that — that Ronny’s 
in love with me. That is why I want him to go. 

Arthur: It’s very natural that he should be in love with 
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you. I’m always surprised that everybody else isn’t- I 
don’t see how I can prevent that except by taking you 
to live in the depths of the Sahara. 

Violet; Don’t make light of it, Arthur. It wasn’t very easy 
for me to teU you. 

Arthur: How do you wish me to take it? I can’t blame 
Ronald. He’s by way of being a gentleman. I’ve been 
good to him. He’ll make the best of a bad job. 

Violet: D’you mean to say that it makes no difference to 
you? 

Arthur: This secretaryship is a stepping-stone to a very 
important position. You’re not going to ask me to rob 
him of it because he’s done something so very natural 
as to faU in love with the most charming woman in 
Egypt? I imagine that all my secretaries will fall in love 
with you. Poor devils, I don’t see how they can be 
expeacd to help it. 

Violet: You drive me mad. It’s so serious, it’s so tremen- 
dously serious, and you have the heart to make little 
jokes about it. 

Arthur: [Gravely^ Has it ever struck you that flippancy 
is often the best way of dealing with a serious situa- 
tion? Sometimes it’s really too serious to be taken 
seriously. 

Violet: What do you mean by that? 

Arthur; Nothing very much. I was excusing myself for 
my ill-timed jests. 

Violet: You’re determined to keep Ronny here? 

Arthur: Quite. [There is 0 pause. Arthur ^ts up and puts 
bis band on her shoulder.] I don’t think there’s anything 
more to say. If you will forgive me I will get back 10 
the office. 

Violet: No, don’t go yet, Arthur. There’s something more 
1 want to say to you. 
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Arthur: Will you allow me to advise you not to? It’s so 
easy to say too much; it’s never unwise to say too 
little. I beseech you not to say anything that we should 
both of us regret. 

V101.ET: You think it’s unimportant if Ronny loves me, 
because you trust me implicitly. 

Arthur: Implicitly. 

Violet: Has it never occurred to you that I might be in- 
fluenced by his love against my will? Do you think it’s 
so very safe? 

Arthur: If I allowed any doubt on that matter to enter my 
head I should surely be quite unworthy of your affection. 

Violet: Arthur, I don’t want to have any secrets from 
you. 

Arthur: [Trjiitg to stop ber.\ Don’t, Violet. I don’t want 
you to go on. 

Violet: I must now. 

Arthur: Oh, my dear, don’t you see that things said can 
never be taken back. We may both know some- 
thing . . . 

Violet: {Interrupting^ What do you mean? 

Arthur: But so long as we don’t tcU one another wc can 
ignore it. If certain words pass our lips then the situation 
is entirely changed. 

Violet: You’re frightening me. 

Arthur: I don’t wish to do that. Only you can tell me 
nothing that I don’t know. But if you tell me you may 
do irreparable harm. 

Violet: D’you mean to say you know? Oh, it’s im p o.cisi h1<>, 
Arthur, Arthur, I can’t help it. I must tell you. It 
burns my heart. I love Ronny with all my body and 
soul. 

/ 

[There is a pause while th^ look at one another, 

Arthur: Did you think I didn’t know? 
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Viouet: Then whf did you offer him the jpb? 

Arthur: I had to. 

Violet: No one could have blamed you if you had suggested 
Henry. 

Arthur: My dear, I’m paid a very considerable salary. It 
would surely be taking money under false pretences if 
I didn’t do my work to the best of my ability. 

Violet: It may mean happiness or misery to all three of us. 

Arthur: I must take die risk of that. You see, Ronny is 
cut out for this particular position. It’s only common 
honesty to give it him. 

Violet: Don’t you love me any more? 

Arthur: Don’t ask me that, Violet. You know I love you 
with aU my heart. 

Violet; Then I can’t understand. 

Arthur: You don’t think I want him to stay, do you? When 
the telegram came from the Foreign Office ordering 
him to Paris my middle-aged heart simply leapt for 
joy. Do you think I didn’t see all the advantages he 
had over me? He seemed to have so much to offer you 
and 1 so little. 

Violet: Oh, Arthurl 

Arthur: But if he went away I thought presently you’d 
forget him. I thought if I were very kind to you and 
tolerant, and if I asked nothing more from you than 
you were prepared to give, I might in time make you 
feel towards me, not love perhaps, but tenderness and 
affectTon, That was all I could hope for, but that would 
have made me very happy. Then the Khedive asked 
for an English secretary, and I knew Ronny was the 
only man for it. You see. I’ve been at this work so long, 
the official in me makes decisions aimost mechanically. 

Violet: And supposing they break the heart of the man 
in you? 
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Arthur; [Stmlingi[ By a merciful interposition of Providence 
we all seem to have just enough strength to bear the 
burdens that are placed on ns. 

Vioeet; D’you think so? 

Arthur: You, like the rest of us, Violet. 

Violet: How long have you known I loved him? 

Arthur: Always. I think perhaps I knew before you did. 

Violet: Why didn’t you do something? 

Arthur: Will you tell me what there was to do? 

Violet: Aren’t you angry with us? 

Arthur: 1 should be a fool to be that. It seems to me so 
natural, so horribly natural. He’s young and nice- 
looking and cheery. It seems to me now inevitable that 
you should have £dlea in love with him. You might 
be made for one another. 

Violet: Oh, do you see that? 

Arthur: It had struck you too, had it? I suppose it’s 
obvious to anyone who takes the trouble to think about 
it. \Sb» doej not answer^ Haven’t you wished with all 
your heart that you’d met him fimt? Don’t you hate 
me now because I married you? [She looks aa>iyt-] My 
dear child. I’m so sorry for you. I’ve been very grateful 
for your kindness to me during the last month or two. 
I’ve seen you try to be loving to me and affectionate. 
I’ve been so anxious to tell you not to force yourself, 
because I understood and you mustn’t be unhappy about 
me. But I didn’t know how. I could only make myself 
as little troublesome as possible. 

Violet: You’ve been immensely good to me, Arthur. 

Arthur: That’s the least you had a right to expect of me. 
I did you a great wrong in marrying you. I knew you 
didn’t love me. You were dazzled by the circum- 
stances. You didn’t know what marriage was and how 
irksome it must be unless love makes its constraints 
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sweeter than freedom. But I adored you. I thought 
love would come. With all my heart I ask you to 
forgive me. 

Violet: Oh, Arthur, don’t talk like that. You know I was 
so happy to marry you. I thought you wonderful, I 
was so excited and flatteted — thought that was love. 
I never knew that love would come like this. If I’d 
only known what to expect I could have fought against 
it. It took me unawares. I never had a chance. It 
wasn’t my fault, Arthur. 

Arthur: I’m not blaming you, darling. 

Violet: It would be easier for me if you did. 

Arthur: It’s )ust bad luck. Bad luck? I might have 
expected it. 

Violet: Still, I’m glad I’ve told you. I hated having a secret 
from you. It’s better that we should be frank with one 
another. 

Arthur: If I can help you in any way I’m glad too that 
you’ve told me. 

Violet: What is to be done? 

Arthur; There’s nothing to be done. 

Violet; Arthur, until to-day Ronny and I have never ex- 
changed a word that anyone might not have heard. I 
was happy to be with him, I knew he liked me, I was 
quite satisfied with that. But when I heard that he 
was going away suddenly everything was thanged. I 
felt I couldn’t bear to let him go. Oh, I’m so ashamed, 
Arthur. 

Arthur: Dear childl 

Violet: I don’t know how it happened. He told me he 
loved me. He didn’t mean to. Don’t think he’s been 
disloyal to you, Arthur. We were both so upset. It 
was just as much my fault as his. I couldn’t help letting 
him see how much he meant to me. We thought we 
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were nevec goiog to see one auothet Egsin. He took 
me in his arms and held me io them. I was so happy 
and so miseiable. I never thought life could mean so 
mudi. 

Arthur: And just now when you were alone he kissed your 
hands. 

Violet: How do you know? 

Arthur: When I wanted to kiss them you withdrew them. 
You couldn’t beat that I should touch them. You felt 
on them still the pressure of his lips. 

Violet: I couldn’t help it. He was beside himself with joy 
because he needn’t go. I don’t want to love him, Arthur, 
I want to love you. I’ve tried so desperately hard. 

Arthur: My dear, one either loves or one doesn’t. I’m 
afoiid trying doesn't do much good. 

Violet: If be stays here I shall have to see him constantly, 
1 shan’t have a chance to get over it. Oh, 1 can’t, I 
can’t. It’s intolerable. Have pity on me. 

Arthur: I’m afraid you’ll be very unhappy. But you see, 
something more than your happiness is at stake. A 
little while ago you said you wanted to do more for your 
country than you did. Does it strike you that you can 
do something for it now? 

Violet: I? 

Arthur: Wc all want to do great and heroic things, but 
generally we can only do very modest ones. D’you 
think we ought to shirk them? 

Violet; I don't understand. 

Arthur: Ronny can be of infinite value here. You can't 
help your feelings for him. I can’t bring myself to 
blame you. But you are mistress of your words and 
your actions. What are we to do? You wouldn’t wish 
me to resign when my work here is but half done. We 
must make the best of the position. Remember that all 
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of US here, you more than most women, because you’re 
my wife, work for the common cause by our lives and 
the example we set. At all costs we must seem honest, 
straightforward, and without reproach. And one finds 
by experience that it’s muds less trouble to be a thing 
than only to seem it. There’s only one way in which we 
can avoid reproach and that is by being irreproachable. 

Vioi£t: You mean that it’s necessary for the country that 
Ronny and you should stay here? And if my heart 
breaks it doesn’t matter. I thought I was doing so much 
in asking you to send him away. Don’t you know that 
with all my heart I wanted him to stay? D’you know 
what I feel, Arthur? I can’t think of anything else. I’m 
obsessed by a hungry longing for him. Till to-day I 
could have borne it. But now ... I feel his arms 
about me every moment, and his kisses on my lips. You 
can’t know the rapture and the torture and the ecstasy 
that consume me. 

Arthur; Oh, my dear, do you think I don’t know what 
love is? 

Violet; I want to do the right thing, Arthur, but you 
mustn’t ask too much of me. If I’ve got to treat him as 
a casual friend, I can’t go on seeing him. I can’t, Arthur, 
I can’tl If he must stay thien let me go. 

Arthur: Neverl I think, even if it weren’t necessary, I 
should make him stay now. You and I are not people 
to run away from danger. After all, we’re not obliged 
to yield to our passions — we can control them if we want 
to. For your own sake you must stay, Violet. 

Violet: And if I break, I break. 

Arthur: It’s only the worthless who ate broken by un- 
happiness. If you have faith and courage and honesty, 
unhappiness can only make you stronger. 

Violet: Have you thought of yourself, Arthur? What will 
you feel when you see him with me? What will you 
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suspect when you’re working in your office and don’t 
know where I am? 

Arithor: I shall know that you are unhappy, and I shall 
feel the most tender compassion for you. 

Violet; You’re exposing me to a temptation that I want 
with all my heart to yield to. What is there to hold me 
hack? Only the thought that I must do my duty to you. 
What is there to reward me? Only the idea that perhaps 
I’m doing a little something for the country. 

Arthur: I put myself in your hands, Violet, I shall never 
suspect that you can do anything, not that I should 
reproach you for — will never reproach you — ^but that 
you may reproach yourself for. 

[A paust. 

Violet: Just now, when we were talking of Abdul Said, 
I asked if you could do your duty when it was a matter 
that affected you, if it meant misety or happiness to 
you, I said. 

Arthur: My dear, duty is mther a forbidding word. Let 
us say that I — ^want to earn my screw. 

Violet; You must have thought me very silly. I said I 
hoped you’d never- be put to the test, and the test had 
come already, and you never hesitated. 

Arthur: These things arc very much a matter of habit, 
you know. 

Violet: What you can do I can do too, Arthur — ^if you 
believe in me. 

Arthur: Of course I believe in you. 

Violet: Then let him stay. Til do what I can. 

[Ronnt eowes in. 

fi.OHHT: The Khedive was engaged when I rang up. But 1 
left the message and the answer has just come through.- 
He will be pleased to sec you, sir, at eleven o’clock. 



Arthur; That will do admirably. Roony must lunch with 
us to-moriow, Violet. We’ll crack a bottle to celebrate 
his stepl 
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The seem shows part of the garden and a verandah at the Cossti/ar 
Agent's house. Coloured lanterns are fixed here and there. 
It is night, and in the distance is seen the blue sk^ bespangled 
with stars. At the back of the verandah are the windows of 
the house gaily lit. Within a band is heard playing dance 
tnusic. Violet is gfiing a donee. Everyone who appears is 
mafftificently gpwned. Violet is wearing all her pearls and 
diamonds. Arthur has across his shirt-front the broad 
riband of an order. It is the end of the evening. Various 
people are seated on the verandah, enfoying the coolness. They 
are Mr. and Mrs. Appleby, Christina and Arthur. 

Appleby; Well, my dear, I think it’s about time I was 
taking you back to yout hotel. 

Arthur: Oh, nonsensd It’s when everybody has gone that 
a dance really begins to get amusing. 

Christina: That’s a pleasant remark to make to your 
guests. 

Mrs. Appleby: I’m really ashamed to have stayed like this 
to the bitter end, but I do love to sec the young folk 
enjoying themselves. 

Arthur: Ahl you have learnt how to make the most of 
advancing years. The solace of old age is to take 
pleasure in the youth of those who come after us. 

Christina; I don’t think you’re very polite, Arthur. 

Mrs. Appleby: Bless yout heart, I know I’m not so young 
as I was. 

Arthur; Do you mind? 

Mrs. Appleby; Me? Why should I? I’ve had my day and 

71 
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IVe enjoyed it. It’s only fair to give others a chance 
no-w. 

Christina: I’m sure you enjoyed yout trip up the Nile. 

Mrs. Appleby: Oh, we had a wonderful time. 

Arthur: And what conclusions did you come to, Mr. 
Appleby? I remember that you were looking for 
instruction as well as amusement. 

Appleby: I didn’t forget what you told me, I just kept my 
ears open and my mouth shut. 

Arthur: A capital practice, not much favoured by demo- 
cratic communities. 

Appleby: But I came to one very definite conclusion, for all 
that. 

Arthur: What was it? 

Appleby: In fact, I came to two. 

Arthur: That’s not so satisfactory — unless they contra- 
dicted one another; in which case I venture to suggest 
that you have grasped at all events the elements of the 
Egyptian problem. 

Appleby: The first is that you're the right man in the right 
place. 

Arthur: Christina would never admit that. She has known 
for many years that she could noanage Egypt £ai bettet 
than I do. 

Christina: I don’t deny that for a minute. I think on the 
whole women are more level-headed than men. They’re 
not swayed by cmotioiL They’re more practical. They 
know that principle must often yield to expediency, and 
they can do the expedient without surrendering the 
principle. 

Arthur: You make my head whirl, Christina. 

Appleby: I had the opportunity of seeing a good many 
different sorts of people, I never heard a reasonable 
complaint against you. Some of them didn’t like you 

o 
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personally, but they looked up to you, and they believed 
in you. I asked myself how you managed it. 

Mrs. Appleby: I told him that it’s because you’re human. 

Arthur: Oiristina thinks it very bad for me to hear pleasant 
things said of me. 

Christina: Christina doesn’t know what her brother would 
do if he hadn’t got an affectionate sister to gibe at. 

Appleby: It must be a great satisfaction to you to see the 
country becoming every year more prosperous and 
contented. 

Arthur: What was the second conclusion you came to? 

Appleby; I’m coming to that. Most of us are torn asundei 
as it were by a conflict of duties. This and that urgently 
needs to be done, and if you put one thing right you 
put something else wrong. We all want to do for the 
best, but we don’t esactly know what the best is. Now, 
you’ve got your duty dearly marked out before you, 
if you take my meaning; you’re young. 

Arthur: Youngish. 

Appleby; You’ve made a success of your job and of your 
life. It’s not all of us who can say that. My second con- 
dusion is that you must be the happiest man alive. 

Mrs. Appleby: I’m glad he’s got that off his chest. He’s 
been dinning it into my ears for the last ten days. My 
impression is that he fell In love with Lady Little that 
day he lunched here six weeks ago. 

Arthur: I’m not going to blame him for that. Everybody 
does. ... It was a wise old fellow who said that you 
must count no man happy till he’s dead. [Christina 
gives him a look, attd pats her band affeetionately on bis arm. 
He quickly witbdrasus it.} Here is Violet. 

{She comes in on Henry Pritchard's arm and sinks 
into a chair. 
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Violet; Pm absolutely exhausted. I feel that in another 
minute my legs will drop off. 

Arthur: Do take care, darling, that would be so dis- 
figuring. 

Violet; Oh, I’d still dance on the stumps. 

Arthur: When are you going to send that unfortunate 
band away? 

Violet: Oh, we must have one more dance. After all, it’s 
our last ball of the season. And now that everyone has 
gone I needn’t be dignified any more. There’s no one 
but Henry and Anne and Ronny. We’ve just had a 
gorgeous one-step, haven’t we, Henry? 

Henry: Gorgeous. You’re a ripping dancer. 

Violet; My one accomplishment. [TAe band is beard beginning 
a Good heavens, they’ve started again. That’s 

Anne, I’m positive. She’s been playing the British 
matron too and now she’s having her fling. 

Arthur; You girls, you never grow up. 

Henry: Are you ready for another turn, Violet? 

Arthur: Don’t dance any more, darling, you look worn out. 

Violet: Supposing you danced with your mother, Henry. 
I can see her toes itching inside her black satin slippers. 

Christina: Nonsensel I haven’t danced for fifteen years. 

Henry: Come on, mother. Just to show them you know 
how. 

[H« seizes her hand and draff her to her feet. 

Christina: I was just as good a dancer as anybody else in 
my day. 

Arthur; When Christina says that she mrans she was a 
great deal better. 

Henry: Come on, mother, or it’ll be over before we begin. 

Christina: Don’t be tough with me, Henry. 

into the bouse. 
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Applebt: We rather fancied ourselves too, Fanny, once 
upon a time. What d’you say to trying -what we can 
do, my dear? 

Mrs. Appleby; You be quiet, George. Fancy me dancing 
■with my figure! 

Appleby: I don’t deny you’re plump, but I never did like 
a scrag. Perhaps it’s the last chance we shall ever 
have. 

Mrs. Appleby: What would they say at home if they ever 
come to hear you and me had been dancing? Really, 
George, I’m surprised at you. 

Arthur: {A.mused.\ I won’t tell. 

Appleby: You know you want to, Fanny. You’re only 
afraid they’ll laugh. Come on, or else I shall dance by 
myself. 

Mrs. Appleby. \Getting up\ 1 see you’ve quite made up your 
mind to make a fool of yourself. 

\Th^ go out, Arthur watches them, smiling. 

Arthur; What good people! It’s really a treat to see them 
together. 

Violet: Mr. Appleby is very enthusiastic about you. He 
was telling me just now about his trip in Upper Egypt. 
He’s tremendously impressed. He said I ought to be 
very proud of you. 

Arthur: I can’t imagine any remark more calculated to 
make you dislike me. 

[She ffves him a long look and then glances away. When 
she speaks it is with embarrassment. 

Violet; Are you satisfied with me, Arthur? 

Arthur: My dear, what do you mean? 

Violet: Since that afternoon when I told you . . . 

Arthur; Yes, 1 know. 

Violet: We’ve never talked about it. [Giving him her band.} 
I want to thank you for having been so good to me. 
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Arthur; I’m afiaid you haven’t got much to thank me for. 
It would have been easier if I’d been able to help you, 
but I didn’t see an 3 rthing I could do but just sit still 
and twiddle my thumbs. 

Vioubt: I’ve felt your confidence in me and that has been 
a help. You’ve never given the slightest sign that any- 
thing was changed. You used sometimes to ask me what 
I’d been doing during the day. Of late you haven’t even 
done that. 

Arthur; I didn’t want you to suspect for a moment that 
your actions were not perfectly free. 

Vioi£T: I know. No one could have been mote considerate 
than you’ve been. Oh, I’ve been so unhappy, Arthur. 
I wouldn’t go through the last she weeks for anything 
in the world. 

Arthur; It’s torn my heart to see you so pale and wan. 
And when, often, I saw you’d been crying I almost 
lost my head. I didn’t know what to do. 

Violet; I couldn’t help it if I loved him, Arthur. That 
wasn’t in my power. But all that was in my power 
I’ve done. Somehow I’ve managed not to be alone 
with him. 

Arthur; Haven’t you had any explanation with him? 

Violet; There didn’t seem to be anything to explain, D’you 
think I ought to have told him I didn’t love him? I 
couldn’t, Arthur. I couldn’t. 

Arthur; My dearl My dearl 

Violet; Once or twice he wrote to me. I knew he would 
and I’d made up my mind not to read the letters. But 
when they came I couldn’t help myself. I had to read 
them. 1 was so wretched and it meant so much to me 
that he loved me. [Arthur makes an instinctive movement 
of pain^ I didn’t mean to say that. Please forgive me. 

Arthur; I think I understand. 
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ViotET: I didn’t answer them. 

Arthur: Did he only write once or twice? 

Violet: That’s all. You see, he can’t make it out. He thinks 
I’ve treated him badly. Oh, I think that’s the hardest 
thing of all. I’ve seen the misery in his eyes. And there 
was nothing I could do. I hadn’t the courage to tell 
him. I’m weak. I’m so horribly weak. And when I’m 
with him alone I . . . Oh, it is cruel that I should make 
him suffer so when he loves me. 

Arthur: I don’t know what to say to you. It seems cold 
comfort to say that you must set your hope in the 
merciful effects of time. Time will ease your pain and 
his. Perhaps the worst is over already. 

Violet: 1 hope with all my heart it is. I couldn’t have borne 
any more, Arthur. I’m at the end of my strength. 

Arthur: Dear heart, you’re tired physically now. We’ll 
send these people away and you must go to bed. 

Violet: Yes. I’m exhausted. But I want to tell you, Arthur, 
I think you’re right. The worst is over. I’m not 
suffering quite so much as I did. I find it a little easier 
not to think of him. When I meet him I can manage 
to be gay and flippant and indifferent. I’m so glad, 
Arthur. 

Arthur: You’ve been very brave. I told you we were all 
strong enough to bear the burdens that are laid upon us. 

Violet: You mustn’t think too well of me. I couldn’t 
have done what I have except for the consciousness of 
his great love for me. Is that awfully disloyal of me. 
Arthur? 

Arthur: [Gravely.\ No, darling. 

ViOLEH You can understand, can’t you? It means so much 
to me. It’s helped me more than anything else in the 
world. It’s the only thing that made these past weeks 
not intolerable. I’m satisfied to know he loves me. I 
want nothing more. 



C/ESAR’S wife 


ACT III 


79 


[Mr. and Mrs, Appleby come in. Arthur immediately 
assumes a chaffing manner. 

Arthur: Why, what’s this? You haven’t given in already? 

Appleby: The spirit is willing enough, but the flesh is weak. 

Mrs. Appleby: We wouldn’t like it talked about at home, 
but the fact is we got a bit out of breath. 

Violet: Well, sit down a moment and rest yourself. 

Mrs. Appleby: Just a moment if you don’t mind, and then 
we’ll be going. 

[Christina appears with Henry. 

Arthur: Here is poor Christina in a state of complete 
mental and physical collapse. 

Christina: Don’t be ridiculous, Arthur. 

Arthur; How did you get on? 

Henry: First-rate. Only mother won’t let herself go, I 
kept on telling her there’s only one thing to do in modern 
dancing — let all your bones go loose and leave the man 
to do the test. 

Christina: [Wif/,6 a chuckle^ I think modern dancing is an 
abandoned pastime. Nothing will induce me to let all 
my bones go loose. 

Henry: Mother’s idea of dancing is to keep herself to 
herself. 

Christina: \J^ok3ngatbm affeetionatelyl\ You’re an impudent 
boy. 

Mrs. Appleby; [To Violet.] I do wish I’d seen you dancing 
with Mr. Parry. He’s a wonderful dancer. 

Violet: He does dance well, doesn’t he? 

Henry: Haven’t you danced with him to-night, Violet? 

Violet: No. He came rather late and my card was filled 
up. I promised him an extra, but some study old 
diplomatist came and asked me for a dance, so I gave 
him Ronny’s. 
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Mrs. Appleby: It’s too bad. It must be a tare sight to see 
you and Mr. Parry waltzing together. 

Violet: How do you know he dances so well? 

Mrs. Appleby: There were two or three dances at our hotel 
last week and we saw him then. 

Violet: Oh, I see. 

Appleby: [With a chuckle. \ I like that young man. When 
he gets hold of a good thing he freezes on to it. 

Violet: Oh? 

Appleby: There's a young American girl staying at the 
hotel. She’s a Miss Pender. I wonder if you know her? 

Violet: No, I don’t think so. We get to know very few 
of the winter visitors. 

Mrs. Appleby: She’s a perfect picture to look at. And a 
beautiful dancer. 

Appleby; Everyone was looking at them last night. They 
made a wonderful pair. 

Violet; Do you know this lady, Henry? 

Henry: Yes, I’ve met her two or three times. She’s very 
pretty. 

Appleby; I don’t think anyone else had much of a look-in 
with her. 

Henry: Well, you needn’t be disagreeable about it. 

Appleby; As far as I could see she danced with Mr. Parry 
pretty well all the time. 

Mrs. Appleby; It was a treat to see them together. 

Violet: [A litth uncertainly^ If one gets hold of a partner 
who suits one I always think it’s better to stick to him 

Mrs. Appleby: Oh, I don’t think it was only that. She’s so 
much in love with him that she can’t help showing it, 

Henry: I never saw such a fellow as Ronny. When t-h'-r" 
is a bit of luck going he always gets it, 

Viouann And is he in love with her too? 
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Appleby: Oh, one can’t tell that. 

Mrs. Appleby: If he isn’t be very soon ■will be. She’s too 
pretty for any man to resist long. 

Arthur: You know them, the brutes, don’t you? 

Mrs. Appleby: Bless their hearts, I don’t blame them. What 
are pretty girls for except to make nice men happy? I 
was a pretty girl myself once, 

Arthur: And was Mr, Appleby a nice man? 

Appleby: I think I must have been, for you’ve certainly 
made me happy, my dear, 

Mrs. Appleby: I wish you’d put that in writing, George. 
I’d like to have a little something like that by me when 
you’ve got a bit of a chill on your liver. 

Appleby: H’m, I think bed’s the place for you, Fanny. Say 
good night to her ladyship and let’s be going. 

Mrs. Appleby: Good night. Lady Little, and thank you so 
much for asking us. We have enjoyed ourselves. 

Violet: Good night. 

Appleby: Good night. 

Arthur: I hope you’ll have a pleasant journey home. 
Lucky people, you’ll see the spring in England. When 
you get back the hedgerows will be just bursting into 
leaf. 

[Tie Applebys £p out. 

Violet: How old is this American girl, Henry? 

Henry: Oh, I don’t know, about nineteen or twenty. 

Violet; Is she as pretty as they say? 

Henry: Rather. 

Violet: Is she fair? 

Henry: Very. She’s got wonderful hair. 

Violet: You’ve never mentioned her. Do you think 
Ronny is in love ■with her? 

Henry: Oh, I don’t know about that. She’s great fiin. And 
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you know, it’s always flattering when a pretty girl makes 
a dead set at you. 

[There is a momentary silence. Violet is extremely 
disturbed by the news that has Just reached her. 
Arthur realises that a crisis has come. 

Christina: [la a matter-of-fact Let us hope that some- 
thing will come of it. There's no reason why Rouny 
shouldn’t marry. I think men marry much too late 
nowadays. 

[Anne and Ronny appear. 

Anne: I’m absolutely ashamed of myself. I half expected to 
find you’d all gone to bed, 

Violet; [Smilin£^l[ Haveyoubeenhavinga jolly dance? 

Anne; Think of having a good band and the whole floor to 
oneself. By the way, Violet, the band want to know if 
they can go away. 

Violet: I’m sorry I had to cut your dance, Ronny. 

Ronnt: It was rotten luck. But I suppose on these occasions 
small fry like me have to put up with that sort of thing. 

Violet: If you like we’ll have a turn now before we send 
the band away. 

Ronnt: I’d love it. 

[Arthur gjnes a little start and looks at Violet 
curiously. Anne is surprised too. 

Chmstina: If you’re going to start dancing again we’ll go. 
Henry has to be at his office early in the morning. 

Violet; Good night, then. 

Chbustina: [Kissing her.] Your dance has been a great 
success. 

Violet: It’s nice of you to say so. 

Christina: [To Arthur,] Good night, dear old thing. God 
bless and guard you always. 
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Arthur: My deal Christina, why this embarrassing 
emotion? 

Chris™a: I don’t know what we should do if anything 
happened to you. 

Arthur; Don’t be an idiot, my dear; nothing is going to 
happen to me. 

Christina; [With a smile.} I can’t get you out of thinking 
me a perfect fool. 

Artpuh: Be off with you, Christina. If you go on finding 
out things that ate not your business 1 shall have you 
deported. 

Violet: What has she found out now? 

Arthur: A trifle that we thought it wouldn’t hurt the public 
to know nothing about. 

Christina; [Sbakitig bands with Ronny.] I don’t grudge you 
your job any more. We’re all under a debt of gratitude 
to you. 

Ronnt: I had a bit of luck, that’s all. It’s nothing to make a 
fuss about. 

Arthur; Go and have your dance, darling. It’s really 
getting very late. 

Violet: \To Ronny.] Arc you ready? 

Ronny: What shall wc make them play? 

\Tbey go out. 

Christina: Good night, Anne. 

Anne: [Kissing Asr.] Good night, my dear. [Henry shakes 
hands with Anne and Arthur. He and bis mother go outl} 
I suppose I mayn’t ask what Christina was referring to? 

Arthur: I can’t prevent you from asking. 

Anne: But you have no intention of answering. What is the 
matter, Arthur? You look so deadly white. 

Arthur: Nothing. I’m tired. I had a busy day and now the 
dance. [The sotmd of a waltx is beard.} Oh, damn that 
music! 
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Anne: Sit down and rest yourself. Why don't you have a 
smoke? [Ptittittg her band on bis arm.] My dear friend. 

Arthur; For God’s sake don’t pity me. 

Anne: Won’t you talk to me frankly? 1 may be able to help 
you. In the old days you used to bring your troubles to , 
me, Arthur. 

Arthur: I tell you I’m only tired. What is the use of 
talking about what can’t be helped? 

Anne: You must know that I notice most things that 
concern your happiness, looking amj\ Why did you 
imagine I took so much trouble to get Ronny moved to 
Paris? 

Arthur: I suspected. Ought I to thank you? I’m too 
miserable and too hurrdliated. 

Anne: Have you heard about a Miss Pender? She’s an 
American giiL 

Arthur: Of course I have. It’s my business to know every- 
thing that goes on in Cairo. 

Anne; Don’t you think that may be the solution? 

[Henry comes in. 

Arthur; [Sharply,] What d’you \rant? 

Henry: I beg your pardon. Mother left her fan here. 

[He takes it up from a chair. 

Arthur: I thought you’d gone five minutes ago. 

Henry; Oh, we just stood for a moment to look at Ronny 
and Violet dancing. Upon my soul it’s a fair treat. 

Arthur: They make a wonderful couple, don’t they? 

Henry: I’m afraid Violet’s awfully tired. She’s not saying a 
word and she’s as white as a sheet. 

Arthur: I’ll send her to bed as soon as they’ve finished. 

Henry: Good night. 

Arthur: [Smilingi] Good night, my boy. 

[Sr/zHEntT. 
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Anne: Is anything the matter? 

Arthur: Tell me about this American girl. She’s in love 
with Ronny, isn’t she? 

Anne; Yes, that’s obvious. 

Arthur: And he? 

Anne: He’s been very unhappy, you know. 

Arthur: \Almost sava^e/y.] That is a calamity which I find 
myself able to bear with patience. 

Anne: And now he’s surprised and pleased. I’ve met her. 
Poor dear, she did everything to make me like her, 
because Ronny was my brother. She’s awfully pretty. 
He’s not in love with her yet. But I think he may be. 
He’s on the brink and if there were nothing else he’d fell 
over. 

Arthur: That is what I suspected. You know, Anne, the 
longer I live the more inexplicable I find human beings. 
I always thought I was by way of being a feirly decent 
fellow. I never knew what mean beastUness there was 
inside me. It would be quite impossible for me to tell 
you how I hate your brother. I’ve had to be jolly and 
afiable with him and, by George, I wanted to kill him. 

Anne: Why didn’t you let him go? Are you sure it was 
necessary to give him that job? 

Arthur: Already he’s been invaluable, 

Anne; Then one can only hope for the best. 

[Tiert is a mmenfs pause. When Arthur speaks it is at 
first rather to himself than to Anne. 

Arthur: No one knows what I’ve gone through during the 
last few months. I’ve been devoured with jealousy and I 
knew it would be fatal if I showed Violet the least trace 
of ill-temper. I kept on saying to myself that it wasn’t 
her fault if she was in love with Ronny. [Humorous^.] 
You can’t think how devilish hard it is not to resent the 
fact that somebody doesn’t care for you. 
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Anne: \ yfUhachucklB \ Oh yes, I can, 

Arthur: I knew that almost everything depended on how I 
acted during these weeks, and the maddening thing was 
that I could do nothing but sit still and control myself. I 
saw her miserable and knew that she didn’t want my 
comfort. I’ve yearned to take her in my arms and I’ve 
known she’d let me because it was her duty. Those dear 
good donkeys, the Applebys, told me just now they 
thought I must be the happiest man alivel Week after 
week, with an aching heart, I’ve forced myself to be gay 
and amusing. D’you think I'm amusing, Anne? 

Anne: Sometimes. 

Arthur: The battle has been so unfair. All the dice are 
loaded against me. He has every advantage over me. 
But at last I thought I’d won. I thought Violet was 
getting more resigned. She told me herself just now that 
the worst was over. And those confounded people must 
go and upset the apple-cart. Damn their eyes! 

Anne: Why? 

Arthur: The Applebys told her about Miss Pender. It was 
very natural. They knew no reason for not repeating the 
hotel gossip. 

Anne: Was that why she asked Ronny to dance with her? 

Arthur: Yes. It’s the crisis. She had the strength to keep 
him at arm’s length when she knew he loved her. What 
will she do now? 

Anne: You heard what Henry said. They don’t seem to be 
talking to one another. 

Arthur: No. 

Anne: Why did you let them dance together? You might 
easily have said it was too late and the band must go. 

Arthur: What good would that do? No. I’ve done 
nothing to prevent their meeting. I’ve left them absolute 
liberty. 
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Anne: Do you think it’s fair to Violet? You know, women 
act so much on impulse. The surroundings and the 
circumstances have so much influence on them. Think 
of the excitement of dancing, the magic of this wonderful 
night, and the solitude under these stars. You complain 
the dice are loaded against you, but now you’re double- 
loading them against yourself. 

Arthur: It tortures me, but I must give them the oppor- 
tunity to fight the matter out for themselves. 

Anne: Poor child, she’s so young. 

Arthur: Too young. 

Anne: Don’t say that; it sounds as though you regretted 
having married her. 

Arthur: Don’t you imagine that regret has been tormenting 
her ever since she found out what love really was? Even 
though I love her with all my heart 1 know now that I 
made a mistake. Do you think you can make anyone love 
you by constant tenderness, devotion, and fcjndness? 

Anne: Not a man perhaps. But a woman yes, yes, yesl 

Arthur: Whoever loved that loved not at first sight? I 
want so tremendously to make her happy, and I’ve only 
made her utterly miserable. And there’s no way out. 
It’s a pity that a convenient attack of brain fever can’t 
carry me off, but I’m as strong as a horse. 

Anne: You know, Arthur, there’s one compensation about 
the pains of love. While one’s suffering from them one 
feels one will never get over them, but one does, and 
when they’re gone they don’t even leave a scar. One 
looks back and remembers one’s torment and marvels 
that it was possible to suffer like that. 

Arthur: You talk as though you’d had experience. 

Anne: I have. 

Arthur: I always look upon you as so calm and self- 
controlled. 
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Anne: I was desperately in love for years with a man. 1 
should have made him an excellent wife, although it’s 1 
as says it. But it never occurred to him for an instant 
that my feelings were more than friendly. And eventually 
he married somebody else. 

Arthur: My dear friend, I hate to think of your being 
unhappy. 

Anne: I’m not. That’s why I told you the tragic story. 
I’ve got over it so completely that now 1 have an equal 
affection both for him and his wife. 

Arthur: D’you know, Anne, at one time I very nearly 
asked you to marry me? 

Anne; \Gaily^ Oh, what nonsense! 

Arthur: 1 daresay it’s as well I didn’t. I should have lost 
the best friend I’ve ever had. 

Anne: On the other hand, I’ve lost the satisfaction of 
refusing the most distinguished man of our day. Why 
didn’t you ask me? 

Arthur: You were such an awfully good friend. I thought 
we were very well as we were. 

Anne; That isn’t the reason, Arthur. You didn’t ask me 
because you didn’t love me. If you had you’d have let 
friendship go hang. that b» is not paying any 

attention to her,] What’s the matter? 

Arthur: The music has stopped. 

Anne: [Wi/A a slight tightening of the lips.] I’m afraid my 
concerns don’t interest you ve^ much. I was only 
talking about them to distract you. 

Arthur: Forgive me, but I’ve got this anguish gnawing at 
my heart. Anne, when they come back here I want you 
to come with me for a stroll in the garden. 

Anne: Why? I’m fi ghtfiiUy tired. I think I shall go to bed. 

Arthur: No, do this for me, Anne. I want to give 
their chance. It may be the last chance for all of us. 
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\With a little sighl[ Very weD, I’ll do even that for 
you. 

Arthur: You are a good friend, and I’m a selfish beast. 

Anne: I wish you could have a child, Arthur. That might 
settle everything. 

Arthur: That is what I look forward to with all my heart. 
I think she might love her baby’s fether. 

Anne: Then she’ll realise that only you could have been so 
tolerant and so immensely patient. When she looks back 
she’ll be filled with gratitude. 

[Roiwt and Violet com in. 

Violet: I’ve told the band they can go. 

Arthur: I don’t suppose they wanted telling twice. Did 
you have a pleasant dance? 

Violet: I was very tired. 

Ronny; It was brutal of me to make you dance so long. I’ll 
say good night before I’m turned out. 

Arthur: Oh, won’t you sit down and have a cigarette 
before you go? Anne and I were just going to stroll to 
the end of the garden to have a look at the Nile. 

Violet: Oh. 

Anne: I’m too restless to go to bed just yet. 

[Arthur and Anne go out. Violet and Ronnt do mi 
speak for a moment. At first the conversation is quite 
light. 

Violet: What was it that Christina was referring to jus^ 
now? Had it anything to do with you? 

Ronnt: I don’t think I’m justified in telling you about it. 
If Sir Arthur thinks you should know I daresay he’d 
rather tell you himself. 

Vioibt: Of course you mustn’t tell me if it’s a secret. 

Ronnt: I’d almost forgotten what a beautiful dancer you 
were. 
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Violet: {Witb a smile.] So soon? 

Ronny: You haven’t given me much chance of dancing with 
you during the last few weeks. 

Violet: I hear there’s a girl at the Ghezireh Palace who 
dances very well. Miss Pender, isn’t that her name? 

Ronnt: Yes, she’s wonderful. 

Violet: I’m told she’s charming. 

RorwY: Very. 

Violet: I should like to meet her. I wonder whom I know 
that could bring us together. 

Ronny: [ With a change of tone.] "Why do you speak of her? 

Violet: Is there any reason why I shouldn’t? 

Ronny: Do you know that this is the first time I’ve been 
quite alone with you for six weeks? 

Violet: {Still (juite lightly It was inevitable that when you 
ceased being Arthur’s private secretary we should see less 
of one another. 

Ronny; I only welcomed my new job because I thought I 
shouldn’t be utterly parted from you. 

Violet: Don’t you think it was better that we shouldn’t see 
too much of one another? 

Ronny: What have I done to you, Violet? Why have you 
been treating me like this? 

Violet: I’m not conscious that I’ve treated you differently 
from what I used. 

Ronny: Why didn’t you answer my letters? 

Violet: [J« s /ow »««.] I hadn’t anything to say. 

Ronny: I wonder if you can imagine what I went through, 
the eagerness with which I looked forward to a letter 
from you, just a word or two would have satisfied me, 
how anxiously I expected each post, and my despair 
when day after day went by. 

Violet: You ought not to have written to me. 
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Ronny: D’you think I could help myself? Have you 
fotgotten that day when we thought we were never 
going to meet again? If you wanted me to be nothing 
more than a friend why did you tell me you loved me? 
Why did you let me kiss you and hold you in my arms? 

Violet: You know quite well, I lost my head. I was 
foolish. You — you attached too much importance to the 
emotion of the moment. 

Ronny: Oh, Violet, how can you say that? I know you 
loved me then. After all, the past can’t be undone. I 
loved you. I know you loved me. We couldn’t go back 
to the time when we were no more than friends. 

Violet; You forget that Arthur is my husband and you owe 
him everything in the world. We both owe him every- 
thing in the world. 

Ronny: No, I don’t forget it for a moment. After all, we’re 
straight, both of us, and we could have trusted ourselves. 
I wanted nothing but to be allowed to love you and to 
know that you loved me. 

Violet; Do you remember what you said in the first letter 
you wrote me? 

Ronny: Oh, you can’t blame me for that. I’d loved you so 
long, so passionately. I’d never dared to hope that you 
cared for me. And when I kncwl I never said a tenth 
part of what I wanted to. I went home and I just wrote 
all that had filled my heart to overflowing. I wanted you 
to know how humbly grateful I was for the wonderful 
happiness you’d given me. I wanted you to know that 
my soul to its most hidden corners was yours for ever. 

Violet: How could I answer it? 

Ronny: You needn’t have been afraid of me, Violet. If it 
displeased you I would never even have told you that I 
loved you. I would have carried you in my heart like an 
image of the Blessed Virgin. When we met here or 
there, though there were a thousand people between us 
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and we never exchanged a word, I should have known 
that we were the only people in the world, and that 
somehow, in some strange mystic fashion, I belonged to 
you and you belonged to me. Oh, Violet, I only wanted 
a little kindness. Was it so much to ask? 

[Violet is moved to the very depths of her Ijeart. She cm 
scarcely control herself; the pain she suffers seems 
mendurahle; her throat is so dry that she can hardly 
speak. 

Violet: Tliey saw that Miss Pender is in love with you. Is 
it true? 

Ronny: a man’s generally a conceited ass when he thinks 
girls are in love with him. 

Violet: Never mind that. Is it true? Please be frank with 
me. 

Ronnt: Perhaps it is. 

Violet: Would she imtty you ifyou asked her? 

Romnt: I think so. 

Violet: She can’t have feUen in love with you without some 
encouragement. 

Ronkx; She plays tennis a good deal and she’s very fond of 
dancing. You know, I was rather wretched. Sometimes 
you looked at me as though you hated me. You seemed 
to try and avoid me. 1 wanted to forget. I didn’t know 
what I’d done to make you treat me so cruelly. It was 
very pleasant to be with someone who seemed to want 
me. Everything I did pleased her. She’s rather like you. 
When 1 was with her 1 was a little less unhappy. When I 
found she was in love with me I was touched and 1 was 
tremendously grateful. 

Violet: Are you sure you’re not in love with her? 

Ronnv; Yes, I’m quite sure. 

Violet: But you like her very much, don’t you? 

Ronnt: Yes, very much. 
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Violet: Don’t you think if it weren’t for me you would be 
in love with her? 

Ronny: I don’t know. 

Violet: I’d like you to be frank -with me. 

Ronny: [UmviUiiigly.\ You don’t want my love. She’s 
sweet and kind and tender. 

Violet: I think she might make you very happy. 

Ronny; Who knows? 

is a patm. Violet forces herself to make the 
final remmeiation. Her fingers move spasmodically in 
the effort she makes to speak calmly. 

Violet: It seems a pity that you should waste your life for 
nothing. I’m afraid you’ll think me a heartless flirt. I’m 
not that. At the time 1 feel all I say. But ... 1 don’t 
quite understand myself. 1 take a violent fancy to 
someone, and I lose my head, but somehow it doesn’t 
last. I ... I suppose I’m not capable of any enduring 
passion. There are people like that, aren’t there? It goes 
just as suddenly as it comes. And when it goes — well, it’s 
gone for ever. I can’t understand then what on earth I 
saw in the man who made my heart go pit-a-pat. I’m 
dreadfully sorry I caused you so much pain- You took 
it so much more seriously than I expected. And after- 
wards I didn’t know what to do. You must — ^you must 
try to forgive me. 

^Itxre is a Jongpanse. 

Ronny: Don’t you love me at all now? 

Violet: It’s much better that I should tell you the truth, 
isn’t it? even at the risk of hurting your feelings. I’m 
frightfully ashamed of myself. I’m afraid you’ll think me 
awfully frivolous. 

Ronny: Why don’t you say it right out? 

Violet: D’you want me to? [Jis hesitates, but then takes 
conra^.] I’m very sorry, dear Ronny, I’m afraid I don’t 
care for you in that way at all. 
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Ronnt: I’m glad to know. 

Violet: You’re not angry with me? 

Ronny: Ob, no, my dear, how can you help it? We’re made 
as we’re made. . . . D’you mind if I go now? 

Violet: Won’t you stop and say good night to Anne? 

Ronny: No, if you don’t mind. I’d like to go quickly. 

Violet: Very well. And try to forgive me, Rormy. 

Ronny: Good night. 

[Ht takes hr band and th^ look into one another's ejes> 

Violet: Good night. 

\He goes out. Violet clasps her hands to her heart as 
though to ease its aching. Anne and Arthur return. 

Anne; Where is Ronny? 

Violet; He’s gone. It was so late. He asked me to say 
good night to you. 

Anne: Thank you. It must be very late. I’ll say good 
night too. [She bends damn and kisses Violet.] Good 
night, Arthur. 

Arthur: Good night. [JAs goes out. Arthur sits down. A 
Sais comes in and turns out some of th lights. In the distance is 
beard the wailing of an Arab song. Arthur motions to the 
Sais.] Leave these, 1*11 turn them out myself. [The Sais 
goes in and turns out all the lights in the lower rooms but one. 
The light remains now only just round Arthur and Violet. 
The Arab song is like a wail of pain.] That sounds strangely 
after the waltzes and one-steps that we’ve heard this 
evening. 

Violet; It seems to come from very far away. 

Arthur: It seems to wail down the ages from an im- 
measurable past. 

Violet: What does it say? 

Arthur: I don’t know. It must be some old lament. 

Violet: It’s heartrending. 
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Arthuh; Now it stops. 

Violet; The garden is so silent. It seems to be listetdng too. 

Arthur; Are you awfully unhappy, Violet? 

Violet: Awfully. 

Arthur: It breaks my heart that I, who would do anything 
in the world for you, can do so little to console you. 

Violet: Had you any idea that Ronny no longer cared for 
me? 

Arthur: How should I know what his feelings were? 

Violet: It never occurred to me that he could change. I 
felt so secure in his love. It never occurred to me that 
anyone could take him from me. 

Arthur: Did he tell you he didn’t care for you any mote? 

Violet: No. 

Arthur: I don’t think he’s in love with Miss Pender, 

Violet: I told him that he meant nothing to me any more. 
I told him that I took fancies and got over them. 1 made 
him think I was a siUy flirt. And he believed me. If he 
loved me truly, truly, as he did before, whatever I’d said 
he’d have known it was incredibie. Oh, I wouldn’t have 
believed him if he’d made himself cheap in my eyes. 

Arthur: My poor child. 

Violet: He’s not in love with her yet. I know that. He’s 
only pleased and flattered. He’s angry with me. If he’s 
angry he mast love me stilL He asked so little. It only 
needed a word and he would have loved me as much as 
ever. What have I done? What harm would it have done 
you? I’ve sent him away now for good. It’s all over and 
done with. And my heart aches. What shall I do, 
Arthur? 

Arthur: My dear, have courage. I beseech you to have 
courage. 

Violet: I suppose it’s shameful that we should have loved 
one another at all. But how could we help it? We’re 
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masters of our actions, but how can we command out 
feelings? After all, oor feelings are our own. I don’t 
know what I’m going to do, Arthur. It wasn’t so bad till 
to-night; I could control myself, I thought my pain was 
growing less. ... I long for him with all my soul, and I 
must let him go. Oh, I hate him. I hate him. If he’d 
loved me he might have been faithful to me a few short 
weeks. He wouldn’t cause me such cruel pain. 

Arthur: Don’t be unjust to him, Violet. I thinlc he feU in 
love with you without knowing what was happening to 
him. And when he knew I think he struggled against it 
as honourably as you did. You know that very littje 
escapes me. I’ve seen a sort of shyness in him when he 
was with me, as though he were a little ashamed in my 
presence. I even felt sorry for him because he felt he was 
behaving badly to me and he couldn’t help himself. He’s 
suffered just as much as you have. It’s not very strange 
that when this girl fell in love with him it should seem to 
offer a new hope. He was unhappy and she comforted 
him. Anne says she’s rather like you. If ever he loves 
her perhaps it will be you that he loves in her. 

Violet: Why do you say all this to me? 

Arthxjr; You’ve been so wretched. I don’t want bitterness 
to come to you now. I can’t bear that you should think 
your first love has been for someone not worthy of it. I 
think time will heal the wounds which now you think 
arc incurable, but when it does I hope that you will look 
back on your love as a thing only of beauty. 

Violet: I am a beast, Arthur. I don’t deserve anyone to be 
so good to me as you ate. 

Arthur: And there’s something else I must tell you. . . . 
It appears that various enterprising people have been 
laying plans to put me out of the way. 

Violet: [Startled,] Arthurl 

Arthur: I find that there was a plot to kill me this morning 
on my way to the review. 
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Vio3let: How awfall 

Arthur: Oh, it’s nothing to be alarmed about. We’ve 
settled everything without any fuss. Out old friend 
Osman Pasha is going to spend some time on his 
country estates for the good of his health, and half a 
dozen foolish young men ate under lock and key. But it 
might have come off except for Ronny. It was Ronny 
who saved me. 

Violet: Ronny? Oh, I’m so glad. It makes up a little for 
the rest. 

Arthur: He did a fine thing. He showed determination and 
presence of mind. 

Violet: Oh, my husbandl My dear, dear Arthurl 

Arthur: You’re not sorry? 

Violet: I’m glad I’ve done what I have, Arthur. I’ve 
sometimes felt I gave you so little in return for all you’ve 
given me. But at least now I’ve given you all I had to 
give. 

Arthur: Don’t think it will be profitless. To do one’s duty 
sounds a rather cold and cheerless business, but some- 
how in the end it does give one a queer sort of satis- 
faction. 

Violet: WTiat should I do if I lost you? It makes me sick 
with fear. 

Arthur: [ With a tender smileii I had an idea you’d be glad I 
escaped. 

Violet: All I’ve suffered has been worth while. I've done 
something for you, haven’t I? And even something for 
England. . . . I’m so tired. 

Arthur: Why don’t you go to bed, darling? 

Violet: No, I don’t want to go yet. I’m too tired. Let me 
stay here a little longer. 

Arthur: Put your feet up. 

Violet: Come and sit close to me, Arthur. I want to be 
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comforted. You’te so good and kind to me, Arthur' 
Fm so glad I have you. You will never fail me. 

Arthur: Never. [She gives a little sbuddar^ What’s the 
matter? 

Violet: I hope he’ll marry her quickly. I want to be a good 
wife to you. I want your love. I want your love so badly. 
Arthur: My dear one, 

Violet; Put your arms round me. Fm so tired. 

Arthur: You’re half asleep, . . . Are you asleep? 

[Her eyes are closed. He kisses her gently. In the distance 
there is heard again the melancholy wail of a 'bedouin 
love-song. 
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Scene; A street in Peking. Several shops are shown. Tbetr 
fronts are richly decorated with carved wood painted red and 
profusely gilt. The counters are elaborately carved. Outside ore 
huge signboards. The shops are open to the street andyou can see 
the various wares they sell. One is a coffin shop, where the 
coolies are at work on a coffin: other cofins, ready for sale, are 
displayed; some of them are of plain deal, others ore rich with 
black and gold. The next shop is a money-changer's. Then there 
is a lantern shop in which all manner of coloured lanterns are 
banging. After this comes a druggist's where there are queer 
things in bottles and dried herbs. A small stuffed crocodile is a 
prominent object. Next to this is a shop where crockery is sold, 
large coloured jars, plates, and all manner of strange animals. 
In all the shops two or three Chinamen are seated. Some read 
newspapers through great bom spectacles; some smoke water- 
pipes. 

The street is crowded. Here is an itinerant cook with bis two chests, 
in one of which is burning charcoal; he serves out bowls of rice 
and condiments to the passers-by who want food. There is a 
barber with the utensils of bis trade, A coolie, seated on a stool, 
is having bis head shaved. Chinese walk to and fro. Some are 
coolies and wear blue cotton in various stages of raggedness; 
some in black gowns and caps and black shoes are merchants and 
clerks. There is a beggar, gaunt and thin, with an untidy mop of 
bristly hair, in tatters of indescribable filthiness. He stops at 
one of the shops and begins a long wail. For a time ru> one takes 
any notice of him, but presently on a word from the fat shop- 
keeper an assistant gives him a few cash and be wanders on. 
Coolies, half naked, hurry by, bearing great bales on their yokes. 
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Tbty utter little sharp cries for people to get out of their nie^. 
Peking carts with their blue hoods rumble noisily along, 
'RJeksbattis pass rapidly in both directions, and the rickshani 
boys shout for the crowd to make way. In the rickshaws are 
gratte Chinese. Same are dressed in white ducks after the 
Ettropeat fashion; in other rickshaws are Chinese women in 
long smocks and wide trousers, or Manchu ladies, with their 
faces painted like masks, in embroidered silks. 'Women of 
various sorts stroll about the street or enter the shops. You see 
them chaffering for various articles. 

A water-carrier passes along with a creaking barrow, slopping the 
water as be goes; and an old blind woman, a masseuse, advances 
slowly, striking wooden clappers to proclaim her calling. A 
musician stands on the curb and plays a tuneless melody on a 
one-stringed fiddle. From the ^stance comes the mt0ed sound 
of gongs. There is a babel of sound caused ly the talking of all 
these people, by the cries of coolies, tbe^ng, the clappers, and the 
fiddle. From burning joss-sticks in the shops in front of the 
hosisehold god comes a sanow of incense. 

A couple of h&ongpls ride across on shaggy ponies; thy wear high 
boots and Astrakhan caps. Then a string of camels swcgs 
slowly down the street. Thy carry gyeat bu^ens of skins from 
the deserts of Mongolia, They are accompanied by wild-looking 
fellows. Two stout Chinese gentlemen are gyving their pet bir^ 
an airinff the birds are attached iy the leg with a string and sit 
on little wooden perches. The two Chinese gentlemen discuss 
their merits. Round about them small boys play. They run 
hither aid thither pursuing one another amid the crowd. 


END OF SCENE I 
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Scene: A small verandah on an upper storey of the British 
American Tobacco Company’s premises^ the upper part of 
which the staff lives in. At the back are heavy arches of 
whitewashed masonry and a low wall which serves as a parapet. 
Green blinds are drawn. There is a bamboo table on which are 
copies of illustrated papers, a couple of long bamboo chairs and 
two or three smaller arm-chairs. The floor is tiled. 

On one of the long chairs Harold Knox is lying asleep. He is a 
young man of pleasing appearance. He wears white ducks, but he 
has taken off his coat, which lies on a chair, and his collar and tie 
and pin. They are on the table by his side. He is troubled by a 
fly and, half waking but with bis eyes still closed, tries to drive i* 
away. 

Knox: Curse it. {He opens bis eyes andyawns.l Boyl 

Wu: [Outside.] Ye, 

Knox; 'What’s the time? 

[Wu comes in; be is a Chinese servant in a long blue gram 
with a black cap on his head. He bears a tray on which 
is a bottle of whis^, a glass and a syphon. 

Wu: My no sabe. 

Knox: Anyhow, it’s time for a whisky and soda. [Wu puts 
the tray down on the table. Knox smilesl] Intelligent 
anticipation. Model servant and all that sort of thing. 
[Wu pours out the wbisfy'.] You don’t care if I drink 
myself to death, Wu — do you? [Wu smiles, showing all bis 
teethl] Fault of the climate. Give me the glass. [Wu does 
so.] You’re like a mother to me, Wu. [He drinks and puts 
down the glass.] By George, I feel another man. The bull- 
dog breed, Wu. Never say die. Rule, Britannia. Pull up 
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the blinds, you lazy blighter. The sun’s off and the place 
is like an oven. 

[Wo goes over and pulls up one blind c^ter the other. An 
expanse of blue s^ it seen. Henry Anderson comes 
in. He is a man of thirty, fair, good-looking, with a 
pleasant, honest face. His obvious straightforwardness 
and sincerity him attractive. 

Harry: \BreR(ilyi\ HuUoa, Harold, you seem to be taking it 
easy. 

Knox; There was nothing to do in the ofHce, and I thought 
Fd get in my beauty sleep while I had the chance. 

Harry; I thought you had your beauty sleep before mid- 
night. 

Knox: Fm taking time by the forelock so as to be on the 
safe side. 

Harry: Are you going on the loose again to-night? 

Knox: Again, Hehry? 

Harry: You were blind last night. 

Knox; [With ffeat satisfaction.'^ Paralytic. . . . Hulloa, 
who’s this? 

[He catches sight of the Amah who has just entered. She is 
a little, thin, wrinkled, elderly Chinawoman in a long 
smock and trousers. She has ^Id pins in her sleek 
black hair. When she sees she has been noticed she 
smiles obsequious^. 

Knox: Well, fait chatmer, what can we do for you? 

Harry: What does she want, Wu? 

Knox; Is this the face that launched a thousand ships? 

Amah: My Missy have pay my letter. 

Harry: \With sudden ea^ interest^ Are you Mrs. Rathbone's 
amah? Have you got a letter for me? 

Amah: My belong Missy Rathbone amah. 
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Harry: Well, hurry up, don’t be all night about it. Lend 
me a dollar, Harold. I want to give it to the old girl. 

[T^e Amah /a^s a note out of her sleeve and gives it to 
Harry. He opens it and reads. 

Knox: I haven’t got a dollar. Give her a chit or ask Wu. 
He’s the only man I know who’s got any money. 

Harry: Let me have a dollar, Wu, Chop-chop. 

Wu: My go catchee. 

[He goes out. The Amah is standing near tlx table. 
While Knox and Harry go on talking she notices 
Knox’s pin. She smiles and smiles and makes little 
bows to the two men, but at the same time her hand 
cautiously reaches out for the pin and closes on it. 
Then she secretes it in her sleeve. 

Harry: I thought you were going to play tennis this 
afternoon. 

Knox: So 1 am, latet on. 

Harry: [Smilingl\ Do it now, dear boy. That is a precept a 
business man should never forget. 

Knox: I should hate to think you wanted to be rid of me. 

Harry: I dote on your company, but I feel that I mustn’t be 
selHsh. 

Knox: [P«///»g his /eg.] To tell you the truth, I don’t feel 
very fit to-day. 

Harry: A little bilious, I daresay. Half a dozen hard 
sets are just what you want. 

[He hands Knox bis coat. 

Knox: What is this? 

Harry: Your coat. 

Knox: You’re making yourself almost distressingly plain. 

[Wu comes hack and bands Harry a dollar, then gpes out, 
Harry gwer the dollar to the Amah. 
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Harry: Here’s a dollar for you. Amah. You go back to 
missy and tell her it’s all right aad will she come chop- 
chop. Sabe? 

Amah: My sabe. Goo’-bye. 

Knox: God bless you, dearie. It’s done me good to see 
your winsome little fece. 

Harry: [With a smile.] Shut up, Harold. 

\Tbe Amah, with nods^ smiles, and bows, goes out, 

Knox: Harry, my poor friend, is it possible that you have an 
assignation? 

Harry: What is possible is that if you don’t get out quick 
I’ll throw you out. 

Knox: Why didn’t you say you were expecting a girl? 

Harry: I’m not; I’m expecting a lady. 

Knox: Are you sure you know how to behave? If you’d 
like me to stay and see you don’t do the wrong thing I’ll 
chuck my tennis. I’m always ready to sacrifice myself 
for a friend. 

Harry: Has it struck you that the distance from the 
verandah to the street is very considerable? 

Knox: And the pavement is hard. I flatter myselfl can take 
a hint, I wonder where the devil my pin is. I left it on 
the table. 

Harry: I expect Wu put it away. 

Knox: It’s much mote likely that old woman pinched it. 

Harry: Oh, nonsense. She wouldn’t dream of such a thing. 
I believe Mrs. Rathbone’s had her for ages. 

Knox: Who is Mrs. Rathbone? 

Harry: [IVo/ wishing to be questioned^] A friend of mine. 

[George Conway comes in. He is a tall dark man in the 
early thirties. He is a handsome well-built fellow, of a 
somewhat rt^^d appearance, but urbane and sel^- 
assured. 

George: May I come in? 
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Harrt: [Eagerly, shaking him warmly by the hand.} At lastl By 
Jove, it’s good to see you again. You know Knox, don’t 
you? 

George: I think so. 

Knox: I wash bottles in the B.A.T. I don’t expect the 
Legation bloods to be aware of my existence. 

George: [With a twinkle in his ge.] I don’t know that an 
Assistant Chinese Secretary is such a blood as all that. 

Knox: You’ve just been down to Fuchow, haven’t you? 

George: Yes, I only got back this morning. 

Knox: Did you see Freddy Baker by any chance? 

George: Yes, poor chap. 

Knox: Oh, I’ve got no pity fox him. He’s just a damned 
fool. 

Harry: Why? 

Knox: Haven’t you heard? He’s married a half-caste. 

Harry: Wliatofit? I believe she’s a very pretty girl. 

Knox: I daresay she is. But hang it all, he needn’t have 
married her. 

George: I don’t t hink it was a very wise thing to do. 

Harry: I should have thought all those prejudices were out 
of date. Why shouldn’t a man marry a half-caste if he 
wants to? 

Knox; It can’t be very nice to have a wife whom even the 
missionary ladies turn up their noses at. 

Harry: [ With a shrug of the shoulders l\ You wait till Freddy’s 
number one in Hankow and can entertain. I bet the 
white ladies will be glad enough to know his missus then. 

George: Yes, but that’s just it. He’ll never get a good job 
with a Eurasian wife. 

Harry: He’s in Jardine’s, isn’t he? Do you mean to say it’s 
going to handicap a man in a shipping firm because he’s 
married a woman who’s partly Qdnese? 
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George: Of course it is. Jarciine’s are about the most 
important firm in China, and the manager of one of their 
principal branches has definite social obligations. Freddy 
Baker will be sent to twopenny-halfpenny outports 
where his wife doesn’t matter. 

Knox: I think he’s damned lucky if he’s not asked to resign 

Harry: It’s cruel. His wife may be a charming and cul- 
tivated woman. 

Knox; Have you ever known a half-caste that was? 

Harry: I have. 

Knox: Well, I’ve been in this country for seven years and 
I’ve never met one, male or female, that didn’t give me 
the shivers. 

Harry; I’ve no patience with you. You’re a perfect 
damned fool. 

Knox: [A little surprised, but quite g>od-humured.\ You’re 
getting rather excited, aren’t you? 

Harry: [Hot/j,] I hate injustice. 

George; Do you think it really is injustice? The English 
are not an unkindly race. If they’ve got a down on half- 
castes there are probably very good grounds for it. 

Harry: What are they? 

Knox: We don’t much like their morals, but we can’t stick 
their manners. 

George: Somehow or other they seem to inherit all the bad 
qualities of the two races &om which they spring and 
none of the good ones. I’m sure there are exceptions, but 
on the whole the Eurasian is vulgar and noisy. He can’t 
tell the truth if he tries. 

Knox: To do him justice, he seldom tries. 

George; He’s as vain as a peacock. He’ll cringe when he’s 
afraid of you and he’ll bully when he’s not. You can 
never rely on him. He’s crooked from the crown of his 
German hat to the toes of his American boots. 
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Knox: Stiaight from the shoulder. Take the count, old 
man. 

Harry: [Frigidly^ Oughtn’t you to be going? 

Knox: [Smiling^ No, but I will. 

Harry: I’m sorry if I was rude to you just now, old man. 

Knox: Silly ass, you’ve broken no bones; my self-esteem, 
thank God, is unimpaired. 

[He goes out. 

Harry: I say, I’m awfully glad you’re back, George. You 
can’t think how I miss you when you’re away. 

George: As soon as the shooting starts we’ll try and get 
two or three days together in the country. 

Harry: Yes, that would be jolly. [Calling^ Wul 

Wu: \Outside:\ Yel 

Harry: Bring tea for three. 

George: Who is the third? 

Harry: When you said you could come round I asked 
somebody I want you very much to meet. 

George: Who is that? 

Harry: Mrs. Rathbone. . . .I’m going to be married to 
her and we want you to be our best man. 

George: Harryl 

Harry: I thought you’d be surprised. 

George: My dear old boy, I am so glad. I hope you’ll be 
awfully happy. 

Harry; I’m awfully happy now. 

George: Why have you kept it so dark? 

Harry; I didn’t want to say anything till it was all settled. 
Besides, I’ve only known her six weeks. I met her when 
I was down in Shanghai. . . . 

George; Is she a widow? 

Harry; Yes, she was married to an American in the 
F.M.S. 
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Geoege". Is she Ameiicafl? 

Harry: Only by martiage. Fm afiaid she didn’t have a very 
happy married life. 

George: Poor thing. I think I’d take a small bet that you 
won’t beat her. 

Harry: I mean to try my best to make her happy. 

George: You old fool, I’ve never known a man who was 
likely to make a better husband. 

Harry: I’m most awfully in love with her, George. 

George: Isn’t that rippingl How old is she? 

Harry: Only twenty-two. She’s the loveliest thing you ever 
saw. 

George: And is she in love with you? 

Harry: She says so. 

George: She damned well ought to be. 

Harry; I do hope you’ll like her, George. 

George: Of course I shall. You’re not the sort of chap to 
fall in love with a woman who isn’t nice. 

[Harry walks up and down for a moment restlessly. 

Harry: Will you have a whisky and soda? 

George: No, thanks. . . . I’ll wait for tea. 

Harry: She ought to be here in a moment. \Suddenly 
making up his mind.] It’s no good beating about the bush. 
I may as well tell you at once. Her — ^her mother was 
Chinese. 

George: {Unable to conceal bis dismayi] Oh» Hatty. [A 
pmuei] I wish I hadn’t said all that I did just now. 

Harry: Of course you didn’t know. 

George: [Graoel)i.] I should have had to say something 
very like it, Harry. But I shouldn’t have put it so 
bluntly. 

Harry: You said yourself there were exceptions. 
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George: I know. [Distressed^ Won’t your people be 
rather upset? 

Harry: I don’t see how it can matter to them. They’re nine 
thousand miles away. 

George: Who was her father? 

Harry: Oh, he was a merchant. He’s dead. And her 
mother is too. 

George: That’s something. I don’t think you’d much like 
having a Chinese mother-in-law about the place. 

Harry: George, you won’t let it make any difference, will 
you? We’ve known one another all our lives. 

George: My dear old chap, as &r as I’m concerned I 
shouldn’t care if you married the first cousin of the Ace of 
Spades. I don’t want you to make a hash of things. 

Harry: Wait till you see her. She’s the most fascinating 
thing yoa ever met. 

George: Yes, they can be charming. I was awfully in love 

with a half , with a Eurasian girl myself years ago. 

It was before you came out to the country. I wanted to 
marry her. 

Harry: Why didn’t you? 

George; It was up in Chung-King. I’d just been appointed 
vice-consul. I was only twenty-three. The Minister 
wired from Peking that I’d have to resign if I did. I 
hadn’t a bob except my salary, and they transferred me to 
Canton to get me away. 

Harry: It’s different for you. You’re in the service and you 
may be hCnister one of these days. I’m only a merchant. 

George: Even for you there’ll be difficulties, you know. 

' Has it occurred to you that the white ladies won’t be very 
nice? 

Harry: I can do without their society. 


E* 
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George; You must know some people. It means you’ll 
have tJ hobnob with Eurasian clerks and their wives. 
I’m afraid you’ll find it pretty rotten. 

.-Iarry; If you’ll stick to me, I don’t care. 

George: I suppose you’ve absolutely made up your mind? 

Harry: Absolutely. 

George: In that case I’ve got nothing more to say. You 
can’t expect me not to be a little disappointed, but after 
aU the chief thing is your happiness, and whatever I can 
do I will. You can put your shirt on that. 

Harry: You’re a brick, George. 

George: The little lady ought to be here, oughtn’t she? 

Harry: I think I hear her on the stairs. 

[He £pes to the entrance and gtes out. Wu brings in the tea 
and sets it on the table. George walks over to the 
parapet and looks thoughtfullji out. There is a sound of 
voices in the adjoining room. 

Harry: [OHtside.\ Come in; he’s on the verandah. 

Daky: [Outside.] One brief look in the glass and then I’m 
ready. 

[Harry enters. 

Harry: She’s just coming. 

George: I bet she’s powdering her nose. 

Daisy: Here I am, 

[Daisy enters. She is cat extremely pretty woman, 
beautifully, perhaps a little showily, dressed. She has a 
pale, very clear, slightly sallow skin, and beautiful dark 
eyes. There is only the very faintest suspicion in them of 
the Chinese slant. Her hair is abmdant and black. 

Harry; This is George Conway, Daisy. 

[George stares at her. At first be is not quite sure that 
be recognises her, then suddenly be does, but on^ the 
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Daisy: How do you do? I told Harry I had an idea I must 
have met you somewhere. 1 don’t think I have after all. 

Harry: George flatters himself he’s not easily forgotten. 

Daisy: But I’ve heard so much about you from Harry that I 
feel as though we were old friends. 

Geqrge: It’s very kind of you to say so. 

Harry: Supposing you poured out the tea, Daisy. 

George: I’m dying for a cup. 

\Sbe sits down and proceeds to do so. 

Daisy: Harry is very anxious that you should like me. 

Harry: George and I have known one another since we 
were kids. His people and mine live quite close to one 
another at home. 

Daisy: But I’m not blaming you. I’m only wondering how 
I shall ingratiate myself with him. 

Harry: He looks rather severe, but he isn’t really. I think 
you’ve only got to be your natural charming self. 

Daisy: Have you told him about the house? 

Harry: No. [To George.] You know the temple the 
Harrisons used to have. We’ve taken that. 

George: Oh, it’s a ripping place. But won’t you find it 
rather a nuisance to have ^ose old monks on the top of 
you all the time? 

Harry: Oh, I don’t think so. Our part is quite separate, you 
know, and the Harrisons made it very comfortable. 

[Harold Knox comes in. He has changed into tennis 
things. 

Knox: I say, Harry. . . . [He sees Daisy.] Oh, I beg your 
pardon. 

Harry: Mr. Knox — ^Mrs. Rathbone. 

[Knox gives her a cat nod, but she holds out her band 
affably. He takes it. 

Daisy: How do you do? 
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Knox: I’m sorry to disturb you, Harry, but old Ku Faung 
Min is downstairs and wants to see you. 

Harrt: Tell him to go to blazes. The office is closed. 

Knox: He’s going to Hankow to-night, and he says he must 
see you before he goes. He’s got some big order to give. 

Harry: Oh, curse him. I know what he is. He’ll keep me 
talking for half an hour. D’you mind if I leave you? 

Daisy: Of course not. It’ll give me a chance of making Mr. 
Conway’s acquaintance. 

Harry: Til get rid of him as quickly as I can. 

[He goes out accompanied by Knox. 

Knox: [Ashegpesi\ Good-bye. 

[George looks at Daisy for a moment. She smiles at 
him. There is a silence. 

George: Why didn’t you warn me that it was you I was 
going to meet? 

Daisy: I didn’t know what you’d say about me to Harry if 
you knew. 

George: It was rather a risk, wasn’t it? Supposing I’d 
blurted out the truth. 

Daisy: I trusted to your diplomatic training. Besides, I’d 
prepared for it. I told him I thought I’d met you. 

George: Harry and I have been pals all our lives. I brought 
him out to China and I got him his job. When he had 
cholera he would have died if I hadn’t pulled hitu 
through. 

Daisy; I know. And in return he worships the ground you 
tread on. I’ve never known one man think so much of 
another as he docs of you. 

George: All that’s rot, of course. Sometimes I don’t know 
how I’m going to live up to the good opinion Harry has 
of me. But when you’ve done so much for a pal as I have 
for him, it gives you an awful sense of responsibility 
towards him. 
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Daist: What do you mean by that? 

George: I’m not going to let you marry him. 

Daisy: He’s so much in love with me that he doesn’t know 
what to do with himself, 

George: I know he is. But if you were in love with him 
you wouldn’t be so sure of it. 

Daisy: [With a sudden change of iane.'\ Why not? I was sure of 
your love. And God knows I was in love with you. 

[George makes a gesittre of dismay. He is taken aback 
for a moment, hut he quickly recovers. 

George: You don’t know what sort of a man Harrj’- is. 
Pie’s not like the fellows you’ve been used to. He’s never 
knocked around as most of us do. He’s always been as 
straight as a die. 

Daisy: I know. 

George: Have mercy on him. Even if there were nothing 
else against you, he’s not the sort of chap for you to 
marry. He’s awfully English. 

Daisy: If he doesn’t mind marrying a Eurasian, 1 really don’t 
see what business it is of yours. 

George: But you know very well that that isn’t the only 
thing against you. , 

Daisy: I haven’t an idea what you mean. 

George: Haven’t you? You forget the war. When we 
heard there was a very pretty young wonoan, apparently 
with plenty of money, living at the Hong Kong Hotel on 
very familiar terms with a lot of naval fellows, it became 
our business to make inquiries. I think I know every- 
thing there is against you. 

Daisy: Have you any right to make use of information 
you’ve acquired officially? 

George: Don’t be a fool, Daisy. 

Daisy: [Vassionately.] Tell him then. You’ll break his heart. 
You’ll make him utterly wretched. But he’ll marry me 
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all the same. When a maa’s as much iu love as he is he’ll 
forgive everything. 

George: I think it’s horrible. If you loved him you 
couldn’t marry him. It’s heartless. 

Daisy: [V/o/ea/^.] How dare you say that. You . . . you. 
You know what I am. Yes, it’s all true. I don’t Icnow 
what you know, but it can’t be worse than the truth. 
And whose fault is it? Yours. If I’m rotten, it’s you who 
made me rotten. 

George: I? No. You’ve got no right to say that. It’s cruel. 
It’s infamous. 

Daisy; I’ve touched you at last, have P Because you know 
it’s true. Don’t you remember when I first came to 
Chung-King? I was seventeen. My father had sent me 
to England to school when I was seven. I never saw him 
for ten years. And at last he wrote and said I was to come 
back to China. You came and met me on the boat and 
told me my father had had a stroke and was dead. You 
took me to the Presbyterian mission. 

George: That was my job. I was awfully sorry for you. 

Daisy: And then in a day or two you came and told me that 
my father hadn’t left anything and what there was went 
to his relations in England. 

George: Naturally he didn’t expect to die. 

Daisy: [Passionafe^.] If he ms going to leave me like that, 
why didn’t he let me stay with my Chinese mother? 
Why did he bring me up like a lady? Oh, it was cruel. 

George: Yes. It was unpardonable. 

Daisy: I was so lonely and so frightened. You seemed to be 
sorry for me. You were the only person who was really 
kind to me. You were practically the first man I’d known. 
I loved you. I thought you loved me. Oh, say that you 
loved me then, George. 

George: You know I did. 
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Daisy: I was very innocent in those days. I thought that 
■when two people loved one another they married. I 
wasn’t a Eurasian then, George. I was like any other 
EngUsh girl. If you’d married me I shouldn’t be what I 
am now. But they took you away from me. You never 
e'ven said good-bye to me. You wrote and told me 
you’d been transferred to Canton. 

George: I couldn’t say good-bj'e to you, Daisy. They said 
that if I married you I’d have to leave the service. I was 
absolutely penniless. They dinned it into my ears that if 
a white man marries a Eurasian he’s done for. I wouldn’t 
listen to them, but in my heart I knew it was true. 

Daisy: I don’t blame you. You wanted to get on, and you 
have, haven’t you? You’re Assistant Chinese Secretary 
already, and Harry says you’ll be Minister before you’ve 
done. It seems rather hard that I should have had to pay 
the price. 

George: Daisy, you’ll never know what anguish I suffered. 
I can’t expect you to care. It’s very natural if you hate 
me. I was ambitious, I didn’t want to be a failure. I 
knew that it was madness to marry you. I had to kill 
my love. I couldn’t. It was stronger than I was. At last 
I couldn’t help myself. I made up my mind to chuck 
even^hing and take the consequences. I was just 
starting for Chung-King when I heard you were living 
in Shanghai -with a rich Chinaman. 

[Daisy gwej- a little moan. There is a silence. 

Daisy: They hated me at the mission. They found feult 
■with me from morning till night. They blamed me 
because you wanted to marry me, and they treated me as 
if I was a designing cat. When you went away they 
heaved a sigh of relief. Then they started to convert me. 
They thought I’d better become a school teacher. They 
hated me because I was seventeen. They hated me 
because I was pretty. Oh, the brutes. They killed all the 
religion I’d got. There ■was only one person who 
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seemed to care if I was alive or dead. That was my 
mother. Oh, I was so ashamed the first time I saw her. 
At school in England Pd told them so often that she was 
a Chinese princess that I almost believed it myself. She 
looked like an amah. My mother was a dirty little ugly 
Chinawoman. Fd forgotten all my Chinese and I had to 
talk to her in English. She asked me if I’d like to go to 
Shanghai with her. I was ready to do anything in the 
world to get away from the mission, and I thought in 
Shanghai I shouldn’t be so far away from you. They 
didn’t want me to go, but they couldn’t keep me against 
my will. When we got to Shanghai she sold me to Lee 
Tai Cheng for two thousand dollars. 

George: Howterriblel 

Daisy; I’ve never had a chance. O George, isn’t it possible 
for a woman to turn over a new leaf? You say that 
Harry’s good and kind. Don’t you see what that means 
to me? Became he’ll think me good I shall be good. 
After all, he couldn’t have fallen in love with me if I’d 
been entirely worthless. I hate the life I’ve led. I want to 
go straight. I swear I’ll make him a good wife. O 
George, if you ever loved me have pity on me. If 
Hatty doesn’t naarry me Pm done. 

George: How can a marriage be happy that’s founded on a 
tissue of lies? 

Daisy: I’ve never told Harry a single lie. 

George: You told him you hadn’t been happily married. 

Daisy: That wasn’t a lie. 

George: You haven’t been married at all. 

Daisy: [W/'/i a roguish looki\ Well, then, I haven’t been 
nappiiy married, have I? 

George: Who was this fellow Rathbone? 

Daisy: He was an American in business at Singapore. I met 
him in Shanghai. I hated Lee. Rathbone asked me to go 
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to Singapore with him, and I went. I lived with him tor 
tour years. 

George: Then you went back to Lee Tai Cheng. 

Daisy: Rathbone died. There was nothing else to do. My 
mother was always nagging me to go back to him. He’s 
rich and she makes a good thing out of it. 

George: I thought she was dead. 

Daisy: No. I told Harry she was because I thought it 
would make it easier for him. 

George: She isn’t with you now, is she? 

Daisy: No, she lives at Ichang. She doesn’t bother me as 
long as I send her something every month. 

George: Why did you tell Harry that you were twenty- 
two? It’s ten years since you came to China, and you 
were seventeen then. 

Daisy: [ With a twinkle in her Qie,] Any woman of my age will 
tell you that seventeen and ten are twenty-two. 

[George does not smile. With frowning brow he walks up 
and down. 

George: Oh, I wish to God I knew nothing about you. I 
can’t bring myself to tell him, and yet how can I let him 
marry you in absolute ignomnee? O Daisy, for your sake 
as well as for his I beseech you to tell him the whole 
truth and let him decide for himself. 

Daisy: And break his heart? There’s not a missionary who 
believes in God as he believes in me. If he loses his trust 
in me he loses everything. Tell him if you think you 
must, if you have no pity, if you have no regret for all the 
shame and misery you brought on me, you, you, you — 
but if you do, I swear, I swear to God that I shall kill 
myself. I won’t go back to that hateful life. 

[He looks at her earnestly for a moment. 
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George: I don’t know if I’m doing right or wrong. I shall 
tell him nothing. 

[Daisy gives a deep sigh of relief. Harry comes in. 

Harry: I say, Fm awfully sotry to have been so long. 1 
couldn’t get the old blighter to go. 

Daisy: [With complete selJ-eontrol!\ If I say you’ve been an 
age, it’ll look as though Mr. Conway had been boring 
me. 

Harry: I hope you’ve made friends. 

Daisy: [To George.] Have we? 

George: I hope so. But now I think I must bolt. I have a 
long Chinese document to translate. [Holding out bis 
hand to Daisy.] I hope you’ll both be very happy. 

Daisy: I think I’m going to like you. 

George: Good-bye, Harry, old noan. 

Harry: I shall see you later on in the dub, shan’t I? 

George: If I can get through my work. 

[He goes out. 

Harry: What have you and George been talking about? 

Daisy: We discussed the house. It’ll be great fun buying 
things for it. 

Harry: I could have killed that old Chink for keeping me so 
long. I grudge every minute that I spend away from you. 

Daisy: It’s nice to be loved. 

Harry: You do love me a little, don’t you? 

Daisy: A little more than a little, my lamb. 

Harry: I wish I were more worth your while. You’ve 
made me feel so dissatisfied with myself. I’m such a 
rotter. 

Daisy: You’re not going to disagree with me already. 

Harry: What about? 

Daisy: About you. I think you’re a perfect duck, 

\The Amah appears. 
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Harry: Hulloa, Erho’s this? 

Daisy: Oh, it’s my amah. 

Harry: I didn’t recognise her for a moment. 

Daisy: She doesn’t approve of my being alone with strange 
gentlemen. She looks after me as if I was a child of ten. 

Amah: Velly late. Missy Daisy. Time you come along. 

Harry: Oh, nonsense. 

Daisy: She wants me to go and be fitted. She never lets me 
go out in Peldng alone. 

Harry: She’s quite right. 

Daisy: Amah, come and be introduced to the gentleman. 
He’s going to be your master now. 

Amah: [Smiling, with little nods.\ Velly nice gentleman. 
You keepy Missy Daisy old amah — ^yes? Velly good 
amah — yes? 

Daisy: She’s been with me ever since I was a child. 

Harry: Of course we’ll keep her. She was with you when 
you were in Singapore? 

Daisy: [With a little sigh.] Yes, I don’t know what I should 
have done without her sometimes. 

Harry: O Daisy, I do want to make you forget all the 
unhappiness you have suffered. 

[Hs takes her in bis arms and kisses her on the lips. 

The Amah chuckles to herself silenflj. 


END OF SCENE II 
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Scene: Th Temple of Fidelity and Virtuous Inclination. The 
courtyard is shorn. At the hack is the sanctuary in which is 
seen the altar table; on this are two large vases in each of which 
are seven lotus flowers, ^It hut discoloured by incense, and in the 
middle there is a sand-box in which are burning Joss-sticks; 
behind is the image of Buddha. The sanctuary can be closed by 
huge doors. These are now open. A flight of steps leads up to it. 

A service is finishing. The monks are seen on each side of the altar 
kneeling in two rows. They are clad in ff-ey gowns and their 
heads are shaven. Th^ sing the invocation to Buddha, repeating 
the same words over and over again in a monotonous chant. 
Daisy stands outside the sanctuary door, on the steps, listlessly. 
The Amah is squatting by her side. Now the service finishes; 
the monks form a procession and two by two, still singing, come 
down tbs steps and go out. A tiny acolyte blows out the oil 
lamps and with an effort shuts the temple doors. 

Daisy comes down the steps and sits on one of the lower ones. 
She is dreadfully bored. 

Amah: What is the nnattet with my pletty one? 

Daisy: What should be the matter? 

Amah: ]With a snigger. \ Hi yah. Old Amah got velly good 
eyes in her head. 

Daisy: \As though talkingto herself I’ve got a husband who 
adores me and a nice house to live in. I’ve got a position 
and as much money as I want. I’m safe. I’m respectable. 
I ought to be happy. 

Amah: I say, Harry no good, what for you wanchee 
marry? You say, I wanchee marry, I wanchee marry. 
Well, you married. What you wanchee now? 

124 
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Daisy: They say life is short. Good God, how long the days 
are. 

Amah: You wanchee pony — ^Harry give you pony. You 
wanchee jade ring — ^Harry give you jade ring. You 
wanchee sable coat — Harry give you sable coat. Why 
you not happy? 

Daisy: I never said I wasn’t happy. 

Amah; Hi yah. 

Daisy: If you laugh like that I’ll kill you. 

Amah: You no kill old Amah. You wandiee old Amah. 
I got something velly pletty for my little Daisy Sower. 

Daisy: Don’t be an old fool. I’m not a child any more. 
[Desperately.] I’m growing older, older, older. And 
every day is just like every other day. I might as well 
be dead. 

Amah: Look this pletty present old Amah have got. 

[She takes a jade necklace out of her sleeve and puts it, 
smiling, into Daisy’s hand. 

Daisy: \With sudden vivacityl] Oh, what a lovely chain. It’s 
beautiful jade. How much do they want for it? 

Amah: It’s a present for my little Daisy. 

Daisy: For me? It must have cost five hundred dollars. 
Who is it from? 

Amah: To-day is my little Daisy’s wedding-day. She have 
married one year. Perhaps old Amah wanchee give her 
little flower present. 

Daisy: YouI Have you ever given me anything but a 
beating? 

Amah: Lee Tai Cheng pay me necklace and say you give 
to Daisy. 

Daisy: You old hag. 


[She flings the necklace atvay violently 
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Amah: You silly. Worth plenty money. You no wanchee, 
I sell rich Amelican. 

{She is just going after the necklace, when Daisy catches 
her violently ly the arm. 

Daisy: How dare you? How dare you? I told you that 
you were never to let Lee Tai speak to you again. 

Amah: You very angry, Daisy. You very angry before, 
but you go back to Lee Tai; he think maybe you go 
back again. 

Daisy: TeU him that I loathe the sight of him. Tell him 
that if I were starving I wouldn’t take a penny from him. 
Tell him that if he dares to come round here I’ll have 
him beaten till he screams. 

Amah: Hi yah. 

Daisy: And you leave me alone, will you? Harry hates 
you. I’ve only got to say a word and he’ll kick you 
out in five minutes. 

Amah: What would my little Daisy do without old Amah, 
hi yah? What for you no talkee true? You think old 
Amah no got eyes? {With a cunning, arch lookl[ I got 
something make you velly glad. 

{She takes a note out of her sleeve, 

Daisy: What’s that? 

Amah: I got letter. 

Daisy: {Snatching it from her.] Give it me. How dare you 
hide it? 

Amah: Have come when you with Harry. I think maybe 
you no wanchee read when Harry there. [Daisy tears 
it open.] What he say? 

Daisy: \^adingl\ “I’m awfully sorry 1 can’t dine with you 
on Thursday, but I’m engaged. I’ve just remembered 
it’s your wedding day and I’ll look in for a minute. Ask 
Harry if he’d like to ride with me.” 

Amah: Is that all? 
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Daisy: "Yours ever. George Conway.” 

Amah: You love him very much, George Conway. 

Daisy: [Tahxg no notice of her, passionately. 1 At last. I haven’t 
seen him for ten days. Ten mortal days. Oh, I want him. 
I want him. 

Amah: Why you not taLkee old AmaW 

Daisy: [Desperately.] I can’t help myself. Oh, I love him so. 
What shall I do? I can’t live without him. If you don’t 
want me to die make him love me. 

Amah: You see, you wanchee old Amah. 

Daisy: Oh, I’m so unhappy, I think I shall go mad. 

Amah: Sh, shl Maybe he love you too. 

Daisy: Never. He hates me. Why does he avoid me? He 
never comes here. At first he was always looking in. 
He used to come out and dine two or three days a week. 
What have I done to him? He only comes now because 
he does not want to offend Harry. Harry, Harry, what 
do I care for Harry? 

Amah: Shi Don’t let him see. Give Amah the letter. 

[She snatches it from Daisy and bides it in her ^ess just 
as Harry comes in. Daisy pulls herself together. 

Harry: I say, Daisy, I’ve just had the ponies saddled. Put 
on your habit and let’s go for a ride. 

Daisy: I’ve got a headache. 

Harry; Oh, my poor child. Why don’t you lie down? 

Daisy: I thought I was better in the air. But there’s no 
reason why you shouldn’t ride. 

Harry: Oh no, I won’t ride without you. 

Daisy: Why on earth not? It’ll do you good. You know 
when my head’s bad I only want to be left alone. Your 
pony wants exercising, 

Harry: The boy can do that. 
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Daist: [Try«(g to conceal her growing exasperation^^ Please do 
as I ask. I’d rather you went, 

Harry: \l^u^ingl[ Of course, if you’re so anxious to get 
rid of me. . . . 

Daisy: [Smiling.^ I can’t bear that you should be done out 
of your ride. If you won’t go alone you’ll just force me 
to come with you. 

Harry; I’ll go. Give me a kiss before I do. [She puts up 
her lips to hisl\ I’m almost ashamed of myself. I’m just 
as madly in love with you as the day we were married. 

Daisy: You are a dear. Have a nice ride, and when you 
come back I shall be ail right. 

Harry: That’s ripping. I shan’t be very long. 

[H< goes out. The ligptness, the smile with which she 
has spoken to Harry disappear as he goes^ and she 
looks worried and anxious. 

Daisy; Supposing they meet? 

Amah: No can. Harry go out back way. 

Daisy: Yes, I suppose he will. I wish he’d be quick. 
\yiolent^l\ I must see George. 

Amah: {Picking up the necklace^ Velly pletty necklace. You 
siUy girk Why you no take? 

Daisy: Oh, damn, why can’t you leave me alone? \Listeningl[ 
What on earth is Harry doing? I thought the pony was 
saddled. 

Amah: {poking at the necklaeel\ What shall I do with this? 

Daisy: Throw it in the dustbin. 

Amah: Lee Tai no Hkee that very much. 

Daisy; {Hearing the sound of the pony, with a sigh of relief] 
He’s gone. Now I’m safe. Where’s my bag? [She takes 
a little mirror out of it and looks at herself] I look perfectly 
hideous. 

Amah: Don’t be siUy. You velly pletty girl, 
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Daisy: [Her ears all alerf.] There’s someone riding along. 

x\mah: That not pony. That Peking cart. 

Daisy: You old fool, I tell you it’s a pony. At last. Oh, 
my heart’s beating so. i . . It’s stopping at the gate. 
It’s George. Oh, I love him. I love Wm. [To the A^h, 
stamping her foot.^ What ate you waiting for? I don’t 
want you here now; and don’t listen, d’you hear? Get 
out, get outl 

Amah: All light. My go away. 

[The Amah slinks aw^. Daisy stands waiting for 
George, holding her hands to her heart as though to 
stop the angpish of its beating. She makes a great 
effort at self-control as George enters. He is in 
riding kit. He has a bunch of orchids in his hand. 

George: HuUoa, what are you doing here? 

Daisy: I was tired of sitting in the drawing-room. 

George: I remembered it was your wedding-day, I’ve 
brought you a few flowers. 

[She takes them with both hands. 

Daisy: Thank you. That is kind of you. 

George: [Gravely . I hope you’ll always be very happy. I 
hope you’ll allow me to say how grateful I am that you’ve 
given Harry so much happiness. 

Daisy: You’re very solemn. One would almost think you’d 
prepared that pretty speech beforehand. 

George: [Trying to take it lightly I’m sorry if it didn’t sound 
natural. I can promise you it was sincere. 

Daisy: Shall we sit dov/n? 

George: I think we ought to go for our ride while the 
light lasts. FU come in and have a drink on the way 
back. 

Daisy: Harry’s out. 

George: Is he? I sent you a note this morning. I said I 
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couldn’t dine on Thursday and I’d come and fetch 
Harry for a ride this afternoon. 

Daisy: I didn’t tell him. 

George: No? 

Daisy: I don’t see you very often nowadays. 

George: There’s an awful lot of work to do just now. They 
lead me a dog’s life at the Legation. 

Daisy: Even at night? At first you used to come and dine 
with us two or three nights a week. 

George: I can’t always be sponging on you. It’s positively 
indecent. 

Daisy: We don’t know many people. It’s not always very 
lively here. I should have thought if you didn’t care to 
come for my sake you’d have come for Harry’s. 

George: I come whenever you ask me. 

Daisy: You haven’t been here for a month. 

George: It just happens that the last two or three times 
you’ve asked me to dine I’ve been engaged. 

Daisy: [Htr voice breaking^ You promised that we’d be 
friends. What have I done to turn you against me? 

George: [H/j amour pierced by the emotion in her voice.] Oh, 
Daisy, don’t speak like that. 

Daisy: I’ve tried to do everything I could to please youj 
If there’s anything I do that you don’t like, won’t you 
tell me? I promise you I won’t do it. 

George: Oh, my dear child, you make me feel such an 
awful beast. 

Daisy: Is it the past that you can’t forget? 

Georgs: Good heavens, no! What do I cate about the 
past? ’ 

Daisy: I have so few friends. I’m so awfully fond of you, 
George. 
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George: I don’t think I’ve given you much cause to be 
that. 

Daisy: Tliere must be some reason why you won’t ever 
come near me. Why won’t you tell me? 

George: Oh, it’s absurd, you’re making a mountain out 
of a molehill. 

Daisy: You used to be so jolly, and we used to laugh 
together. I looked forward so much to your coming 
here. What has changed you? 

George: Nothing has changed me. 

Daisy: [With a passion of despair^ Oh, 1 might as well batter 
my head against a brick wall. How can you be so unkind 
to me? 

George: For God’s sake. . . . [Hs Heaven knows, 

I don’t want to be unkind to you. 

Daisy: Then why do you treat me as an outcast? Oh, it’s 
cruel, cruel. 

[George is excessive^ distressed. He walks up and 
down, frowning. He cannot bear to look at Daisy 
and he speaks with hesitation. 

George: You’ll think me an awful rotter, Daisy, but you 
can’t think me mote of a rotter than I think myself. I 
don’t know how to say it. It seems such an awful thing 
to say. I’m so ashamed of myself. I don’t suppose two 
men have ever been greater pals than Harry and I. He’s 
married to you and he’s awfully in love with you. 
And I think you’re in love with him. I was only twenty- 
three when I — first knew you. It’s an awful long time 
ago, isn’t it? There ate some wounds that never quite 
heal, you know. Oh, my God, don’t you understand? 
[His embarrassment, the distraction of his tone, and the way 
the halting words fall unwillingly from his lips hm betrayed 
the truth to Daisy. She does not speak, she does not stir, she 
looks at him with great shining eyes. She hardly dares to 
breathe.'l If ever you wanted revenge on me you’ve got 
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It now. You must see that it’s better that I shouldn’t 
Twin- litre rco often. Forgive me — Good-bye. 

[He lurries oihiy with arerted face. Daisy stands 
•'..f.snkss, erect; she is almost transfigured. She 
dran-s a long breath. 
n.usYiOGMJl He loves me. 

iaiies the orchids he has brought her and crushes 
/j hr heart. The Aiuh appears. 

.'.’lAii: You wanchte buy Manchu dress, Daisy? 


D \iiy: Go avv-ay. 

'I’fsri: VeU}? cheap. You look see. No likee, no buy. 

D iI'Y: [Impatient^-.] I’m sick of curio-dealers. 

A’i'.ii: Velly pletty Manchu diess. 

[She drans aside a little and allows a man with a large 
bundle n rapped up in a blue cotton cloth to come in. 
He is a Chinese. He is dressed in a long black robe 
and a round black cap. It is Lee Tai Cheng. He 
is big and rather stout. From his smooth and yellow 
face bis black eyes gleam craftily. He lays his bundle 
on the ground and unties it, showing a pile of gorgeoth 
Manchu dresses. Daisy has taken no notice of him. 
Suddenly she secs that a man, with bis back turned 
to her, is there. 

Daisy; [To the Am.ah.] I told you I wouldn’t see the man. 
Send him away at once. 

T .fk Tai: fuming round, with a sly smilel\ You look see. No 
likee, no buy. 

Daisy; [With a start of surprise and dismty.] Lee! 

T-f.p. Tai: [Coming forward coolly Good afternoon, Daisy. 

D.aisy: [Recovering herself] It’s lucky for you Fm in a good 
temper or I’d have you thrown out by the bo> I'C'hat 
have you brought this junk for? 

Lfe Tai: A curio-dealer can come and go and no one 
Wonders. 
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Amah: Lee Tai velly clever man. 

Daisy: Give me that chain. [Th Amah takes it out of he^ 
sleeve and gives it to her. Daisy flings it eontemptmusly at 
Lee Tai’s feet.] Take it. Pack up your things and go. 
If you ever dare to show your fece here again Til tell 
my husband. 

Lee Tai: [With a chuckle^ What will you tell him? Don’t 
you be a siUy girl, Daisy. 

Daisy: What do you want? 

Lee Tai: {Coolly.] You. 

Daisy: Don’t you know that I loathe you? You disgust me. 

Lee Tai: What do I care? Perhaps if you loved me I 
shouldn’t want you. Your hatred is like a sharp and 
bitter sauce that tickles my appetite. 

Daisy: You beast. 

Lee Tai: I like the horror that makes your body tremble 
when I hold you in my arms. And sometimes the horror 
turns on a sudden into a wild tempest of passion. 

Daisy: You liar. 

Lee Tai: Leave this stupid white man. What is he to you? 

Daisy: He is my husband. 

Lee Tai: It is a year to-day since you were married. What 
has marriage done for you? You thought when you 
married a white man you’d become a white woman. 
Do you think they can look at you and forget? How 
many white women do you know? How many friends 
have you got? You’re a prisoner. I’ll take you to 
Singapore or Calcutta. Don’t you want to amuse your- 
self? Do you want to go to Europe? I’ll take you to 
Paris. rU give you more money to spend in a week than 
your husband earns in a year. 

Daisy: I’m very comfortable in Peking, thank you. 

Lee Tai: [Snapping his fin^rs,] You don’t care that for your 
husband. He loves you. You despise him. Don’t you 
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■wish with all your heart that you hadn’t married him? 

Aj.uh; He velly silly white man. He no likee Daisy’s olJ 
Amah. Maybe one day he b’long sick. Daisy cry velly 
much if he die? 

D.iist: [Impatiently Don’t be such a fool. 

Am.sh: Maybe one day he drink whisky soda. Oh, velly ill, 
velly ill. What’s the matter with me? No sabe. No can 
stand. Doctor no sabe. Then die. Hi yah. 

Daisy: You sUly old woman. Harry’s not a Chinaman and 
he wouldn’t call in a Chinese doctor. 

Lee Tai: [Witi a smile\ China is a very old and a highly 
civilised country, Daisy. When anyone is in your way 
it’s not very difficult to get rid of him. 

Daisy: \ScornJnllj\ And do you think I’d let poor Harry be 
murdered so that I might be free to listen to your 
generous proposals? You must think I’m a fool if you 
expect me to risk my neck for that. 

Lee Tai: You don’t take any risk, Daisy. You know 
nothing. 

Amah: Lee Tai velly clever man, Daisy. 

Daisy: I thought so once. Lee Tai, you’re a damned fool. 
Get out. 

Lee Tai: Freedom is a very good thing, Daisy. 

D.usy; What should I do ■with it? 

Lee Tai: Wouldn’t you like to be free now? looks at 
him sharply. She wonders if it eon possibly be that he suspects 
her passion for George Conway. He meets her glance 
steadilyl\ One day Sen Shi Ming was sitting with his 
wife looking at a Tang bronze that he had just bought 
■when he heard someone in the street crying for help. 
Sen Shi was a very brave man and he snatched up a 
revolver and ran out. Sen Shi forgot that he had cheated 
his brother out of a house in Hatamen Street or he would 
have been more prudent. Sen Shi ■was found by the 
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watchman an hour later with a dagger in his heart. Who 
killed cock-robin? 

Amah; Hi yah. Sen Shi velly silly man. 

Lee Tai: His brother knew that. They had grown up 
together. If I heard cries for help outside my house late 
in the night, I should ask myself who had a grudge 
against me and I should make sure the door was bolted. 
But white men are very brave. White men don’t know 
the Chinese customs. Would you be very sorry if an 
accident happened to your charming husband? 

Daisy: I wonder what you take me for? 

Lee Tai: Why do you pretend to me, Daisy? Do you think 
I don’t know you? 

Daisy: The door is a little on the left of you, Lee Tai. Would 
you give yourself the trouble of walldng through it. 

Lee Tai: \Witb a mik\ I go, but I come back. Perhaps 
you’ll change your mind. 

[Hs ties up his bundle and is about to go. Harry enters. 

Daisy; O Harry, you’re back very soon. 

Harry: Yes, thi pony went lame. Fortunately I hadn’t gone 
far before I noticed it. Who’s this? 

Daisy: It’s a curio-dealer. He has nothing I want. I was 
just sending him away. 

(Lee Tai takes up bis bundle and goes out. 

Harry: [Noticing the orchids^ Someone been sending you 
flowers? 

Daisy: George. 

Harry: Rather nice of him. [To the Amah.] Run along. 
Amah, I want to talk to missy. 

Ai^iah: All light. 

Harry: And don’t let me catdi you listening round the 
corner. 

Amah: My no listen. What for I listen? 

Harry: Run along— chop-chop. 
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Amah: Can do. 

[She goes out. 

Harry: [With a laugh. \ 1 couldn’t give you a greater proof 
of my affection than consenting to have that old woman 
around all the time. 

Daisy: I don’t know why you dislike her. She’s devoted 
to me. 

Harry: That’s the only reason I put up with her. She gives 
me the creeps. I have the impression that she watches 
every movement I make. 

Daisy: Oh, what nonsense. 

Harry: And I’ve caught her eavesdropping. 

Daisy: Was it Amah that you wanted to talk to me about? 

Harry: No, I’ve got something to tell you. How would 
you like to leave Peking? 

Daisy: [VVV/A a start, suddenly off her ^ard.\ Not at all. 

Harry: I’m afraid it’s awfully dull for you here, darling. 

Daisy: I don’t find it so. 

Harry: You’re so dear and sweet. Ate you sure you don’t 
say that on my account? 

Daisy: I'm very fond of Peldng. 

Harry: We’ve been married a year now. I don’t want to 
hurt your feelings, darling, but it’s no good beating 
about the bush, and I think it’s better to be franV 

Daisy: Surely you can say anything you like to me without 
hesitation. 

Harry: Things have been a little awkward in a way. The 
women I used to know before we married left cards on 
you 

Daisy: Having taken the precaution to discover that I 
should be out. 

Harry: And you returned those cards and that was the end 
of it, I asked George what he thought about my taking 
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you to the club to play tennis, and he said he thought 
we’d better not risk it. The result is that you don’t 
know a soul. 

Daisy: Have I ever complained? 

Harht: You’ve been most awfully decent about it, but I 
hate to think of your spending day after day entirely 
by yourself. It can’t be good for you to be so much 
alone. 

Daisy: I might have known Mrs. Chuan. She’s a white 
woman. 

Harry: Oh, my dear, she was — ^Heaven knows what she 
was. She’s married to a Chinaman. It’s horrible. She’s 
outside the pale. 

Daisy: And there’s Bertha Raymond. She’s verj' nice even 
though she is a Eurasian. 

Harry: I’m sure she’s very nice, but we couldn’t very well 
have the Raymonds here and refuse to go to them. Her 
brother is one of the clerks in my oflBce. I don’t want to 
seem an awful snob . . . 

D.usy: You needn’t hesitate to say anything about the 
Eurasians. You can’t hate and despise them more than 
I do. 

Harry: I don’t hate and despise them. I think that’s odious. 
But sometimes they’re not very tactful. I don’t know 
that I much want one of my clerks to come and slap me 
on the back in the office and call me “old chap.’’ 

Daisy; Of course not. 

Harry; The fact is we’ve been trying to do an impossible 
thing. It’s no good kicking against the pricks. What 
with the Legations and one thing and another Peking’s 
hopeless. We’d fer better clear out. 

Daisy: But if I don’t mind, why should you? 

Harry: Well, it’s not very nice for me either. It’s for my 
sake just as much as for yours that I’d be glad to go 

F 
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elsewhere. Of course everybody at the club knows I’m 
married. Some of them ignore it altogether. I don’t 
minH that so much. Some of them ask after you with 
an esa>^gerated cordiality which is rather offensive. And 
evi-ty now and then some fool begins to slang the 
Eur.sians and everybody kicks him under the table. 
Then he remembers about me and goes scarlet. By 
God, it’s l.cli. 

Daisy: [Sii/liJj.] I don’t want to leave Peking. I’m very 
happy here. 

H.irry: Well, darling. I’ve applied for a transfer. 

Daisy; [With sudden mdiffiation.] Without saying a word 
to me? 

Harry: I thought you’d be glad. I didn’t want to say 
anjrthing till it was settled. 

Daisy: Do you think I am a child to have everything 
arranged for me without a word? [Trying to control 
herself. \ After all, you’d never see George. Surely you 
don’t want to lose sight of your only real friend. 

Harry; I’ve talked it over with George and he thinks it’s 
the best thing to do. 

Daisy: Did he advise you to go? 

Harry: Strongly. 

Daisy: [Violently I won’t do it. I won’t leave Peking. 

Harry: Why should his advice make the difference? 

Daisy: Why? [She is confused for a moment, but quickly recovers 
herself.] I won’t let George Conway — or anybody else — 
decide where I’m to go. 

Harry; Don’t be unreasonable, darling. 

Daisy: I won’t go. I tell you I won’t go. 

Harry: WeU, I’m afraid you must now. It’s all settled. 
The transfer is decided. 

Daisy: [Bursting into tears.] O Harry, don’t take me away 
from here. I can’t bear it. 1 want to stay here. 
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Harry: O darling, how can you be so silly? You’ll have .1 
much better time at one of the outports. You see, there 
are so few white people there that they can’t afford to 
put on frills. They’ll be jolly glad to know us both. We 
shall lead a normal life and be like everybody else. 

Daisy: [Sulkily.'\ Where do you want to go? 

Harry: I’ve been put in charge of our place at Chung- 
King. 

Daisy: [Starting with a ctyi\ Chung-King. Of course you’d 
choose Chung-King. 

Harry: Why, what’s wrong with it? Do you know it? 

Daisy: No — oh, what am I talking about? I’m all confused. 
Yes, I was there once when I was a girl. It’s a hateful 
place. 

Harry: Oh, nonsense. The consul’s got a charming wife, 
and there are an awfully nice lot of people there. 

Daisy: [Distracted.] Oh, what shall I do? I’m so unhappy. 
If you cared for me at all you wouldn’t treat me so 
cruelly. You’re ashamed of me. You want to hide me. 
Why should I bury myself in a hole two thousand miles 
up the river? I won’t go. I won’t go. I won’t go. 

[She bursts into a storm of hysterical weeping. 

Harry: [Trjing to take her in bis arms.] O Daisy, for God’s 
sake don’t cry. You know I’m not ashamed of you. 
I love you more than ever. I love you with all my 
heart. 

Daisy: [Drawing awt^ from himl] Don’t touch me. Leave 
me done. I hate you. 

Harry: Don’t say that, Daisy. It hurts me frightfully. 

Daisy: Oh, go away, go away. 

Harry: [Seeling to reason with her.] I can’t leave you like 
this. 

Daisy: Go, go, go, go, gol I don’t want to see you. O God, 
what shall I do? 
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[She flings herself down on the steps, weeping hysterically . 
Harry, much distressed, looks at her in perplexity. 
The Amah comes in. 

Amah; You make missy dy. You velly bad man. 

Harry: What the devil do you want? 

Amah: {Going up to Daisy and stroking her bead.l What thing 
he say to my poor little flower? Maskcc. He belong 
velly bad man. 

Harry; Shut up, you old ... I won’t have you talk like 
that. I’ve put up with a good deal from you, but if 
you try to make mischief between Daisy and me, by 
God, rU throw you out into the street with my own 
hands. 

.Vmah: What thing you do my Daisy? You no cly, Daisy. 

Harry; Darling, don’t be unreasonable. 

Daisy: Go away, don’t come near me. I hate you. 

Harry: How can you say things so unkind? 

D-aisy: Send him away. 

[She begins to sob again more violently. 

Amah: You go away. You no can see she no wanchec you. 
You come back bimeby. My sabe how talk to Uttle 
flower. 

[Harry hesitates for a moment. He is harassed by the 
scene. Then he makes up bis mind the best thing is 
to leave Daisy with the Amah. He gtes out. Daisy 
raises her head cautiously. 

Daisy; Has he gone? 

.\mah: Yes. He go drink whisky soda. 

Daisy; Do you know what he wants? 

Amah; What for he tell me no listen? So fashion I sabe 
he say something I wanchee hear. He wandiee you 
leave Peking. 

Daisy: I won’t go. 
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Amah: Harry velly silly man. He alia same pig. You pull 
thisa way, he pull thata way. If Harry say you go way 
from Peking — you go. 

Daisy: Never, never, never! 

Amah: You go away from Peking you never see George 
any more. 

Daisy: I should die. Oh, I want him. I want him to love 
me. I want him to hurt me. I want . . . 

[Ttt her passion she has dug her hands hard into the Amah. 

Amah: {Pushing atvi^ Daisy’s hands.l Oh! 

Daisy: He loves me. That’s the only thing that matters. 
All the rest . . . 

Amah: Harry wanchee you go Chung-King. Missionary 
ladies like see you again, Daisy. Maybe they ask you 
how you like living along Lee Tai Cheng. Maybe 
somebody tell Harry. 

Daisy: The fool. Of all the places in China he must hit 
upon Chung-King. 

Amah: You know Harry. If he say go Chung-King, he go. 
You cly, he velly solly, he all same go. 

Daisy: Oh, I know his obstinacy. When he’s once made 
up his mind — \Contempttmislyl \ — ^he prides himself on 
his firmness. Oh, what shall I do? 

Amah: I think more better something happen to Harry. 

Daisy: No, no, no. 

Amah: What you flightened for? You no do anything. I 
tell Lee Tai more better something happen to Harry. 
I say you not velly soUy if Harry die. 

Daisy: {Putting her hands over her ears\ Be quiet. I won’t 
listen to you. 

Amah: {^ugbly tearing her hands array.] Don’t you be such 
a big fool, Daisy. You go to Chung-King and Harry 
know everything. Maybe he kill you. 
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Daisy: What do I care? 

Amah: You go to Chung-King, you never see George no 
more. George, he love my little Daisy. When Harry 
gone — George, he come say . . . 

Daisy: Oh, don’t tempt me, it’s horrible. 

Ai-iah: He put his arms round you and you feel such a 
little g fTiall thing, you hear his heart beat quick, quick 
against your heart. And he throw back your head and 
he kiss you. And you think you die, little flower. 

Daisy: Oh, I love him, I love him. 

Amah; Hi yah. 

D.aisy: [T/kJ»/sixi£ of the scene with George.] He would hardly 
look at me and his hands were trembling. He was as 
white as a sheet. 

Asiah: [Persuasively^ I tell you, Daisy. You no say yes, 
you no say no. I ask Buddha. 

Daisy; [Fr/£hteneJ.] What for? 

Amah; If Buddha say yes, I talk with Lee Tai; if Buddha 
say no, I do nothing. Then you go to Chung-King 
and you never see George any more. 

[The Amah gpes up the temple steps and flings open the 
great doors. Daisy watches her with an agony of 
horror, expectation, and dread. The Amah li^ts 
some joss-sticks on the altar, and strikes a deep- 
toned gong. Harry comes in, followed ly T.ee Tai 
with bis bundle. 

Harry; [Anxious to make bis peace.} Daisy, I found this fellow 
hanging about in the courtyard. I thought I’d like to 
buy you a Manchu dress that he’s got. 

Daisy: [After a moment’s reflection, with a change of tone.} 
That’s very nice of you, Harry. 

Harry; It’s a real beauty. You’ll look s hinning m it, 

Lee Tai: [Showing the dress, speaking in pidgin-Englisb.'} Firs 
class dless. He belong Manchu plincess. Mannhns n o 
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got money. No got money, no can chow. Manchus 
sell velly cheap. You take it. Missy. 

[Daisy and Lee Tai exchange glances. Daisy is ^ave 
and tragic, whereas Lee Tai has an ironical glint 
in his ejes. Meanwhile the Amah has been bowing 
before the altar. She goes down on her knees and 
knocks her bead on the ground. 

Harry: What in God’s name is Amah doing? 

Daisy: She’s asking Buddha a question? 

Harry: What question? 

Daisy: [With the shadow of a st»ilel\ How should I know? 

Harry: What’s the idea? 

Daisy: Haven’t you ever seen the Chinese do it? You see 
those pieces of wood she’s holding in her hands. She’s 
holding them out to the Buddha so that he may see 
them, and she’s telling him that he must answer the 
question. {Meanwhile the Amah, muttering in a low tone, 
is seen doing what Daisy describes.} The Buddha smells the 
incense of the burning joss-sticks, and he’s pleased, and 
he listens to what she says. 

Harry: {Smilingl} Don’t be so absurd, Daisy. One might 
almost think you believed all this nonsense. Why, you’re 
quite pale. 

Daisy: Then she gets up. The pieces of wood ate flat on 
one side and round on the other. She’ll lift them above 
her head and she’ll drop them in front of the Buddha. 
If they fall with the round side uppermost it means yes. 
[Daisy has been growing more and more excited as the ceremonj 
proceeds. Now the Amah steps back a little and she raises 
her arms. Daisy goes a shriek and starts to run forward.} 
No, no. Stopl 

EUrry: [Instinctively sehfng her arms.} Daisy. 

[At the same moment the Amah has let the pieces of 
wood fall. She looks at them for an instant and then 
turns round. 
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Amah: Buddha say can do. 

Daisy: [To Harry.] Why did you stop me? 

Harry: Daisy, how can you be so superstitious? What is 
the result? 

Daisy; Amah asked Buddha a question and the answer is 
yes. [Sh puts her hand to her heart for an instant, then, 
loohJng at Harry, she stnihs\ Tm sorry I was silly and 
unreasonable just now, Harry. 
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Scene: Tfje iitting-raom in the Andersens' apartments. At the 
back are two double doors. The lower part of them is solid, 
but above they are cut in an intricate trellis. The ceiling is 
raftered, painted red and decorated with dim gold dragons; 
tbs walls are whitewashed. On them hang Chinese pictures 
on rolls. Between the doors is a little image of tlx domestic 
god and under it a tiny oil lamp is burning. The furniture is 
partly Chinese and partly European. There is an English 
writing-table, hut the occasion^ tables, richly carved, are 
Chinese. There is a Chinese pallet-bed, covered with bamboo 
matting, and there is an English Chesterfield. There are a 
couple of Philippine rattan chairs and one or two of Cantomse 
blackwood. On the floor is a Chinese carpet. A AEng tile 
here and there gives a vivid note of colour. It is a summer 
night and tbs doors are wide open. Through them you see one 
of the courtyards of the temple. 

The Amah is seated in one of the blackwood chairs ly the side 
of a table. She has her water-pipe. She puts a pinch of 
tobacco in, and then going to the lamp under the image lights 
a taper. Crossing back, she seats herself again, and lights 
her pipe. She smokes quietly. 

Daisy comes in. She wears an evening dress somewhat too splendid 
tor dinner with only her husband and a friend. 

Amah: B.A.T. fellow, when he go? 

Daisy: You know his name. 'Wh7 don’t you call him by 
it? I think he’s going almost at once. 

Amah: What for he go so soon? 

Daisy: That’s his business, isn’t it? As a matter of 
his sister is arriving from England, and he has to go to 
meet her. 

145 p* 
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Amah: More better he go soon. 

Daisy: Why do you smoke your pipe here? You know 
Harry doesn’t like it. 

Amah: Harry one big fool, I think. Wlien you go to 
Chung-King? 

Daisy: Harry hasn’t said a word about it since. 

Amah: You got key that desk? 

Daisy; No. Harry keeps all his private papers there. 

[Th Amah goer to the desk and tries one of the drawers. 
It is locked and she cannot open it. 

Amah: What Hatty do now? 

Daisy; He and Mr. Knox are drinking their port. 

[Tie Amah takes a skeleton out of her sleeve and 
inserts it in the lock. She turns the key. 

Amah: Velly bad lock. I think made in Germany. Hi yah. 
[She opens the drawer and takes out a revolver. She bands it 
to Daisy.] Lee Tai say, you take out cartridges. 

Daisy: What do you mean? [She suddenly realises the truth 
and gives a c/y.] Ohl 

Amah: [Hurriedly putting her hand over Daisy’s moutb\ Sh! 
you no make noise. [HoMsg out the revolver?^ Lee Tai 
say, more better you do it. 

Daisy: Take it away. No, no, I won’t, I won’t. 

Amah: Sh, sh! I do it. I sabe. 

[She takes the cartridges out of the revolver and hides 
them about her. Daisy looks at her with horror. 

Daisy: It’s not for to-night? 

Air.*H; My no sabe. 

Daisy: I won’t have it. Do you hear? Oh, I shall go mad. 

Amah: Then Harry shut you up. Hi yah. A1 gami» Chung- 
King. 

1 She putts the revolver back into the drawer and shuts it 
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just as Hab-RT and Harold Knox come in. They 
wear dinner Jackets. 

Knox; HuUoa, there’s the little ray of sunshine. I missed 
your bonny face before dinner. 

AifAH: You velly funny man. 

Knox: No wonder I dote upon you, dearie. You’re the 
only attractive woman I’ve ever been able to persuade 
that I was a humorist. 

Harry; [Catching sigfit of the Amah’s water-pipe.^ I told you 
I wouldn’t have your disgusting pipe in here. Amah. 

Amah: Belong veUy nice pipe. 

Harry; I swore I’d throw the damned thing out myself if 
I found it lying about. 

Amah: [Snatching it away\ You no touch my pipe. You 
velly bad man. Velly bad temper. You no Christian. 

Harry: A fat lot you know about Christianity. 

Amah: I know plenty about Christianity. My father velly 
poor man. He say, you go and be Christian. I go 
Catholic mission and they baptize me. English Church 
missionary, he come along and say, Catholic mission no 
good, you go to hell, I baptize you. All right, 1 say, 
you baptize me. By and by Baptist missionary come 
along and say, English Oiurch mission no good, you 
go to hell, I baptize you. All right, I say, you baptize 
me. By and by Presbyterian missionary come along and 
say. Baptist mission no good, you go to hell, I baptize 
you. A1 right, I say, you baptize me. [To Knox.] You 
know Seventh Day Adventists? 

Knox: I’ve heard of them. 

Amah: By and by Seventh Day Adventist he come along 
and say, Presbyterian mission no good. 

Knox: You go to hell. 

Amah; How fashion you sabe what he said? 

Knox: I guessed it. 
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Amah: You go to hell, he say. I baptize you, I been bap- 
tized one, two, three, four, five times. I velly Christian 
woman, 

IL\riiy: 1 apologise. 

Amah: They all say to poor Chinese, love one another. I 
no thinif missionaries love one another velly much. 
Hi yah. 

Knox: [TaJkijt^ out bis watchi\ D’you mind if I look at the 
time.^ I don’t want to get to the station late. 

Harry: Of course not. I say, won’t you have a cigar? 
[He goes to his deski\ I have to keep them locked up. 
I think the boys find them very much to their taste. 
[He pats the key into the Ioek!\ Hulloa, the drawer’s open. 
I could have sworn I locked it. 

[H« takes out a box of cigars and hands it to Knox. 

Knox: [Helping himself.] Thanks very much. 

Daisy: You know, you mustn’t let me keep you if you 
want to be off. 

Knox: I’ve got two or three minutes. 

Harry: O Daisy, before Harold goes I wish you’d show 
him that Manchu dtess I bought you. 

D.usy: rU go and fetch it. [To the Amah.] Is it hanging up 
in the cupboard? 

Amah: No, I have puttee in paper. I velly careful woman. 

[T/ijy both go out. 

Knox: I say, old man, I hope you don’t think I’m an awful 
swine to rush off like this the moment I’ve swallowed 
my dinner. 

Harry: Rather not. As a matter of feet it’s not exactly 
inconvenient, because I’m expecting George. I want 
him to have a heart-to-heart talk with Daisy. 

Knox: Ohl 

Harry: She’s grousing rather about going to Chung^King 
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and I want him to tell her it’s a very decent place. He 
was vice-consul up there once. He’s dining at the 
Carmichaels’, but he said he’d come along here as soon 
as he could get away. 

Knox: Then it’s all for the best in the best of all possible 
worlds. 

[Daisy earns in with the dress. 

Daisy: Here it is. 

Knox; By George, isn’t it stunning? I must try to get one 
for my sister. She’d simply go off her head if she saw 
that. 

Daisy; Harry spoils me, doesn’t he? 

Knox; Harry’s a verj' lucky young fellow to have you to 
spoil. 

Daisy: [SmUing!\ Go away or you’ll never arrive in time. 

Knox: I’m off. Good-bye, and thanks very much. Dinner 
was top-hole. 

Daisy: Good-bye. 

[He goes out. Harry accompanies him into the courp/ard 
and for a moment is lost to view. The gaiety on 
Daisy’s face vanishes and a look of anxiety takes its 
place. 

Daisy: [Calling hurriedly^ Amah, Amah. 

Amah: [fZoming /».] What thing? 

Daisy; What have you done? Have you? . . . 

[She stops, unable to complete the agonised question. 

Amah: What you talk about? I done nothing. I only have 
joke with you. Hi yah. 

Daisy: Will you sweat that’s true? 

Amah: Never tell a lie. Velly good Christian. 

[Daisy looks at her searehingly. She does not know 
whether to believe or not. Harry returns. 
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Harrt: I say, Daisy, I wish you’d put on the dress. I’d 
love to see how you look in it. 

Daisy: [With a smile.] Shall I? 

Harry: Amah will help you. It’ll suit you right down to 
the ground. 

Daisy: Wait a minute. Bring the dress along. Amah. 

Amah; All light. 

[Daisy gaer oiit,foUon>ed bj the Amah with the Mancha 
dress. Harry goes to his desk and opens the drawer. 
He examines the lock atid looks at the keyhole. 

Harry: [To himseljl] I wonder if that old devil’s got a key. 

[He shuts the drawer y bat does not lock it. He strolls 
hack to the middle of the room. 

Daisy: [In the adjoining rooml] Are you getting impatient? 

Hirry: Not a bit. 

Daisy: I’m just ready. 

Harry: I’m holding my breath. [Daisy comes in. She is in 
full Manebu dress. She is sfrangelji changed. There is nothing 
European about her any more. She is n^sterions and enig- 
maticall] Daisyl [JAe gives him a little smile bat does not 
answer. She stands qtdte still for him to look at her.] By 
George, how Chinese you looki 

Daisy; Don’t you like it? 

Harry: I don’t know. You’ve just knocked me off my feet. 
Like it? You’re wondcrfiiL In my wildest dreams I 
never saw you like that. You’ve brought all the East 
into the room with you. My head reels as though I 
were drunk, 

D.AISY; It’s strange that I feel as if these things were rn<i^<. 
for me. They make me feel so different. 

Harry; I thought that no one in the world was more normal 
than!. I’m ashamed of myself. You’re almost a stranger 
to me, and by God, I feel as though the marrow of my 
bones were melting. I hear the East a-calling. I have 
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such a pain in my heart. Oh, my pretty, my precious, 
1 love you. 

[He Jails down on bis knees before her and elasps h&ib 
bis arms round her, 

Daisy: [In a low voice, hardly ker owni\ Why, Harry, vrhat 
are you talking about? 

[She caresses his hair with her long, delicate Chinese band. 

Harry: I’m such a fool. My heart is full of wonderful 
thoughts and I can only say that — ^that I worship the 
very ground you walk on. 

Daisy: Don’t Imeel, Harry, that isn’t the way a woman 
wants to be loved. 

[She raises him to his feet, and as he rises be takes ber 
in bis arms. 

Harry: [Passionate^.] I’d do anything in the world for you. 

Daisy: You could make me so happy if you chose. 

Harry: I do choose. 

Daisy: Won’t you give up this idea of leaving Peking? 

Harry: But, my darling, it’s for your happiness I’m 
doing it, 

Daisy: Don’t you think that everyone is the best judge 
of his own happiness? 

Harry: Not always. 

Daisy: [Disengaging herself front his arms.] Ah, that’s the 
English way. You want to make people happy in your 
way and not in theirs. You’ll never be satisfied till the 
Chinese wear Norfolk suits and eat roast beef and plum 
pudding. 

Harry: Oh, my dear, don’t let’s argue now. 

Daisy: You say you’ll give me everything in the world, 
and you won’t give me the one thing I want. What’s the 
good of offering me the moon if I have a nail in my 
shoe and you won’t take it out? 
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Harry: Well, you can smile, so it’s not very serious, 
is it? 

Daisy: {Putting her arms round bis neck^ O Harry, I’ll love 
you so much if you’ll only do what I ask. You don’t 
know me yet. O Harry. 

Harry; My darling, I love you with all my heart and soul, 
but when I’ve once made up my mind nothing on earth 
is going to make me change it. We can only be happy 
and natural if we go. You must submit to my judgment. 

Daisy: How can you be so obstinate? 

Harry: My dear, look at yourself in the glass now. 

\Shi looks down at Ur Manchu dress. She understands 
ivbat be mans. She is a Chinese woman. 

Daisy; [VViiA a change oj tmei\ Amah, bring me a tea-gown. 

[She begins to undo the long Manchu coat. The Amah 
comes in with a tea-gown. 

Harry: [D/yly.] It’s very convenient that you should always 
be within earshot when you’re wanted. Amah. 

Amah: My velly good Amah. Velly Christian woman. 

[Daisy slips off the Manchu clothes and is helped ly the 
Amah into the tea-gown. She wraps it round her. 
She is otKe more a white woman. 

Daisy: [Pointing to the Manchu dressl\ Take those things 
away. [To Harry.] Would you lite to have a game of 
chess? 

Harry: Very much. I’li get the men. 

[Daisy goes to the gramophone and turns on a Chinese 
tune. It is strange and exotic. Its monoioty exacer- 
bates the nerves. Harry gets the chessboard and sets 
up the pieces. Thy sit down opposite one another. 
The Aauh has disappeared with the discarded dress. 

Harry: Will you take whitrf 

Daisy: If you like. 

[She moves a piece. 
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Harry: I hate your queen opening. It always flummoxes 
me. I don’t know where you learned to play so well. 
I never have a chance against you. 

Daisy: I was taught by a Chinaman. It’s a game they take 
to naturally. 

[They make two or three moves without a word. Suddenly, 
brea/ung across the silence, stridently, there is a shriek 
outside in the street. Daisy gives a little gasp. 
Harry: Hulloa, what’s that? 

Daisy: Oh, it’s nothing. It’s only some Chinese quarrelling. 
[Two or three shouts ere heard and then an agonised cry 
of “Help, help!” Harry springs to his feet. 
Harry: By God, that’s English. 

[He is just going to rush out when Daisy seie^es bis arm. 
Daisy: What are you going to do? No, no, don’t leave me, 
Harry. 

[She clings to him. He pushes her away violently. 
Harry: Shut up. Don’t be a fool. 

[He runs to the drawer of bis desk. The cry is repeated: 
“For God’s sake, help, help, ohl” 

Harry: My God, they’re killing someone. It can’t be . . * 
[He remembers that George is coming that evening. 
Daisy: [Throwing herself on bim.l No, Harry, don’t go, don’t 
go. I won’t let you. 

Harry: Get out of my way. 

[He pushes her violent^ aside and runs cut. Daisy sinks 
to the floor and buries her face in her hands, 

Daisy: Oh, my GodI 

[The Amah has been waiting just outside one of the doors, 
in the courtyard, and now she slips in. 

Amah: Harry velly blavc man. He hear white man being 
murdered. He run and help. Hi yali. 

Daisy: Oh, I can’t. Harry, Harry. 
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[She springs to her feet and rtms towards the eow^ard, 
with some instinctive idea of going to her husband's 
help. The Amah stops her. 

Amah: What side you go? 

Daisy: I can’t stand here and let Harry be murdered. 
Amah: You stop here. 

Daisy: Let me go. For God’s sake let me go. Wul Wu! 

[The Amah p/ts her hand over Daisy’s mouth. 
Amah: You be quiet. You -wanchce go prison? 

Daisy: [Snatching away her handi\ I’ll give you an5rthing in 
the world if you’ll only let me go. 

-Vmaii: You silly little fool, Daisy. 

[Daisy struggles to release herself but she is helpless in 
the Amah’s g^'osp. 

D.AISY: [In an agony.\ It’U be too late. 

Amah: Too late now. You no can help him. 

[She releases Daisy. Daisy staggers forward and covers 
her face with bands. 

Daisy: Oh, what have I done? 

Amah: [With a snigger.] You no do nothing, you sabe 
nothing. 

Daisy: [Violently.] Curse you. It’s you, you, youl 
hishw. I velly wicked -woman. Curse me. Do me no harm. 
D.usy: I told you I wouldn’t have anything done to Harry. 
ilMAH: You say no with your lips, but in your belly you 
say yes. 

Daisy: No, no, no! 

Amah: You just big damned fool, Daisy. You no love 
Harry. Him not velly rich. Not velly big man. No 
good. You velly glad you finish -with him. 

Daisy: But not that -way. He never did me any harm. He 
was always good to me and kind to me. 
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Amah: That velly good my. Velly safe way. 

Daisy: You devil. I hate the sight of you. 

Amah: What for you hate me.^ I do what you wanchee. 
Your father velly clever man. He say: no break eggs, 
no can eat omlette. 

Daisy: I wish I’d never been born. 

Amah: {Impatiently !\ What for you tell me lies? You want 
Harry dead. Well, I kill him for you. [With a sudden 
gar/ of anger You no curse me or I beat you. You velly 
bad girl. 

Daisy: \Giving jyay.] Oh, I feel so awfully faint. 

Amah: [Tenderly, as though Daisy were still a child.] You sit 
down. You take smelly salts. [She helps Daisy into a 
chair and holds smelling salts to her nostrilsl] You feel 
better in a minute. Amah love her little Daisy flower. 
Harry him die and Daisy velly sorry. She cry and cty' 
and cry. George velly sorry for Daisy. By and by 
Daisy not cry any more. She say, more better Harry 
dead. Good old Amah, she do everything for little 
Daisy. 

[Daisy has been looking at her with terrified ^es. 

Daisy: What a brute I am. Fd give anything in the world 
to have Harry back, and yet in the bottom of my heart 
there’s a feeling — ^if I were free there’d be nothing to 
stand between George and me. 

Amah: I think George he marry you maybe. 

Daisy: Oh, not now. It’ll bring me bad joss. 

Amah; You no wanchee fear, my little flower. You sit 
still or you feel bad again. 

Daisy: [Jumping upl\ How can I sit still? The suspense is 
awful. Oh, my God, what’s happened? 

Amah: [With a cunning smile.] I tell you what’s happened. 
Harry run outside and he see two, three men makee 
fighting. They a little way off. One man cry, helpl helpl 
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Harry give shout and run. He fall down and him not 
get up again. 

Daisy: He’s as strong as a horse. With his bare hands he’s 
a match for ten Chinamen. 

Amah: Lee Tai velly clever man. He no take risks. I think 
all finish now. 

Daisy: Then for God’s sake let me go. 

Amah: More better you stay here, Daisy. Maybe you get 
into trouble if you go out. They ask you why you go 
out. Why you think something happen to your husband? 

D-aisy: I can’t let him lie there. 

Amah: He no lie velly long. By and by night watchman 
come here, and he say white man in the street — him 
dead. I think his throat cut. 

Daisy: Oh, how horrible. Harry, Harryl 

buries her face in her bands. 

Amah: I light joss-stick. Make everything come all light. 

[She goes over to the household image and lights a joss-stick 
in front of it. She bom before it, and going on her 
knees knocks her head on the ground. 

Daisy: How long is it going on? How long have I got to 
wait? Oh, what have I done? The silence is awful. 
[Ti«r« is a silence. Suddenly Daisy breaks out into a shriekl\ 
No, no, nol I won’t have it. I can’t bear it. Oh, God 
help me. [In the distance of the next courtyard is heard the 
chanting of the monks at the evening service. The Amah, 
having finished her devotions, stands at the doorwey looking 
out steadily. Daisy stares straight in front of her. Suddenly 
there is a loud booming of a gong. Daisy starts up.l What’s 
that? 

Amah: Be quiet, Daisy. Be careful. 

[r/» door of the courtyard is flung open. Harry comes 
in, through the courtyard, into the room, pushing 
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before him a coolie whom he holds bj the wrists and 
^ the scruff of the neck. 

D.usy: Harryl 

Harry: I’ve got one of the blighters. [Shoutino.] Here, bring 
me a rope. 

Daisy: What’s happened? 

Harry: Wait a minute. Thank God, I got there when I 
did. [Wu brings a rope and Harry ties the man's wrists 
behind his haekl\ Keep quiet, you devil, or I’ll break your 
ruddy neck, [He slips the rope throng the great iron ring 
of one of the doors and ties it so that the man cannot get a3i)qyl\ 
He’ll be all right there for the present. I’ll just go and 
telephone to the police station. Wu, you stand outside 
there. You watch him. Sabe? 

Wu: I sabe. 

[As Harry goes out a crowd of people surge throng tie 
great open doorway of the courtyard. Thy are monks 
of the temple, attracted to the street by the quick 
rumour of accident, coolies, and the ni^t watchman 
with bis rattle. Some of them bear Chinese lanterns 
and some, hurricane lamps. The crowd separate out 
as th^ approach the room, and then it is seen that 
three men ewe bearing what seems to be the bodjf of 
a man. 

Daisy: What’s that? 

Amah: I think belong foreign man. [The men bring in the 
body and lay it on the sofa. The head and part of the chest 
are covered with a piece of blue cotton. Daisy and the Amah 
look at it with dismay. They dare not approach. The abbot 
drives the crmvd out of the room and shuts the doors, only 
leaving that side of one open at which the prisoner is attached. 
The Amah turns on the god in the niche.'\ You say can do. 
What for you make mistake? 

[She sek^es a fan which is on the table under her band, 
and with angy violence bits the image on the face two 
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or tbrtt times. Daisy has been staring at the body. 
She goes up to it softly and lifts the cloth; she gives 
a start, and with a quick gesture snatches it away. 
She sees George Conway. 

Daisy: Georgel 

[She opens her mouth to shriek. 

Amah: Sh! take care. Harry hear. 

Daisy: What have you done? 

Amah: I do nothing. Buddha, he maky mistake. 

Daisy: You fiendl 

Amah: How do I know, Daisy? I no can tell George 
coming here to-night. \The words come gurgling out, for 
Daisy has sprung upon her and seized her by the throat.] 
Oh, let me go. 

Daisy; You fiend! 

[Harry comes in. He is astounded at what he sees. 

H-arry: Daisy, Daisy. What in God’s name arc you doing? 

{^strained by bis voice, Daisy releases her bold of the 
Auah, but violently, pushing her so that she falls 
to the gyound. She lies there putting her hand to her 
throat. Daisy turns to Harry. 

Daisy: It’s George. 

Harry: [Going up to the sofa and putting his hand on George’s 
heart.] Co^ound it, I Imow it’s George. 

Daisy: Is he dead? 

Harry: No, he’s only had a bang on the head. He’s stunned. 
I’ve sent for the doctor. Luckily he was dining at the 
Carmichaels’ and I sent George’s rickshaw to bring him 
along as quick as he could come. 

Daisy: Supposing he’s gone? 

Harry: He won’t have gone. They were going to play 
poker. By God, what’s this? [He takes away his hand 
and sees blood upon it.] He’s been wounded. He’s bleeding. 
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[Daisy goes up to the body and, kneeling down, feels the 
pulse. 

Daisy: Are you sure he’s alive? 

Harry: Yes, his heart’s beating all right. I wish the doctor 
would make haste. I don’t know what one ought to do. 

Daisy: How do you know he’s at the Carmichaels’? 

Harry: George told me yesterday he was going to be there. 
George said he did not want to play poker, and he’d 
come along here after dinner. 

Daisy: [Springing to her feet.^ Did you know George was 
coming? 

Harry; Of course I did. When I heard someone shouting 
in English the first thing I thought of was George. 

[Daisy bursts into a scream of hysterical laughter. The 
Amah suddenly looks up and becomes attentive. 

Harry: Daisy, what’s the matter? 

Amah; [Sliding to her feet and ^ing up to Daisy, trying to stop 
her.^ Maskee. She only laughy kughy. You no trouble. 

Harry: Get some water or something. 

Amah: [Fri^tened.l Now, my pletty, my plctty. 

D-aisy: [f^covering herself, violently.] Let me be. 

Harry: By George, I believe he’s coming to. Bring the 
water here. 

[Daisy takes the gfass and, leaning over the sofa, moistens 
George’s lips with it. He slowly opens his ^es. 

George: Has it been boiled and filtered? 

Harry: a cbucHe that is half a sob.] Don’t be a fool. 

O George, you have given me a nasty turn. 

George: There’s something the matter with the water. 

Daisy: [Looking at it quickly.] What? 

George; Damn it all, there’s no brandy in it. 

Daisy: If you make a joke I shall cry. 

[He tries to move, but suddetdy gives a ff'oan. 
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George: O Lord. I’ve got such a pain in my side. 

Harry: Keep quiet. The doctor will be here in a minute. 

George: What is it? 

IUrry: I don’t know. There's a lot of blood. 

George: I hope I haven’t made a mess on your rice new 
sofa. 

Harry: Damn the sofa. It’s lucky I heard you shout. 

George: I never shouted. 

Harry: Oh, nonsense, I heard you. I thought it was you 
at once. 

George: I heard a cry for help too. I was just coming 
along. I nipped out of my rickshaw and sprinted like 
hell. I saw some fellows struggling. I think someone 
hit me on the head. I don’t remember much. 

Harry: Who did cry for help? 

George; {After a pause.} Nobody. 

Harry: But I heard it. Daisy heard it too. It sounded like 
someone being murdered. [As George gwM a little 
chuckle.} What’s the joke? 

George: Someone’s got his knife into you, old man, and 
the silly ass stuck it into me instead. 

[The Amah pricks up her ears. 

Datsy: I’m sure you oughtn’t to talk so much. 

George: It’s a very old Chinese trick. They just got the 
wrong man, that’s all. 

Harry: By George, that explains why I tripped. 

George: Did you trip? A piece of string across the street. 

Harry: I wasn’t expecting it. I went down like a ninepin, 
I was up again in a flash and just threw myself at the 
blighters. You should have seen ’em scatter. Luckily 
I got one of them. 

George: Good. Where is he? 

Harry; He’s here. I’ve tied him up pretty tight. 
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George: Well, we shall find out who’s at the bottom of 
this. The methods of the Qunese police may be un- 
civilised, but they are ... O Lord, I do feel rotten. 

Harrt: O George. 

[Daisy gives Harry the glass and he helps George to 
drink. 

George: That’s better. 

Harry: We’d better get you to bed, old man. 

George: All right. 

Harry: Wu and I will carry you. Wu, come along here. 

[Tiitf boy approaches. The Amah realises that for a 
moment the prisoner is to be left unguarded. There 
is a table-knife on one of the occasional tables, with 
which Daisy has been cutting a book. The Amah’s 
band closes ever it. 

George: Oh no, that’s all tight. I can walk. 

\He ffts up from the sofa. Harry him an arm. 

He staggprs. 

Harry: Wu, you fool. [Daisy springs forward.] No, let me 
take him, Daisy. You’re not strong enough. 

George: [Gaspingl] Sorry to make such an ass of myself. 

[Harry and Wu, holding him one on each side, help him 
out of the room. 

Daisy: Shall I come? 

Harry: Oh, I’ll call you if you’re wanted. 

[Daisy sinks into a chair, shuddering, and covers her face 
with her bands. The Amah seis(es her opportunity. 
She cuts the rope which binds the prisoner. As soon as 
be is free he slips out into the darkness. The Amah 
watches for a moment and then cries out. 

Amah: Help! help! 

[Daisy springs up and PIarry hurries in. 

Harry: What’s the matter? 
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Amah: Coolie. Him run away. 

Harry: \hookingat the place where be hadbeett tied tip.\ ByGodI 

Amah; Missy feel velly ill. No can stand blood. Feel faint. 
I run fetch smelly salts, and when I come back him gone. 
Him bad man. 

[Harry to the door and looks at the rope. 

Harry: This rope’s been cut. 

Amah: Maybe he have knife. Why you no look see before 
you tie him? 

Harry: \Lj>oMng at her sternly^ How do you think he could 
get a knife with his hands tied behind his back? 

Amahs I no sabe. Maybe he have friend. 

Harry: Didn’t you hear anything, Daisy? 

Daisy: No. I wasn’t thinking about him. O Harry, George 
isn’t going to die, is he? 

Harry: I hope not. I don’t know what sort of a wound 
he’s got. {The Amah, thinking attention is withdrawn from 
htr^ is slippittgaway.l No, you don’t. You stop here. 

Amah: What thing you wanchee? 

Harry: You let that man go. 

Amah: You velly silly man. What for I wanchee let him 
go? 

Harry; [Pointing.] What’s that knife doing there? That’s 
one of out knives. 

Amah: Missy takey that knife cutty book. 

Harry: When I got into the street I wanted to fire my 
revolver to frighten them. There wasn’t a cartridge in it. 
I always keep it loaded and locked up. 

Amah: Revolved I don’t know him. I never nave see 
revolver. Never. Never. 

[She makes a movement as thangh to go away. He seizes her 
wrist, 

Harry; Stop! 
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Amah: My go cho-w. My belong velly hungly. You tall:L-. 
by and by. 

Harry: If I hadn’t come in. just now Daisy would havi, 
strangled you. 

Amah: Daisy velly excited. She no sabe what she do. She 
never hurt old Amah. 

Harry: Why were you angry with her, Daisy? 

Daisy: [Frightetied.'\ I was beside myself. I don’t know 
what I was doing. 

Harry: [With sudden suspicion. 1 Are you trying to shield 
her? 

Daisy: Of course not. Why on earth should I do that? 

Harry: I suppose you look on it as a matter of no import- 
ance that she tried to kill me. 

Daisy: O Harry, how can you say anything so cruel? Why 
should she try to kill you? 

Harry: I don’t know. How do you expect me to guess 
what is at the back of a Chinese brain? She’s hated me 
alw'ays. 

Amah: You no lovey me velly much. 

Harry: I’ve put up with her just because she was attached 
to you. 1 knew she was a liar and a thief. It was a trap, 
and I escaped by a miracle. Only, George has got to 
suffer for it. 

Daisy: Harry, you’re nervous and excited. 

Harry: What are you defending her for? 

Daisy: I’m not defending her. 

Harry: One would almost think she had some hold on you. 
I’ve never seen any one let an amah behave as you let her 
behave. 

Daisy: She’s been with me since I was a child. She — she 
can’t get it into her head that I’m grown up. 

Harry: WeU, I’ve had about enough of her. [To the 
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Amah.] The police will be here in ten minutes and I 
shall give you in charge instead of the man you allowed 
to escape. 

Amah: You give me policeman? I no have do wrong. 
What for you send me prison? 

Harry: I dare say you know what a Chinese prison is like 
better than I do. I don’t think it’ll be long before you 
find it worth while to tell the truth. 

Daisy: [With inmashg tiermttrmss.] O Harry, I don’t think 
you ought to do anything before you’ve had time to 
think. After all, there’s absolutely no proof. 

Harry: [Looking at her with prplexity.l I don’t understand. 
What is the mystery^ 

Daisy: There is no mystery. Only I can’t bear the idea that 
my old Amah should go to prison. She’s been almost a 
mother to me for so many years. 

M a pause. Harry /ooki Jrom Daisy to the 
Amah. 

Harry: [To the Amah.] Then get out of here before the 
police come. 

Amah: You talkee so quick. No can understand. 

Harry: Yes, you can. Unless you’re out of here in ten 
minutes I shall give you in charge. . . . Go while the 
going’s good. 

Amah: I think I go smoke pipe. 

Harry: No, you don’t, you get out quick or I’ll throw you 
out myself. 

Amah; You no throw me out and I no go to prison. 

Harry: We’U soon see about that. 

[He seizes her roughly and is about to run her out into the 
(ourtyard. 

DAif-Y: No, don’t, Harry, 

Harry: [Wheeling round, still bolding the Amah.] What’s the 
matter with you? 
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Daisy*. She’s my mother. 

Harry: Thatl 

[He is aghast. He releases the Amah. He looks at her 
with horror. Daisy covers her face with her hands. 
The Aukh gives a little snigger. 

Amah: Yes, Daisy my daughter. She no wanchee telL I 
think she a little ashamed of her mother. 

Harry: My GodI 

Amah: I velly pletty girl long time ago. Daisy’s father, he 
call me his little lotus flower, he call me his little peach- 
blossom. By and by I not velly pletty girl any more and 
Daisy’s father he cdl me, you old witch. Witch, that’s 
what he call me. Witch. He call me, you old hag. You 
veUy bad man, I say to him. You no Christian. You go 
to hell, he say. AH light, I say, you baptize me. 

[Harry turns atvaj, looking straight in front of him, with 
an expression of dismay and repulsion. The 
takes her pipe and lights it. 


END OF SCENE IV 
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Scene; Th courtyard in the Andersons' part of the temple. At 
the back is the outer wall raised by two or three steps from the 
grotmd. From the top of the wall projects a shallow roof of 
yellow tiles supported by wooden pillars painted red, shabby and 
rather weather-worn, and this roof is raised in the middle of 
the wall where there is a huge wooden gateway. When this is 
opened the street is seen, and on the other side of it is a high, 
blank, white wall. The courtyard is paved with Q-eat flags. 
On each side of it ore living-rooms. 

There is a longraitan chair, a round table, and acoupleof arm-chairs. 
George is lying on the long chair, looking at an illustrated 
paper, and the Amah is seated on the ground, smoking her 
water-pipe. 

George: [With a smile, putting down the paper l\ You’re not as 
chatty as usual this afternoon, Amii. 

Amah: Suppose I got nothing to talk about I no talkee. 

George: You ate an example of your sex, Amah. Your 
price is above rubies. 

Amah: No likee rubies veliy much. No can sell velly much 
money. 

George; In pomt of fact, I -wasn’t thinking of giving you 
rubies, even reconstructed, but if I did I can’t think you’d 
be so indelicate as to sell them. 

Amah: I no think you velly funny man. 

George: I was afraid you didn’t. Would you think it funny 
if I sat on my hat? 

Amah; Yes, I laugh then. Hi yah. 

George; Who was it who said that East is East and West is 
West, and never the twain shall meet? The inscrutable 

i66 
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heart of China expands to the self-same joke that con- 
vulses a duchess in London and a financier in New York. 

Amah: You more better read the paper. 

George: Where’s missy? 

j\mah: I think she in her room. You -waochce? 

George: No. 

Amah: I think she come by and by. 

George: at Us waUb^ Mr. Anderson ought to be 

back from the office soon. \There is a loud knotking at ibe 
door.] HuUoa, who’s that? 

[A servant comes out of the house, and going to the gateway 
tvithdraws the bolt. 

Amah: I think doctor come see you, maybe. 

George; Oh no, he’s not coming to-day. He said he’d look 
in to-morrow before I started. 

\Tbe Amah gets up and looks at the doormy,oJ which now 
the servant has opened one side. Harold Knox and 
his sister Sylvia are seen. 

Knox: May we come in? 

George: Good man. Of course. 

[Tfoy come towards George. Sylvia is a very pretty, 
simple, healthy, and attractive girt. She is dressed in a 
li^t summer frock. There is in her gait and manner 
something so springfike and fresh that it is a pleasure 
to look at her. 

Knox: I’ve brought my young sister along with me. 
[As George rises to Us feet.] Don’t get up. You 
needn’t put on any frills for a chit like that. 

George: Nonsense. I’m perfectly well. [Shaking hands with 
Sylvia.] How d’you do? My name is Conway. 

Knox: I only omitted to inform her of that fact because she 
already knew it. 

Sylvia: Strangely enough, that happens to be true. But I 
wish you’d lie down again. 
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George: I’m sick of lying down. The doctor says I’m 
perfectly all right. I’m going home to-morrow. 

Knox: {Catching sight of the Amah.] HuUoa, sweetheart, I 
didn’t see you. Sylvia, I want you to know the only 
woman I’ve ever loved. 

George: {Smiling^ This is Mrs. Anderson’s Amah. 

Sylvia: {With a little friendly md^ How do you do? 

Amah: {All in a breath!\ .Velly well, thank you. How do 
you do? Velly well, thank you. . . . You Mr. Knox 
sister? 

Sylvu: Yes. 

Amah: You missionary lady? 

Sylvia: No. 

Amah: What for you come China, then? 

Sylvia; I came to see my brother. 

Amah; How old are you? 

Knox: Be truthful, Sylvia, 

Sylvia: I’m twenty-two. 

Amah; How many children you got? 

Sylvia; I’m not married. 

Amah; What for you no marry if you belong twenty-two? 
Sylvia: It does need an explanation, doesn’t it? The truth 
is that nobody’s asked me. 

Knox: What a lie. 

Amah: You come China catchec husband? 

Sylvia: Certainly not. 

Amah: You Christian? 

Sylvia: Not a very good one. I’m afraid. 

Amah: Who baptized you? 

Sylvia: Well, you know, it’s an awfully long time ago. I 
forget. 

Knox: She’s like me, Amah, she’s a Presbyterian. 
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Amah: You go hell then. Only Seventh Day Adventists no 
go hell. 

Sylvia: It’ll be rather crowded then, I’m afraid. 

Amah: You only baptized once? 

Sylvia: So far as I know. 

Amah: I baptized one, two, three, four, five times. I velly 
Christian woman. 

Knox: I say, old man, I don’t want to dash your fond hopes, 
but in point of fact we didn’t come here to see you. 

George: Wliy not? Surely iVIiss Knox must want to see the 
principal sights of Peking. 

Knox: The man is not a raving lunatic, Sylvia. His only 
delusion is that he’s a humorist. . . . Sylvia thought 
she’d like to call on hirs. Harry. 

George: I’m sure Daisy will be very glad. Amah, go and 
tell hlissy that there’s a lady. 

Amah: Can do. 

{Exit. 

Knox: I say, have they caught any of those blighters who 
tried to kill you? 

George: No, not a chance. They weren’t after me, you 
know, they were after Harry. 

Knox: Is there any one who has a grudge against him? 

George: I don’t think so. He doesn’t seem very keen on 
discussing the incident. 

[Daisy comes in. 

Knox: Here she is. I’ve brought my sister to see you, Mrs. 
Harry. 

Daisy: [Shaking bands,'\ How do you do? 

Sylvia: What a wonderful place you live in. 

Daisy: It’s rather attractive, Bn’t it? You must see the 
temple before you go. 

Sylvia; I’d love to. 
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Daist: Do sit down. [TaKNOX.] What do you think of my 
patient? 

Knox: I think he’s a fraud. I never saw any one look so 
robust. 

Daisy: {DeligbUd!\ He’s made a wonderful recovery. 

George: Thanks to you, Daisy. You can’t think how she 
nursed me. 

Knox: It was rather a narrow escape, wasn’t it? 

Daisy: For two days we thought he might die at any 
minute. It was — ^it was rather dreadful. 

George: Tind do you know, all that time she never left me 
for a minute. [To Daisy.] I don’t know how I can ever 
thank you. 

Daisy: Oh, well, Harry had his work. I didn’t think he 
ought to be robbed of his night’s rest for a worthless 
creature like you, and I hated the idea of a paid nurse 
looking after you. 

Sylvia: You must have been worn out at the end of it. 

Daisy: No, I’m as strong as a horse. And it was such a 
relief to me when the doctor said he was out of danger, I 
forgot I was tired. 

Knox; I don’t know why you bothered about him. There 
are such a lot of fellows who want his job, and they all 
know they could do it much better than he can. 

George: Every one’s been so awfully good to me. I had no 
idea there was so much kindness in the world. 

Daisy: [Te Sylvia, verj pkasofif/y.'] Will you come and look 
at the temple now while they’re bringing tea? 

Sylvia: Yes, I’d like to very much. 

Daisy: I think you’ll enjoy your tea more if yon feel you’ve 
done the sight, 

Sylvia: It’s all so new to me. Everything interests me. 
I’ve fallen passionately in love with Peking. 

VTbtj wander off talksnggai^. 
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George: Harold, you’re a very nice boy. 

Knox: That’s what the girls tell me. But I don’t know whv 
you should. 

George: I think it was rather sporting of }-ou to bring your 
sister to see Daisy. 

BCnox: I don’t deserve any credit for that. She insisted on 
coming. 

George: Oh? 

Knox: She met Harry at the dub and took rather a fancy to 
him. When I told her Daisy was a half-caste and people 
didn’t bother much about her she got right up on her 
hind legs. I told her she’d only just come out to China 
and didn’t know what she was talking about, and then 
she gave me what she called a bit of her mind. I was 
obliged to remark that if that was a bit I didn’t much cate 
about knowing the rest. 

George: It sounds as though you’d had a little tiff. 

Knox: She said she had no patience with the airs people 
gave themselves in the East. A Eurasian was just as 
good as anybody else. And when I happened to say I 
was coming here to-day to see how you were she said 
she’d come too. 

George: It’s very kind of her. Daisy leads a dreadfully 
lonely life. It would mean so much to her if she knew 
one or two white women. If they take to one another 
you won’t try to crab it, will you? I fancy Daisy wants a 
friend rather badly. 

ICnox: I shouldn’t like it very much, you know. Would 
you much cate for your sister to be very pally with a half- 
caste? 

George: Daisy is one in a thousand. You can’t think what 
she’s done for me during my illness. My mother couldn’t 
have taken more care of me. 

Knox: They’re often very good-hearted. But as a matter of 
feet nothing I can say will have the least effect on Sylvia. 
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Girls have changed a lot since the war. If she wants to do 
a thing and she thinks it right, she’ll do it. And if I 
try to interfere she’s quite capable of telling me to go to 
the devil. 

George: She seems to be a young woman of some character. 

Knox: Perhaps because she’s had rather a rough time. The 
fellow she was engaged to was killed in the war and she 
was awfully cut up. She drove an ambulance for the last 
two years and then she went up to Girton. After that 
my father thought she’d better come out here for a bit. 

George; She ought to like it. 

Knox: If she doesn’t put up people’s backs too much. She 
can’t stand anything like injustice or cruelty. If she 
thinks people are unkind to Daisy or snMy about her 
she’ll stick to her like a leech. However, I daresay she’ll 
get married. 

George: [5w///«g.] That’ll learn her. 

Knox: Why don’t you marry her? It’s about time you 
settled down. 

George: [WHb a ebuckk^ You fool. 

Knox; Why? You’re by way of being rather eligible, 
aren’t you? 

George: I don’t know why you want to get rid of her. 
She seems a very nice sister. 

Knox: Of course I love having her with me, but she docs 
cramp my style a bit. And she ought to marry. She’d 
make you a first-rate wife. 

George; Much too good for the likes of me. 

Knox: Of course she’s a bit independent, but one has to put 
up with that in girls nowadays. And she’s as good as 
gold. 

George: One can see that at a mile, my son. 

Knox: I say, who was Ratbbonc, Daisy’s first husband? 
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George: [His face a blanks Harry told me he was an 
American. He said he was in business in the F.M.S. 

Knox: Tliat’s what Harry told me. I met a fellow the other 
day who lives in Singapore and he told me he’d never 
heard of Rathbone. 

George: [Chaffing him\ Perhaps he didn’t move in the 
exalted circles that a friend of yours would naturally 
move in. 

Knox: I suppose there was a Mr. Rathbone? 

\J)nring the last few speeches ^ Wo has appeared with the 
tea. He sets it don non the table. Daisy Sylvia 
come out of the bouse. 

Daisy: Oh, here’s tea. 

Sylvia: I don’t think we’ll stay, thank you very much. 
We have another call to make. 

Daisy: How tiresome of you. Harry ought to be back in a 
few minutes. He’ll be disappointed not to have seen you. 

Sylvia: I promised to go and see Mrs. Stopfort. Do you 
know her? 

Daisy: I know whom you mean. 

Sylvia: I think people are being absolutely beastly to her. 
It simply makes my blood boil. 

Daisy: Oh, how? 

Sylvia: Well, you know that her husband’s a drunken 
brute who’s treated her abominably for years. At last 
she fell in love with a man and now her husband is going 
to divorce her. It’s monstrous that he should be able to. 

Daisy: Are the ladies of Peking giving her the cold shoulder? 

Knox: The cold shoulder hardly describes it. The frozen 
silverside. 

George: I think she’s well rid of Reggie Stopfort at any 
price, but I’m sorry the other party is Andre Leroux. 

Sylvia: Why? She introduced me to him. I thought he 
was a veir nice fellow. 
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George: Well, you see, if he'd been EngUsh or American 
he would have married her as a matter of course. 

Syxvia: So I should hope. 

Daist: Because she was divorced on his account, you 
mean? 

George; Yes. But the French haven't our feeling on that 
matter. Pm not quite sure if Andre will be willing to 
marry her. 

Sylvia: Oh, that would be dreadful. Under those circum- 
stances the man must marry the woman. He simply must. 

George: Of course. 

Knox: Come along, Sylvia. We won’t discuss women’s 
rights now. 

Sylvia: [Giving Daisy her band very cordially !\ And if there's 
anything 1 hate it’s people who say they’re going and 
then don’t go. Good-bye, Mrs. Anderson. 

Daxsy: It's been very nice to see you. 

Sylvia: I do hope you’ll come and sec me soon. I’m so very 
much alone, you’d be doing me a charity if you’d look 
me up. We might do the curio shops together. 

Daisy; That would be great fun. Boy, open the gate. 

Sylvia: Good-bye, Mr. Conway. I’m glad to see you so 
well. 

George: Thank you ver}- much. Good-bye. 

[On receiving Daisy’s order Wo ^es to the doorwt^ and 
draws the holt. He pulls hack one heavy door. A 
beggar shores himself. He is excessive^ thin, and he 
has a hush of long bristly hair; be is clothed in patched 
rags, tom and patched; his kgs and feet are bare. He 
puts out a long hand and breaks into a long, high- 
pitched whine. 

Knox; O Lord, get out. 

Daisy; Oh no, please, Harold, give him a copper or two. 
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George: Daisy nevet lets a beggar go away without 
something. 

Daisy: It’s not because I’m charitable. I’m afraid they’ll 
bring me bad luck. 

Knox: \TaMngamnfrombispockit^ Here you are, Clarence. 
Now buzz off. 

\The beggar takes bis dole and saunters away. 

Syevia: Good-bye. 

Daisy: Good-bye. 

[Knox and Sylvia go out. Daisy bos walked with tbeu: 
towards the doorway and now returns to George. 

George: "What a very nice girl, Daisy. 

Daisy: She seems to make a speciality of speckled peaches. 
First me and then Mrs. Stopfort. 

George: I was hoping you’d like her. 

Daisy: It’s hardly probable. She’s everything that Pm notj 
She has everything that I haven’t. No, I don’t like her,- 
But I’d give anything in the world to be her. 

George: [Smiling.^ 1 don’t think you need envy her. 

Daisy: Don’t you think she’s pretty? 

George: Yes, very. But you’re so much more than pretty. 
I expect you have more brains in your little finger than 
she has in her whole body. 

Daisy: \Gravely.'\ She has something that I haven’t got, 
George, and I*d give my soul to have. 

George: [Embarrassed.] I don’t know what you mean. 
[Changing the conversation abruptly.] Daisy, now that I’m 
going away. . . . 

Daisy: [Interrupting.] Are you really going to-morrow? 

George: \Erees(ily\ I’m quite well. Pm ashamed to have 
stayed so long. 

Daisy: I don’t look forward very much to the long, empty 
days when you’re no longer here. 
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George: [Serioiis/y.] I must go, Daisy. I really must. 

Daisy: [After a moment's pause.\ What were you going to 
say to me? Don’t thank me for anything I may have 
done. It’s given me a happiness I never knew before. 

George: Except for you I should have died. And when I 
think of the past I am ashamed. 

Daisy: What does the past matter? The past is dead and 
gone. 

George; And I’m ashamed when I think how patient you 
were when I was irritable, how Idnd and thoughtful. I 
hardly knew I wanted a thing before you gave it to me. 
Sometimes when I felt I couldn’t breathe, the tenderness 
of your hand on my forehead — oh, it was like a dip in a 
highland stream on a summer day. I think I never knew 
that there was in you the most precious thing that any 
one can have, goodness. O Daisy, it makes me feel so 
humble. 

Daist: Goodness? {WitbtbesbadoufofaJaugh.l O George. 

George; It’s because Harry is better and simpler than I am 
that he was able to see it in you. He felt it in you always, 
and he was right. 

[Ks Amah comes in. 

Daisy: [Sbarplj^ What d’you want? 

[Tie Amah crosses from one to tie other and a thin smile 
crosses her ejes. 

Amah: Master telephone, Daisy. 

Daisy: Why didn’t you take the message? 

[She is about to into the house. 

Amah: He have go now. He say very mudi hurry. I say no 
can findee you. I think you go out. 

Daisy: Why did you say that? 

Amah: I think more better, maybe. 

George: [Smiling.} That’s right. Amah. Never tell the 
truth when a lie will do as well. 
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Daist: Well, what was the message? 

Amah: Master say he must go Tientsin. Very important 
business. No come back to-night. Come back first train 
to-morrow. 

Daisy: Very well. Tell the boy that we shall be only two to 
dinner. 

Amah: Igotalkeehe. 

[EmY. 

George: [Url>aae/y.] I say, I don’t want to be an awful 
trouble to you. I think I’d better go back to my own 
place to-night. 

Daisy: [LooAJ»g at him\ Why should you do that? 

George: I was going to-morrow an3rway. 

Daisy: Do you think my reputation is such a sensitive 
flower? 

George: [Lightly.} Of course not. But people aren’t very 
charitable. It seems rather funny I should stay here when 
Harry’s away. 

Daisy: What do you suppose I care if people gossip? 

George: I care for you. 

Daisy: [With a smile, almost archly i\ It’s not very flattering 
to me that you should insist on going the moment Harry 
does. Do I bore you so much as all that? 

George: [With a chucM/e.] How can you talk such nonsense? 
I haven’t wanted to get well too quickly. I’ve so 
enjoyed sitting quietly here while you read or sewed. 
I’ve got so much in the habit of seeing you about me that 
if I don’t go at once I shall never be able to bring myself 
to go at all. 

Daisy: Since that horrible accident I’ve been rather nervous 
at the thought of sleeping here by myself. I’m terrified 
at the thought of being left alone to-night. 

George: Come in with me, then. The Knoxes will be 
delighted to put you up for the night. 


G* 
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Daisy: ]With a sudden change of manner.] I don’t want you to 
go, George. I want you to stay. 

George: (As serious as she if.] Daisy, don’t be too hard on 
me. You don’t know. You don’t know. [With an 
effort he regains bis self-control and returns to his easj chaffing 
tone.] Don’t forget it’s not only a wound in the lung that 
I’ve been suffering from. While you and the doctor 
between you have been patching that up. I’ve been busy 
sticking together the pieces of a broken heart. It’s nicely 
set now, no one could tell that there’d ever been any- 
thing wrong with it, but I don’t think it would be very 
wise to give it a sudden jolt or jerk. 

Daisy: [In a low ^vering voice.] Why do you say things like 
that? What is the good of making pretences? 

George: [Determined to keep the note of lightnessl] It was very 
silly of me to bother you with my little troubles. It was 
very hot. I was overworked and nervous at the time or I 
shouldn’t have made so much of it. I’m sure that you’ll 
be as pleased as I am to know that I’m making a very 
good recovery, thank you. 

Daisy; [As though asking a casual question.] You don’t care 
for me any more? 

George: I have the greatest affection for you. I admire you 
and of course I’m grateful to you. But if I thought I was 
in love with you I was mistaken. 

Daisy: Do you know why I wouldn’t have a professional 
nune, and when you were unconscious for two days 
refused to leave you for a minute? Do you know why, 
afterwards, at night when you grew delirious, I wouldn’t 
let Harry watch you? I said it would interfere with his 
work. I dared not leave you for a single moment. And 
it was your secret and mine. I wouldn’t let anybody in 
the world share it with me. Do you know what you said 
in your delirium? 

George: [Disturbed.] I expect I talked an awful lot of rot 
People always do, I believe. 
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Daisy: \9assiomteIy\ You used to call me, Daisy, Daisy, 
though your heart was breakbg. And when I leaned 
over you and said, Tm here, you would take my face in 
your hands so that I could hardly believe you weren’t 
conscious. And you said, I love you. 

George: O God. 

Daisy: And sometimes I didn’t know how to calm you. 
You were frantic because you thought they were taking 
me away from you. I can’t bear it, you said, I shall die. 
I had to put my hands over your mouth so that no one 
should hear. 

George: I didn’t know what I was saying. I wasn’t myself. 
It was just the madness of fever. 

Daisy: And sometimes you were so exquisitely tender. 
Your voice was soft and caressing. And you called me 
by sweet names so that the tears ran down my cheeks. 
You thought you held me in your arms and you pressed 
me to your heart. You were happy then, you were so 
happy that I was afraid you’d die of it. I know what love 
is, and you love me. 

George: For God’s sake stop. Why do you torture me? 

Daisy: And then you were madly jealous. You hated 
Harry. I think you could have killed him. 

George: That’s not true. That’s infamous. Never! 
Neverl 

Daisy: You know as well as I do that he’s no more than a 
puppet. You despise him. 

George: Harry? Why, he’s ten times better than I am. 
I’m fonder of him than of any one in the world. He’s the 
straightest man I ever knew. 

Daisy: Oh, you can say that with your lips. Sometimes you 
thought he put his arms round me and kissed me, and 
you sobbed aloud. Oh, it was so painful. I forgot that 
you were unconscious and I took your bands and said, 
He’s not here. You and I are alone, alone. And some- 
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times I think you understood. You fell back, and a look 
of peace came on your face as if you were in heaven, and 
you said — do you know what you said? You said. 
Beloved, beloved, beloved. 

[Her voice breaks and the tears course down her cheeks. 

Geoege is shattered hj what she has told him. 

George: I’m vile. I suppose there are few of us that 
wouldn’t turn away from ourselves in horror if the 
innermost thoughts of our heart, the thoughts we’re 
only conscious of to hate, were laid bare. But that 
shameful thing that showed itself in me isn’t me. I 
disown it. . . . 

Daisy: I thought you had more courage. I thought you had 
more sense. Do you call that you, a few conventional 
prejudices? The teal you is the love that consumes you 
more hotly than ever the fever did. The only you is the 
one that loves me. The rest is only frills. It’s a domino 
that you put on at a masked ball. 

George: You don’t know what you say? Frills? It’s 
honour, and duty, and decency. It’s everything that 
makes it possible for me to cling to the shadow of my 
self-respect. 

Daisy: Oh, all that means nothing. You fool. You might 
as well try with your bare hands to stop the flow of the 
Yangtse. 

George: Ifl perish, I perish. Oh, of course I love you. All 
night I’m tortured with love and tortured with jealousy, 
but the day does come at last, and then 1 can get hold of 
myself again. My love is some horrible thing gnawing 
at my heart-strings. I hate it and despise it. But 1 can 
fight it, fight it all the time. Ob, Fve been here too long. 
I ought to have got back to work long ago. Work is my 
only chance. Daisy, I beseech you to let me go. 

Daisy; How can I let you go? I love you. 

George: \rbtmderstruckl\ You? [Impatiently, mitb a shrug 
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oj the shoulders^ Oh, you’ie talking nonsense. 

Daisy: Why do you suppose I’ve said all these things? Dt. 
you think a -woman cares twopence for a man’s love 
when she doesn’t love him? 

George: Oh, it’s impossible. You don’t know what you’re 
saying. I know how good and kind you are. You’ve 
been touched by my love. You mistake pity for love. 

Daisy: I’m not good and Pm not kind. There’s no room 
in my soul for pity. In my soul there’s only a raging 
hunger. If I know what you feel it’s because I feel it too. 
I love you, I love you, I love you. 

George: And Harry? 

Daisy: What do I care about Harry? I hate him because 
he’s stood between me and you. You said yourself that 
he was empty and trivial. 

George; Never. I’ve never said a word against him. What 
I said in my delirium means nothing. 

Daisy: It was the truth. It was your heart that spoke. He is 
nothing. 

George; He’s your husband. He’s my friend. 

Daisy: He doesn’t exist. I’ve loved you always from the 
first day I saw you. The others were nothing to me, Lee 
Tai and Harry and the rest. I’ve loved you always. I’ve 
never loved any one but you. All these years I’ve kept 
the letters you wrote to me. I’ve read them till I know 
every word by heart. They’re all blurred and smudged 
with the tears I’ve wept over them. They were all I had. 
Do you think I’m going to let you go now? All my pain, 
all my anguish, are nothing any more. I love you and 
you love me. 

George: Oh, don’t, don’t. 

Daisy: You can’t leave me now. If you leave me I shall kill 
myself. 

George: I must go away. I must never see you again. 
Whatever happens we must never meet. 
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Daisy: [Exasperated mid impatient^ That’s impossible. What 
will you say to Harry? 

George: If need be I’ll tell him the truth. 

Daisy: What difference will that make? Will you love me 
any the less? Yes, tell him. Tell him that I love you and 
you only, and that I belong to you and to you only. 

George; O Daisy, for God’s sake try and control yourself. 
We must do our duty, we mast, we must. 

Daisy: I know no duty. I only know love. There’s no 
room in my soul for anything else. You say that love is 
like a wild beast gnawing at your entrails. My love is a 
liberator. It’s freed me from a hateful past. It’s freed me 
from Harry. There’s nothing in the world now but you 
and me and the love that joins us. I want you, I want 
you. 

George: Don’t, don’t. Oh, this is madness. There’s only 
one thing to be done. God, give me strength. Daisy, 
you know I love you. 1 love you with all my heart and 
soul. But it’s good-bye. I’ll never see you again. Never, 
never. So help me, God. 

Daisy: How can you be so cruel? You’re heartless. I’ve 
wanted you all these years. I’ve hungered for you. You 
don’t know what my humiliation has been. Pity me 
because I loved you. If you leave me now I shall die. 
You open the doors of heaven to me and then you slam 
them in my face. Haven’t you made me unhappy 
enough? You’d have done better to kill me ten years 
Rgo. You trampled me in the mud and then you left me. 
Oh, what shall I do? 

sinks to the ground weeping as though her heart would 
break. George looks at her for a mnute, bis fact 
distorted with ag/mj; be elenebes bis hands in the 
violenet of bis effort to control himself. He fakes bis 
hat and walks slowly towards the gate. He withdraws 
the ff-eaf belt that bolds it. When Daisy bears the 
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sound of this she starts to her feet and sta^er.- 
torvards him. 

Daisy: George, No, no. Not yet. 

[She staggers and with a cry falls headlong. She has 
fainted. 

George: {fishing towards herl\ Daisy, Daisy. [He kneels 
down and takes her head in bis hands. He h fearfully agitatedl\ 
O my darling, what is it? O my God, Daisy. Speak to 
me. [Gfl///«^.j Amah! Amah! [Daisy s/owl)> opens her 
eyes.^ O my beloved, I thought you were dead. 

Daisy: Lift me up. 

George; You can’t stand. 

[He raises her to her feet so that when she is erect she is in 
his arms. She puts her arms round his thck. 

Daisy: Don’t leave me. 

George: My precious. My beloved. 

[She turns her face to him, offering her lips, and he bends bis 
head and kisses her. She closes her eyes in ecstasy. 

Djusy: Take me in. I feel so ill, 

George: I’ll carry you. 

[He lifts her up and carries her into the bouse. From the 
opposite side the Amah appears. She g)$s to the 
gateway and slips the bolt forward into position. Then 
she comes to the tea-table, sits down, and takes a scone. 

Amah: Hi yah. 

[She bites the scone and chews placidly. On her face is a 
smirk of iroty. 


END OF SCENE V 
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Scene: A small room in a Chinese bouse in Peking. The malls 
ere mbitemashed, but the whitewash is not a little stained. 
Three or four scrolls hang on them, written over in largf 
characters with inscriptions. On the floor is matting. The only 
furniture consists of a table, with a couple of chairs, a wooden 
pallet covered with matting, with cushions at one end of it, and a 
Korean chest heavily ornamented with brass. Ad the back are 
a couple of windows, elaborately latticed and covered with rice 
paper, and a lightly-carved door. 

Daist is seated in one of the chairs. She has taken her pocht 
mirror out of her bag and is looking at herself. She is gey and 
happy. The Amah comes in. She carries a long-necked vase in 
which me a couple of carnations. 

Amah: I bring you flowers make room look pletty. 

Daisy; O you nice old thing. Put them on the table. 

Amah: You look at yourself in looking-glass? 

Daisy: I’m looking young. It suits me to be happy. 

Amah: You very pletty girl. I very pletty girl long time 
ago. You look alia same me some day. 

Daisy: [Amused.] Heaven forbid. 

Amah; You vclly good temper to-day, Daisy. You glad 
because George come. 

Daisy: I didn’t see him yesterday. 

Amah: He keep you waiting. 

Daisy: The wretch. He always keeps me waiting. But 
what do I care as long as he comes? We shall have three 
hours. Perhaps he’ll dine here. If he says he can, give 
him what he likes to eat. No one can make such delicious 
things as you can if you want to. 

184 
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Amah: You try flatter me. 

Daisy: I don’t. You know very well you’re the best co dI: in 
Cliina. 

Amah: [Ttckled.l O D.iisy. I know you mote better than 
you think. 

Daisy: You’re a wicked old woman. [She gives her a kiss /-t 
both cheeks What ate they making such a tow about nest 
door? 

Amah: Coolie, he got killed this morning. He have two 
small children. Their mother, she die long time ago. 

Daisy: How dreadful. Poor little things. 

Amah: You like see them? They here. 

[She goes to the door aad beckons. A little, old, shSbby 
Chinaman comes in with two tiny children, a boy and j 
girl, one holding on to each band. They are very solemn 
and shy and silent. 

Daisy: Oh, what lambs. 

Amah: They no got money. 'nUs old man he say he take 
them and he bring them up. But he only coolie. He no 
got much money himself. 

Daisy: Is he related to them? 

Amah: No, him just velly good man. He no can do velly 
much. He just do what he can. ’The neighbours, they 
help little. 

Daisy: But I’ll help too. Have you got any money on you? 

Amah: I got two, three dollars. 

Daisy: What’s the good of that? Let him have this. 

[She has a chain of gold beads round her neck. She takes it 
off and puts it in the old mads hands. 

Amah: That chain very ispensive, Daisy. 

Daisy: What do I care? Let him sell it for what it’ll fetch. 
It’ll bring me luck. [To the old man.^ Yousabe? 

[H« nods, smiling. 
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Am\h: I think he understand all right. 

Daist: \^QMng at the children^ Aren’t they sweet? And so 
solemn. \To tht Amah.] You go chop-chop to the 
toyshop opposite and buy them some toys. 

Amah: Can do. 

[She goes out. Daisy takes the children and sets them up 
on the table. 


Daisy: [Charminglyl\ Now you come and talk to me. Sit 
very still now or you’ll fall off. [To the little boy.] I 
wonder how old you are. [To the old man.] Wu? Liu? 

Old Man: Liu. 

Daisy: [To the little boy.] Six years old. Good gracious, 
you’re quite a man. If I had a little boy he’d be older 
than you now. If I had a little boy I’d dress him in such 
smart things. And I’d bath him myself. I wouldn’t let 
any horrid old amah bath him. And I wouldn’t smff him 
up with sweets like the Chinese do; I’d give him one 
piece of chocolate when he was a good boy. Gracious 
me. I’ve got some chocolates here. Wait there. Sit 
quite still, [ffitt goes over to the shelf on which is a hag of 
choeolatesl] There’s one for you and one for you and [to 
the old man] one for you. And here’s one for me. 


[The children and the Chinaman eat the chocolates solemnly. 
The Amah returns with a doll and a child’s Pejdng 


cars. 


AmAh: Have catchee toys. 

Daisy: Look what kind old Amah has brought you. [She 
lifts the children off the table and gives the doll to the little girl 
the cart to the boyl] Here’s a beautiful doll for you and 
here’s a real cart for you. [She sits down on the floor.] 
Look, the wheels go round and everything. 

AiiIAh: Have got more presents. 

[She takes out of her sleeve little bladders with mouthpiece 
attached so that they can be blown up. 
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Daisy: What on earth is this? Oh, I love them. We must 
all have one, [She distributes them and they all blow them up. 
There is the sound of scratching at the door.] Who’s that, I 
wonder? 

Aaiah: If you say come in, maybe you see. 

Daisy: Open the door, you old siUy. [She begins to blow up the 
balloon again. The Asiah goes to the door and opens it. 
Lee Tai steps /«.] Send these away. [The A.m.\h makes a 
sifft to the old Chinaman; he gives each child a hand and with 
their presents they go out. The Amah slips out after them.] 1 
thought you were dead. 

T.P.E Tai: I’m very much alive, thank you. 

Daisy: Ah, well, we’ll hope for the best. 

T.f.r Tai: I trust you’re not displeased to sec me. 

Daisy: [Gaify,] If you’d come yesterday I should certainly 
have smacked your fiice, but to-day I’m in such a good 
humour that even the sight of you is tolerable. 

Lee Tai: You weren’t here yesterday. 

[The Amah comes in carrying on a little wooden tray two 
Chinese bowls and a teapot. 

Daisy: My dear mamma seems to think you’ve come to pay 
me a visit. You mustn’t let me keep you too long, 

Lee Tai: You arc expecting some one? I know. 

[The hisjcagoes out. 

Daisy: [Chaffing him.] I always said you had a brain. 

Lee Tai: No better a one than yours, Daisy. It was a clever 
trick when you got me to try to put your husband out of 
the way so that you should be free for George Conway. 

Daisy: It was nothing to do with me. I told you I’d have 
nothing to do with it. You made a hash of it. One can 
forgive the good for being stupid, but when rascals ate 
fools there’s no excuse. 

Lee Tai: The best laid schemes of mice and men, as my 
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favourite poet, Robert Burm, so elegantly puts it, gang 
aft agley. 

I '.VIST: I don’t care a damn about your favourite poet. 
What have you come here for to-day? 

Lee Tai: As it turns out, I do not see that there is any cause 
for regret that George Conway got the knife thrust that 
was intended for your husband. I wish it had gone a 
little deeper. 

Daisy: [Coolly.] As it turns out, you only did me a service. 
But still you haven’t told me to what I owe the honour of 
your visit. 

Lee Tai: Qvility. I like to be on friendly terms with my 
tenants. 

Daisy: [Surprised.] Your what? 

Lee Tai: [Urbatieiy.] This happens to be my house. When I 
discovered that your honourable mother had taken the 
rooms in this courtyard so that you might have a place 
where George Conway and you could safely meet, I 
thought I would buy the whole house. 

D.usy: I hope it was a good investment. 

T.EE Tai: Otherwise perhaps I should have hesitated. It 
was clever of you to find so convenient a place. With a 
curio shop in front into which any one can be seen going 
without remark, and an ill-lit passage leading to this 
court, it is perfect. 

Daisy: What is the idea? 

Lee Tai: [With a tnmkU in his ^es.] Are you a little 
frightened? 

Daisy: Not a bit. What can you do? You can tell Harry. 
Tell him. 

Lee Tai: [AfJJy.] George Conway would be ruined. 

Daisy: \With a sbr.ig.] He’d lose his job. Perhaps you 
would give him another. You’re mixed up in so many 
concerns you could surely find use for a white man who 
speaks Chinese as well as George docs. 
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Lee Tat. I find even your shamelessness attractive. 

Daisy: Fm profoundly grateful for the compliment. 

Lee Tai: But do not fear. I shall do nothing, I bought this 
house because I like you to know that always, always you 
are in my hand. 'Where you go, I go. Where you ate, I 
am. Sometimes you do not see me, but nevertheless I am 
close. I do nothing. I am content to wait. 

Daisy: Your time is your own. I have no objection to your 
wasting it. 

Lee Tai: One day, and I think that day is not very far 
distant, you will come to me. I was the first and I shall 
be the last. If you like I will marry you. 

Daisy: \With a smile \ I thought you had two, if not three, 
wives already. I fancy that number four would have 
rather a thin time. 

Lee Tai: My wife can be divorced. I am willing to marry 
you before the British Consul. We will go to Penang, 
I have a ho\ise there. You shall have motor-cars. 

Daisy: It’s astonishing how easy it is to resist temptations 
that don’t tempt you. 

Lee Tai: Sneer. What do I care? I wait. . . . What have 
you to do with white men? You are not a white woman. 
■What power has this blood of your father’s when it is 
mingled with the tumultuous stream which you have 
inherited through your mother from innumerable 
generations? Our race is very pure and very strong. 
Strange nations have overrun us, but in a little while we 
have absorbed them so that no trace of a foreign people 
is left in us. China is like the Yangtse, whidi is fed by 
five hundred streams and yet remains unchanged, the 
river of golden sand, majestic, turbulent, indifferent, and 
everlasting. What power have you to swim against that 
mighty current? You can wear European clothes and eat 
European food, but in your heart you are a China- 
woman. Ate your passions the weak and vacillating 
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passions of the white man? There is in yout heart a 
simplicity which the white man can never fathom and a 
lieviousness which he can never understand. Your soul 
is like a rice patch cleared in the middle of the jungle. 
All around the jungle hovers, watchful and jealous, and 
it is only by ceaseless labour that you can prevent its 
inroads. One day your labour will be vain and the jungle 
will take back its own. China is closing in on you. 

Daist; My poor Lee Tai, you’re talking perfect nonsense. 

Lee Tai; You’re restless and unhappy and dissatisfied 
because you’re straggling against instincts which were 
implanted in your breast when the white man was a 
hungry, naked savage. One day you will surrender. 
You will cast off the white woman like an outworn 
garment. You will come back to China as a tired child 
comes back to liis mother. And in the immemorial 
usages of our great race you will find peace. 

\Tbere is a mommfs silence. Daist passes her band over 
ber forehead. Against her will she is strangely 
impressed iy what Lee Tai bos said. She gives a little 
shudder and recovers herself. 

Daisy: George Conway loves me, and I OhI 

Lee Tai: The white man’s love lasts no longer than a 
summer day. It is a red, ted rose. Now it fiaunts its 
scented beauty proudly in the sun, and to-morrow its 
petals, wrinkled and stinking, lie scattered on the ground. 

is a sound of a footstep in the courtyard outside. 

Daisy: Here he is. Go quickly. 

[George opens the door and stops as be catches sight of 
Lee Tai. 

George: HuUoa, who’s this? 

[Lee Tai steps forward, smiling at;d obsequious. 

Lf.e Tai: I am the owner of this house. The Amah com- 
plained that the roof leaked, and 1 came to see for 
myself. 
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George: [Frotvm/^.] It’s of no consequence. Please don’t 
bother about it. 

Lee Tai: I wish I needn’t^ The Amah has a virulent and an 
active tongue — am afraid she will give me no peace till 
1 have satis£ed her outrageous demands. 

George: You speak extraordinatil 7 good English. 

Lee Tai: I am a graduate of the University of Edinburgh. 

Daisy: Robert Burns is his fevourite poet. 

Lee Tai: I spent a year at Oxford and another at Harvard. 
I can express myself in English not without fluency. 

George: Let me compliment you on your good sense in 
retaining your national costume. I think- it a pity that the 
returned students should insist on wearing ugly tweed 
suits and billycock hats. 

Lee Tai: I spent eight years abroad. I brought back with 
me no mote admiration for Western dress than for 
Western civilisation. 

George: That is very interesting, 

Lee Tai: You are pleased to be sarcastic. 

George: And you, I think, are somewhat supercilious. 
Believe me, the time has passed when the mandarins of 
your country, in their impenetrable self-conceit, could put 
up a barrier against the advance of civilisation. If you 
have any love for China, you must see that her only 
chance to take her rightful place in the world is to accept 
honestly and sincerely the teaching of the West. 

T -vb Tai: And if in our hearts we despise and detest what 
you have to teach us? For what reason are you so 
confident that you are so superior to us that it behoves 
us to sit humbly lat your feet? Have you excelled us in 
arts or letters? Have our thinkers been less profound 
than yours? Has our civilisation been less elaborate, less 
complicated, less refined than yours? Why, when you 
lived in caves and clothed yourselves with skins we were 
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a cultured people. Do you know that we tried an 
experiment which is unique in the world? 

Geob.ge: [Good-ttattiredly.l What experiment is that? 

T.EE T.u: We sought to rule this great people not by force, 
but by wisdom. And for centuries we succeeded. Then 
why does the white man despise the yellow? Shall I tel] 
you? 

George; Do. 

Lee Tai: {With a smling coutempt.l Because he has invented 
the machine-gun. That is your superiority. We are a 
defenceless horde and you can blow us into eternity. 
[With a tinge of sadaess\ You have shattered the dream of 
out philosophers that the world could be governed by 
the power of law and order. . . . And now you are 
teaching our young men your secret. You have thrust 
your hideous inventions upon us. Fools, Do you not 
know that we have a genius for mechanics? Do you not 
know that there are in this country four hundred millions 
of the most practical and industrious people in the 
world? Do you think it will take us long to learn? And 
what will become of your superiority when the yellow 
man can make as good guns as the white and £re them as 
straight? You have appealed to the machine-gun and by 
the machine-gun shall you be judged. 

\Tbere ij a patut. Suddenly George gtves T.kb Tai a 
scr!.tinisir.ggjattce. 

George: What is your name? 

Lee T.^i: \f^ith a thin, artmed smileJ\ Lee Tai Cheng. 

George: \With a fri^d politeness \ I’m sure you are very 
busy, Mr. Lee. I won’t detain you any longer. 

Lee Tai: \Still smilir.g\ I wish you a good day. 

[He bows slightly and shakes bis own bands in the Chinese 
manner. He goes out. He leaves behind him an 
impression that is at once ironic and sinister. 

George: What the devil is he doing here? 
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Daisy; [Am/sed] He came to make me an offer of marriage. 
I pointed out to him that I was married already. 

George: [AW without irritation.'] How did he laiow you 
were here? 

Daisy: He made it his business to find out. 

George: Does he know that . . . ? 

Daisy: {Coolly.] You know China better than most English- 
men. You know that the white man can do nothing 
without the Chinese knowing it. But they won’t tell 
other white men unless — ^unless it’s to their advantage to 
do so. 

George: You told me that this house belonged to the 
Amah. 

Daisy: [Smilingi] That was a slight exaggeration. 

George: You put it very mildly. 

D.AI3Y: You said you wouldn’t come to the temple. It meant 
finding some place where we could meet or never seeing 
you at all. 

George: {Sombrely.] We began with deceit and with deceit 
we’ve continued. 

Daisy; {Tenderlyl] There’s no deceit in my love, George. 
After all, our love is the only thing that matters. 

George: {With a certain awkwardness!] I’m afraid I’ve kept 
you waiting. Andre Leroux came to see me just as I was 
leaving the Legation. 

Daisy: {Remembering.] I know. Mrs. Stopfort’s young man. 

George: He said he knew Mrs. Stopfort’s friends were 
rather anxious about her future, and he wanted them to 
know that he was going to marry her as soon as she was 
free. 

Daisy; OhI 

George: Of course it’s the only decent thing to do, but 1 
wasn’t sure if he’d see it. He’s a very good fellow. 
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\\Vith a smile. \ He speat at least half an hour telling me 
how he adored Mrs. Stopfort. 

Daisy: [Good-biimDuredlyl\ Oh, you know I’m not the sort of 
woman to grouse because you’re a little late. I can 
always occupy myself by thinking how wonderhil it will 
be to see you. And if I get bored with that I read your 
letters again. 

George: I shouldn’t have thought they were worth that. 

Daisy: I think I have every word you have ever written to 
me — those old letters of ten years ago and the little notes 
you write to me now. Even though they’re only two or 
three lines saying you’ll come here or can’t come, they’re 
precious to me. 

George: But do you keep them here? 

Daisy; Yes, they’re safe there. They’re locked up in thai 
box. Only Amah has the key of this room. . . . George. 

George: Yes. 

Daisy; Will you do something for me? 

George: If I can. 

D-usy: Will you dine here to-night? Amah will get us a 
lovely little dinner. 

George: Oh, my dear, I can’t. I’ve got an official dinner 
that I can’t possibly get out of. 

Daisy: Oh, how rotten. 

George: But I thought Harry was coming ba'-k this 
morning. He’s been gone a week already. 

Daisy; I had a letter saying he had to go on to Kalgan. But 
don’t say anything about it. He told me I was to keep it a 
secret. 

George; He must hate having to be away so much as he’s 
been lately. The death of that man Gregson has upset 
things rather. 

Daisy: [Smili/ig.} I wish I could thank Gregson for the good 
turn he did us by dying at the psychological moment. 
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George: [Dri^.] I don’t suppose that was his intention. 

Daisy; Except for that Harry would have insisted on going 
to Chung-King. Now there’s no possibility of that for at 
least a year. 

George: I suppose not, 

Daisy: We’ve got a year before us, George, a whole year. 
And in a year anything can happen, 

George; fGrave^,] Do you never have any feeling that 
we’ve behaved rottenly to Harr)’? 

Daisy: I? I’ve been happy for the first time in my life. At 
last I’ve known peace and rest. O George, I’m so grateful 
for all you’ve given me. In these three months you’ve 
changed the whole world for me. I thought I couldn’t 
love you mote than I did. I think every day my love 
grows more consuming. 

George: I’ve never known a single moment’s 

happiness. 

Daisy: That’s not true. When I’ve held you in my arms I’ve 
looked into your eyes and I’ve seen. 

George: Oh, I know. There’ve been moments of madness 
in which I forgot everything but that I loved you. I’m a 
low rotten cad. No one could despise me more than I 
despise myself. Pve loved you so that there was room 
for nothing else in my soul. Waking and sleeping you’ve 
obsessed me. 

Daisy: That’s how I want you to love me. 

George: And I’ve hated myself for loving you. I’ve hated 
you for making me love you. I’ve struggled with all my 
might and a hundred times 1 thought I’d conquered 
myself, and then the touch of your hand, the softness of 
your lips — ^I was like a bird in a cage. I beat myself 
against the bars and all the time the door was open and I 
hadn’t the will to fly out. 
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Daisy: XTmdsrly^ O darling, why do you make yourself 
unhappy when happiness lies in the hollow of your 
hand? 

George; Have you never regretted anything? 

Daisy: Never. 

George: You’re stronger than I am. I’m as W'eafc as 
dishwater. It’s funny that it should have taken me all 
these years to find it out. I was weak from the beginning. 
But I was weakest of all that day. I was distracted, I 
thought you were dying, I forgot everything except that 
I loved you. 

Daisy; \Witb passion^ O my sweetheart. Don’t you 
remember how, late in the night, we went outside the 
temple and looked at the moonlight on the walls of the 
Forbidden City? You had no regrets then. 

George: [Going on with his onm thoughts^ And afterw'ards 
your tears, your happiness, the dread of giving you pain 
and the hot love that burnt me — ^I was in the toils then. 
I too knew a happiness that I had never known before. 
On one side was honesty and duty and everything that 
makes a man respect himself — and on the other was love. 
I thought you’d be going away in two or three weeks and 
that would be the end of it. Oh, it was no excuse — ^there 
ate no excuses for me, I can never look Harry in the face 
again; but though my heart was breaking at the thought, 
I — ^I knew that in a few days I should see you for the last 
time. 

Daisy: [Scornfully^ Do you think I’d have gone then? 

George: And then came that sudden, unexpected, disastrous 
change in all Harry’s plans. And this house and all the 
sordid horror of an Intrigue, And then there was 
nothing to do but face the fact that I was a cur. I 
wouldn’t wish my worst enemy the tormre that Fve 
undergone. 

Daisy: \Ffillofloviandpityl\ O my darling, you know I’d do 
anything in the world to give you happiness. 
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George: [Sombrely, looking away from itr.] Dais7, I think 
you can never give me happiness, but you can help me, 
not to make amends, because that’s impossible, but 
to. . . . [Impiilsmljylooldngatbernow.] O Daisy, do yovi 
really love me? 

Daisy: With all my heart. With all my soul. 

George: Then help me. Let us finish. 

Daisy: [Qtiickly.\ What do you mean? 

George: I don’t ■want to seem a prig. I don't want to 
preach. Heaven knows, I’ve never pretended to be a 
saint. But what we’ve done is wrong. You must see that 
as plainly as I do. 

Daisy: Is it wrong to love? How can I help it? 

George: Daisy, I want to — cease doing wrong. 

Daisy; You make me impatient. How can you be so weak? 

George: I want you to believe that I love you. But I can’t 
go on with this deceit. I’d sooner shoot myself. 

Daisy: You couldn’t say that if you loved me as I love you. 

George: \BrutaUyl\ I love you any more. 

Daisy: [With a scornful sbrug.\ That’s not true. 

George: [Clenching his teeth.\ I came here to-day to tell you 
that — ^well, that it’s finished and done with. O God, I 
don’t want to make you unhappy. But you must sec we 
can’t go on. Everything that’s decent in me revolts at the 
thought. I beseech you to forget me. 

Daisy: As if I could. 

George: I’m going away for a bit. 

Daisy: [Startledl\ You? Why? 

George: I didn’t trust myself. You see. I’ve lost my nerve, 
so I applied for short lea've. I’m sailing for Vancouver on 
the Empress. I leave here the day after to-morrow. 

Daisy: [Suddenly distrattgfit.'\ You don’t mean that you’re 
going to leave me? I didn’t pay any attention to what you 
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said. I thought it was just a mood. George, George, say 
that you don’t mean that? 

George: It’s the only thing to do, for your sake and Harry’s 
and mine. [Ta^/«g bis courage in both hands.] This is 
good-bye, Daisy. 

'Dassti [Sek^ittg him by the shoulders^ Let me look at your 
eyes. George, you’re crazy. You can’t go. 

George: [Dras>ing ain^.] For God’s sake, don’t touch me. 
I wanted to break it to you gently. I don’t know what’s 
happened. Everything has gone wrong. I’m going, 
Daisy, and nothing in the world can move me. I implore 
you to bear it bravely. [She looks at him with suffering, 
anxious eyes. She is stunned.] I’m afraid you’re going to be 
awfully unhappy for a little while. But I beseech you to 
have courage. Soon the pain won’t be so great, and then 
you’ll see I’ve done the only possible thing. 

Daist: [Sullen^.] How long ate you going for? 

George*. Three or four months. [A pause.] I knew you’d 
be brave, Daisy. Do you know, I was afraid you’d cry 
most awfully. It tears my heart to see you cry. 

Daisy: Do you think I’m a child? Do you think I can cry 
now? 

George: It’s good-bye then, Daisy. 

[She gees not answer. She hardly hears what he says. He 
hesitates an instant wretchedly, and then goes quickly 
out of the room. D.usy stands as if she were turned to 
stone. Her face is haggard. In a minute Lee Tai 
comes softly in. He stands at the door, looking at her, 
then gives a little cough. She turns round and sees him. 

Daisy: [Fiercely.] What do you want? 

Lee Tai: I was waiting till you were disengaged, 

Daisy: Have you been listening? 

Lee Tai: I have heard. 



SCENE VI EASTOFSUEZ 

Daisy; I wish I could have seen you with your ear to the 
keyhole. You must have looked dignified. 

[Sht begins to laugh, angrily, bysteritally, beside berselj. 

Lee Tai; Let me give you a cup of tea. It’s quite warm still. 

Daisy: I should have thought you were rather old and fat to 
stoop so much. 

Lee Tai: Fortunately the windows are only coveted with 
rice paper, so I was saved that inconvenience. 

[He bands her a eup of tea. She fakes it and flings it at 
him. The tea is splashed over his black robe. 

Daisy: Get out of here or I’ll kill you. 

[He mpes his dress with a large silk pocket handkerclnef. 

Lee Tai: You forget sometimes the manners that were 
taught you at that elegant school for young ladies in 
England. 

DAiSi': I suppose you’ve come to crow over me. Well, 
crow. 

Lee Tai: I told you that I thought I should not have to wait 
very long. 

Daisy: [Scornftillyi\ You fool. Do you think it’s finished? 

T.f.k Tai: Did I not tell you that the white man’s love was 
weak and vacillating? 

Daisy: He’s going away for four months. Do you think 
that frightens me? He’s loved me for ten years. I’ve 
loved him for ten years. Do you think he can forget me 
in four months? He’ll come back. 

Lee Tai: Not to you. 

Daisy: Yes, yes, yes. And when he comes it’ll be for good. 
He’ll hunger for me as he hungered before. He’ll forget 
his scruples, his remorse, his stupid duties, because he’ll 
only remember me. 

Lee Tai: \yery quietly He’s going to be married to Miss 
Sylvia Knox. 

[Daisy springs at him and senses him by the throat. 
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Daisy; That’s a lie. That’s a lie. Take it back. You pig. 
[He takes her hands and drags them away from bis throat. 
He bolds berjast. 

Lee Tai: Ask your mother. She Icnows. The Chinese all 
know. 

Daisy: [Calling.\ AimhjAmah. It’s a lie. How dare you? 

Lee Tai: He told you he was going to an official dinner, but 
he didn’t tell you that as soon as he could get away he 
was going to play bridge at the Knoxes’. Pity you don’t 
play. They might have asked you too. 

YTbe Amah comes in. 

Amah: You call me, Daisy? 

Daisy: [Snatching her bands Let me go, you fool. [Tij 
the Amah.] He says George Conway is engaged to 
Harold Knox’s sister. It’s not true. 

Amah: I no sabe. George’s boy say so. Knox the night 
before last at the club, he say to his friend, George 
Conway and my sister, they going to make a match of it, 
[A horrible change comes over Daisy's face as all its 
features become distorted with rage andjealottsy. 

Daisy: The liar. 

stares in front of her, hatred, anger, and mortifleafion 
seething in her heart. Then she gives a cruel malicious 
chuckle. She goes quickly to the Korean chest and 
fiings it open. She takes out a parcel of letters, and 
crossing back swiftly to Lee Tai thrusts them in bis 
bands. 

Lee Tai; What is this? 

Daisy: They’re the letters he wrote me. Let them come into 
Harry’s bands. 

Lee Tai; Why? 

Daisy: So that Harry may know everything. 

Lee Tai: [After a momenfs tbeugpt.] And what will yon do 
for me if I do this for you? 
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Daisy: What you like. . . . Only they must get to him 
quicldy. George goes a^vay the day after to-morrow. 
Lee Tai: Where is your husband? 

D.aisy: Kalgan. 

T.ee Tai; The letters shall teach him to-morrow morning. 
rU send them by car. 

Daisy: It’ll be a pleasant surprise for his breakfast. 

Lee Tai: Daisy. 

Daisy; Go quickly — or I shall change my mind. There’ll be 
plenty of time for everything else after to-morrow. 

Lee Tai: FUgo. 

[Lee Tai goes out. Daisy gives him a look oJmSempt, 
Daisy: Fool. 

Auah: What you mean, Daisy? 

Daisy: Harry will divorce me. And then. . . , 

[Daisy gwei a little erj oj triumph. 

END OF SCENE VI 


H 
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Scene: lh$ sitting-room in the Andersonf apartments. 

The icem is the same as Scene IV, Daisy mui the Amah. 
Daisy is walking restlessly backwards and forwards, 

Daisy: At -what time does the train from Kalgan get in? 
Amah: Five o’clock, my think so. 

Daisy: 'What time is it now? 

\Tbe Amah takes a large gold watch out and looks at it. 
Amah: My watch no walkee. 

Daisy: "Wliy don’t you have it mended? What’s the good 
of a watch that doesn’t go? 

Amah: Gold watch. Eighteen carats. Cost velly much 
money. Give me plenty face. 

Daisy: {Impatiently.] Go and ask Wu what time it is. 

Amah: I know time. I tell by the sun. More better than 
European watch. I think Iwlf-past four maybe. 

Daisy: Why doesn’t George come? 

Amah: Maybe he velly busy. 

Daisy: You gave him the note yourself? 

Amah: Yes, I give him letter. 

D.aisy: What did he say? 

Amah: He no say nothing. He look; damn, damn. 

Daisy: Did you tell him it was very important? 

Amah; I say, you come quick. Chop-chop. 

Daisy: Yes. 

Amah; I tell you before. Why you want me tell you again? 
He say he come chop-chop when he get away from office. 
202 
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Daisy: As if the office mattered now. I ought to have gone 
to him myself. 

Amah; You no make him come more quick because you 
walk about. Why you no sit stiiP 

Daisy: The train’s never punctual. It’ll take Harry at least 
csventy minutes to get out here. 

Amah: Lee Tai. . . . 

Daisy; [Ifitemipting.] Don’t talk to me of Lee Tai. Why on 
earth should I bother about Lee Tai? 

[Wu cowes in with a card. He gives it to Daisy. 

Daisy: Miss Knox. Say I’m not at home. 

Wu: Yesj Missy. 

\He is about logo oat. 

Daisy: Stop. Is she alone? 

Wu: She ride up to gate with gentleman and lady. She say 
can she see you for two, three minutes. 

Daisy: \Afttr a momenfs cottsiderationi\ Tell her to come in. 

[Wu^JWJ out. 

Amahi What for you want to see her, Daisy? 

Daisy: Mind your own business. 

Amah: George come very soon now. 

Daisy; I shall get rid of her as soon as he does. . . , 
[Alfttost to herself.'] I want to see for myself. 

[Sylvia She wears a riding habit, Daisy g/-«rf 

her cordially. Her manner, which was restless, 
becomes on a sadden gt^, ffacioas, and cordial. 

Daisy: O my dear, how sweet of you to come all this way. 

[T6r Amah slips oat. 

Sylvia: 1 can only stop a second. I was riding with the 
Fergusons and we passed your temple. I thought I*d 
just run in and see how you were. I haven’t seen you 
for an age. 

Daisy: Are the Fergusons waiting outside? 
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Sylvia; They lode on. They said they’d fetch me in five 
minutes. 

Daisy; \SmUing^ Hov/ did youi bridge party go off last 
night? 

Sylvia: How on earth did you hear about that? Did Mr. 
Conway tell you? I wish you played bridge. We really 
had rather a lark. 

Daisy: George didn’t come in till late, I suppose? 

Sylvia: Oh no, he got away in fairly decent time. Where 
there’s a will there’s a way, you know, even at official 
functions. 

Daisy: [Witi a link Iaugb.'\ Oh, I know. I’m expecting him 
here in a minute. I hope you won’t have to go before 
he comes. 

Sylvia: Well, I saw him yesterday. I can live one day 
without seeing him. 

Daisy: I wonder if he can live one day without seeing you. 

Sylvia: I’m tolerably sure he can do that. 

Daisy: [As if she mere merely teasing,] A little bird has 
whispered to me that there’s a very pretty blonde in 
Peking . . . 

Sylvl4: [Interruptingl] Probably peroxide. 

Daisy; Not in this case. Who is not entirely indifferent to 
the Assistant Chinese Secretary at the British Legation. 

Sylvia: Fancy. 

Daisy: I suppose you haven’t an idea whom I’m talking 
about. 

Sylvia: Not a ghost. 

Daisy; Then why do you blush to the roots of your hair? 

Sylvia: I was outraged at your suggestion that my hair 
was dyed. 

D.aisy: It’s too bad of me to tease you, isn’t it? 

Sylvia: I’m a perfect owL You know what a tactless idiot 
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my brother is. He -will chaff me about George CoutvMj-, 
so it makes me self-conscious when anybody talks about 
him. 

Daisy: Darling, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. Vvhy 
shouldn’t you be in love with him. 

Sylvia: [With a Iasi^hi\ But I’m not in love with him. 

Daisy: Why does your brother chaff you then? 

Sylvia: Because he’s under the delusion that it’s funny. 

Daisy: But you do like him, don’t you? 

Sylvia: Of course I like him. ... I think he’s a very good 
sort. 

Daisy: Would you marry him if he asked you? 

Sylvia: My dear, what are you talking about? The thought 
never entered my head. 

Daisy: Oh, what nonsense. When a man’s as attentive to 
a girl as George has been to you she can’t help asking 
herself if she’d like to marry him or not. 

Sylvia: [Coldly, but still smiling.] Can’t she? I’m afraid I 
haven’t a close acquaintance with that sort of girl. 

Daisy: Am I being vulgar? You know, we half-castes are 
sometimes. 

Sylvia; [W>Vi!i a tract of impatience.] Of course you’re not 
vulgar. But I don’t know why you want to talk about 
something that’s absolute Greek to me. 

Daisy: The natural curiosity of the Eurasian. Everybody 
tells me that you’re engaged to George. 

Sylvia; Look at my hand. 

stretches out her kft hand so that Daisy should see 
there is no ring on the fourth finger. Daisy stares at 
it for a moment. 

Daisy: You always used to wear an engagement ring. 

Sylvia: [Grm>elj\ It was put on my finger by a poor boy 
who was killed. I meant to wear it always. 

Daisy: Why have you taken it off? 
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{oaks At Sylvia. She can «o knger preserve her 
Artificial gaiety and her voice is cold and bard. Before 
Sylvia can answer George Conway comes in, 

Daisy: {Kegaining with an effort her earlier spri^tlimssi\ Thexc 
you arc at last. 

George: I couldn’t come sooner. I was with the Minister. 

Daisy: We were wondering why you were so late. 

Sylvia; Daisy was wondering. 

George: \Sbaking hands with Sylvia.] I thought that was 
your pony outside. 

Sylvia: Qever. 

George: The Fergusons were just riding up as I came. 

Sylvia; Oh, they’ve come to fetch me. I must bolt. 

George; I’m afraid we kept you up till all sorts of hours 
last night. 

Sylvia; Not a bit. Do I look jaded? 

George: Of course not. You young things can stay up 
till three in the morning and be as fresh as paint. Wait 
till you’re my age. 

Sylvia: You haven’t passed your hundredth birthday yet, 
have you? 

George; Not quite. But I’m old enough to be your father. 

Sylvia; I will not stay and listen to you talk rubbish. Good- 
bye, Daisy. Do come and see me one day this week. 

Daisy: Good-bye. 

George; I’ll come and help you mount, shall I? 

Sylvia: Oh no, don’t bother. Mr. Ferguson is there. 

George: Oh, all right. 

\She goes out. 

Daisy: [Her smiles vanishing^ hostile and w/d.] You might snot 
the door. 

George: [Doing ro.] I will. 

Daisy; Aren’t you going to kiss me? 
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George: Daisy. 

Daisy: [Has///y.] Oh no, it doesn’t mattcf. Don’t bother. 

George: You said you wanted to see me very importantly. 

Daisy: It’s kind of you to have come. 

George: [Wifb an effort at ease of manr.zr^ My dear child, 
what are you talking about? You must know that if 
there’s anything in the world I can do for you, I’m only 
too amdous to do it. 

Daisy: Is that girl in love with you? 

George: Good heavens, no. What put that idea in your 
mind? 

Daisy: The eyes in my head. 

George: What perfect nonsense. 

Daisy: Has it never occurred to you that she was in love 
with you? 

George: Never. 

Daisy: Why do you lie to me? I’ve been told that you 
were engaged to her. 

George: That’s ludicrous. It’s absolutely untrue. 

Daisy: Yes, I think it is. At the first moment I believed it. 
And then I thought it over and I knew it couldn’t be 
true. I don’t think you’d do anything underhand. 

George: At all events, I shouldn’t do that. 

Daisy: In fairness to me or in fairness to her? 

George: My dear Daisy, what do you mean? 

Daisy: Did you break with me yesterday so that you might 
be free to propose to her? 

George: No, I swear I didn’t. 

Daisy: Wliy are you so emphatic? 

George: O Daisy, what’s the good of tormenting yourself 
and tormenting me? You know I loved you just as 
much as you loved me. But I’m not like you. It was 
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a torture. I knevr it was wrong and hateful. I couldn't 
go on. 

Daisv; Do you think it would have seemed wrong and 
hateful if it hadn’t been for Sylvia? 

Giorge: Yes. 

Dai.sy: You don’t say that very convincingly. 

George: I do think it is because she is so loyal and good 
and straight th.-.t I saw so clearly what a cad I was. I 
think I found courage to do the only possible thing in 
her frankness and honesty. 

Daisy: I think you deceive yourself. Are you sure this 
admiration of yours for aU her admirable qualities isn’t — 
love? 

George; My dear, I’m unfit to love her. 

Daisy: She doesn’t think so. If you asked her to marry 
you she’d accept. 

George: What nonsense. What in Heaven’s 

name made you think that? 

Daisy: I made it my business to find out. 

George: Well, you can set your mind at rest. I’m not going 
to ask her to marry me. 

^The Amah corns in. 

Amah: Five o’clock, Daisy. 

Daisy: Leave me alone. 

[Th Amah gw «//. 

George: When does Harry come back? 

Daisy: [A//cr a pause, in a strange, hoarse voiced To-day. 

George: [Surprised at Ur tone and manner. Is anything the 
matter, Daisy? 

Daisy: I’m afraid I have some very bad news for you. 

George: [Startled.]^ Oh! 

Daisy! You know those letters. I kept them locked in the 
box. Lee Tai was furious because I wouldn’t have 
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anything to do with him. Last night he brohe open the 
box. He’s sent the letters to Harry, 

George: \Overwhdmed\ My Godl 

Daisy: I’m awfully sorry. It wasn’t my fault. 1 couldn t 
dream that there was any risk. 

George; Was that why you sent for mcr' 

Daisy: Say you don’t hate me. 

George: Oh, poor Harry. 

Daisy: Don’t think of him now. Think of me. 

George: What do we matter now, you and I? We’re a pair 
of totters, Harry is a white man through and through. 
He loved you, and he trusted me. 

Daisy: What are we going to do.^ 

George: Give me a minute. I’m all at sixes and sevens. 
It’s such a knock-out blow. 

Daisy: Harry will be here soon. His train’s due at five. 

George: We’ll wait for him. 

Daisy: What? 

George: Did you think I was going to run away? I’ll stay 
and face him. 

Daisy: He’ll Idll you. 

George: [With angfiisb^ I wish to God he would. 

Daisy: O George, how can you be so cruel? Don’t you 
love me any more? I love you. George, what is to 
become of me if you desert me? 

George: Harry loves you so much and he loves me too. 
Heaven knows what sacrifices he’s not capable of. Oh, 
I’m so ashamed. 

Daisy: Why do you bother about him? He doesn’t count. 
He’ll get over it. After all, what can he do? He can 
only ^votce me, and perhaps we can get him to let 
me divoice him. 

George: Could you allow him to do that? 


H 
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Daist: It means so little to a man. I don’t cate, I was 
thinking of you. It would make it so much easier for 
you. 

[Ht gives her a quick look. He perceives the allusion 
to marriage. 

D.«sx: George, George, you w'ouldn’t leave — leave me in 
the cart? 

George: Of course I’ll marry you. 

Daisy: [Smiling flow, loving and tender 1\ O George, we shall 
be so happy. And you know, some day I’m sure you’ll 
think it’s better as it’s turned out. I hate all this deceit 
just as much as you do. Oh, it’ll make such a difference 
when our love can be open and above-board. When I’m 
your wife you’ll forget all that has tormented you. O 
George, I know we shall be happy. 

[All this time George has been thinking deeply. 

George: How do you know that Lee Tai sent those 
wretched letters to Harry? 

Daisy; He sent me a message. He wasn’t satisfied with 
doing a dirty trick. He wanted me to know that he’d 
done it. 

George: How did he know you kept my letters there? 

Daisy: I told you I was reading them while I waited for 
you. He came in and I put them away. I suppose he 
suspected. It was very easy for him to get into the room 
after Amah and I went away. 

George: [Sarcastlcallji\ Had you left the key of the box on 
the table? 

Daisy: What do you mean, George? I’d locked it up. Of 
course I took the key vrfth me. I suppose he broke it 
open. Wliat does it matter? The harm’s done. 

George: How do you know Harry received the letters this 
morning? 

D.usy: Lee Tal said he would. 
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George: In Kalgan? 

Daisy: Yes, 

George: I low did he know Harry was in Kalgan? 

Daisy; The Chinese Isnow all one’s movements, 

George: They can’t do miracles. Harry was going up there 
unexpectedly on a private mission. The fellows in that 
company know very well how to keep their own counsel 
when it’s needful. ... I imagine you were the only 
person in Peking who knew Harry was going to Kalgan. 

Daisy: \Casually.'\ Well, it appears I wasn’t. 

Georgf: How do you suppose Lee Tai found out some- 
thing that Harry had particularly told you to keep quiet 
about? 

Daisy: How can I tell? He may have found out from the 
Amah, for all I know. 

George: Surely you hadn’t told her? 

Daisy: Of course not. She may have read the letter. She 
always docs read my letters. 

George: Can she read English? 

Daisy: Enough to find out about other people’s business, 

George: Why should she have told Lee Tai? 

Daisy: I suppose he bribed her. She’d do anything for a 
hundred dollars. 

George: Not if it would do you harm. 

Daisy: She’s not so devoted to me as all that. 

George: She’s your mother, Daisy. 

Daisy: [ Quickly ^ How d’you know? 

George: Harry told me. 

Daisy: I thought he was too ashamed of it to do that, 

George: \Persistently.'\ How did Lee Tai know that Harry 
was in Kalgan? 

Daisy: I tell you I don’t know. Why do you cross-examine 
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nic? Good God, I’m harassed enough without that. 
What do you mean? 

[He set:^es her nrists and draws her violently to him. 

Geoege: Daisy, did you send those letters to Harry yourself? 

Daisy: hiever. Do you think I’m crazy? 

George: Did you give them to Lee Tai to send? 

Daisy: Xo. 

George: God damn you, speak the truth. 1 will have the 
truth for once in your life. 

[Thy stare at one another. He is stern and angry. She 
pulls herself together. She is fierce and defiant. She 
shakes herself free of him. 

Daisy: I gave them to Lee Tai. 

George: [Hiding his face with his handsl[ My GodI 

Daisy: He told me you were engaged to Sylvia. For a 
moment I believed it and gave him the letters. I hardly 
knew what I was doing. And now, even though I 
know it wasn’t true. I’m glad. I wish I’d done it long 
before. 

George: You fiend. 

Daisy; \yiolently\ Do you think I’m going to let you go so 
easily? Do you think I’ve done all I have, to let you 
imrry that silly little English girl? 

George; [With angnish.'\ O Daisy, how could you? 

Daisy: Has it never struck you how you came to be 
wounded that night? It wasn’t you they wanted. It 
was Harry. 

George: I know, [Suddenly mderstanding.'] Daisy. 

Daisy: Yes, I could do that. I only wish it had succeeded. 

George; I can’t believe it. 

Daisy: You’re mine, mine, mine, and I’ll never let you go. 

George: increasing violence.] Do you think I can ever 

look at you again without horror? In my heart I’ve 
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known always that you were evil. Ten years ago when 
I first loved you there was a deep instinct within rhac 
warned me. Even though my heart was breaking for 
love of you, I knew that you were truthless and cruel. 
I’ve loved you, yes, but all the time I’ve bated you. I’ve 
loved you, but with the baser part of me. All that was 
in me that was honest and decent and upright revolted 
against you. Always, always. This love has been a 
loathsome cancer in my heart. I couldn’t rid me of it 
without killing myself, but I abhorred it. I felt that I 
was degraded by the love that burned me. 

Daisy: What do I care so long as you love me? You can 
think anytliing you like of me. The fact remains that 
you love me. 

George: If you had no pity for Harry who raised you from 
the gutter and gave you everything he had to give, oh, 
if you’d loved me you’d have had mercy on me. What 
do you think our life can be together? Don’t you know 
what I shall be? Ruined and abject and hopeless. Do 
you think there’s much happiness for 3’ou there? 

Daisy: I shall have you. That’s all the happiness I want. 
I’d rather be wretched with you — oh, a thousand times — 
than happy with anyone else. 

George: trying to wound her.] You were tor- 

menting me just now because you were jealous of Sylvia. 
Do you know what I felt for her? It wasn’t love — at 
least not what you mean by love. I can never love 
anyone as I’ve loved you, and God knows I’m thankful. 
But I had such a respect for her. I’ve been so wretched, 
and she offered me peace. And I did think that some 
day when all this horror was over, if I could do some- 
thing to make myself feel clean again, I should go to 
her and, all unworthy, ask her if she would take me. 
And now the bitterest pang of all is to think that she 
must know what an unspeakable cad I’ve always been. 

[He has flung himself into a chair. He is in. despdr. 
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up to him, and falling on her knees beside 
him puts her arm round him. She is very tender. 

Daisy: O George, I can make you forget her so easily. You 
don’t know what niy love can do. I know I’ve been 
horrible, but it’s only because I loved you. Ten years 
ago I was all that she is. I’m like clay in your hands and 
you can make me what you will. O George, say you 
forgive me. 

f7« the caressing gestures of her bands as she tries to 
more him otic of them rests ly chance on his coat pocket. 
She feels somethhtg hard. He moves slightly away. 

George: Take cate. 

Daisy: What’s that in your pocket? 

George: It’s my revolver. Since my accident I’ve always 
carried it about with me. It’s rather silly, but the 
Ivlinistcr asked me to. He said he’d feel safer. 

D.iasY’. O George, if you only knew the agony I sulfered 
when you were brought in. The remorse, the fear. I 
thought I should go mad. 

George: \\Vith a bitter chuckle. \ It must have been rather a 
sell for you. 

D.usy: Oh, you can laugh, I knew you’d forgive me. My 
darling. 

George: I’m sorry for all the rough things I said to you, 
Daisy. I don’t blame you for anything. You only acted 
according to your lights. The only person I can blame 
is myself. It’s only reasonable that I should suffer the 
punishment. 

Daisy: My sweetheart. 

George; I suppose you know that I shall be quite ruined. 

Daisy; You’ll have to leave the service. Does that really 
matter to you very much? 

George: It was my whole life. 

D.«sy; You’ll get a job in the post office. With your 
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knovrledge of the language they’ll simply jump at you. 
It’s a Chinese service. It has nothing to do vith 
Europeans. 

George: Do you think the postmaster in a small Chinese 
city is a very lucrative position.? 

Daisy: What does money matter? If I’d wanted money I 
could have got all I wanted from Lee Tai. Wc can do 
with so little. You don’t know what a clever house- 
keeper I am. 

George: \Ih a level, dead voice.\ Fm sure you’re wonderful. 

D-USy: We’ll go to some city where there are no foreigners. 
And we shall be together always. We’ll have a house 
high up on the bank and below us the river will flow, 
flow endlessly. 

George; You seem to have got it all mapped out. 

D.A.ISY: If you only knew how often I’ve dreamed of it. O 
George, I want rest and peace too. I’m so tired. I want 
endless days to rest in. [With a pjqxled look at him.] What 
is the matter? You look so strange, 

George: \Witb a wtarj sigp,] I was thinking of all the things 
you’ve been saying to me. 

Daisy: If you think it’ll be easier for you if you don’t marry 
me, you need not. I don’t care anything about that. 
I’ll be your mistress and I’ll lie hidden in your house so 
that no one shall know I’m there. I’ll live like a Chinese 
woman. I’ll be your slave and your plaything. I want 
to get away from all these Europeans. After all, Cliina 
is the land of my birth and the land of my mother. China 
is crowding in upon me; I’m sick of these foreign clothes. 
I have a strange hankering for the ease of the Chinese 
dress. You’ve never seen me in it? 

George: Never. 

Daisy: [With a smile.] You’d hardly know me. I’ll be a little 
Chinese girl living in the foreigner’s house. Have you 
ever smoked opium? 
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George: No. [Shp takes the Amah’s loni pipe in her hands^ 
Whom docs that belong to? 

Daisy: It’s Amah’s. One dav you shall try and I’ll make 
your pipes for you. Lee Tai used to say that no one 
could make them better than I. 

George: Hov/evet low down the ladder you go, there’s 
apparently always a rung lower. 

Daisy: After you’ve smoked a pipe or two your mind grows 
extraordinarily clear. You have a strange facility of 
speech and yet no desire to speak. All the puzzles of 
this puzzling world grow plain to you. You are tranquil 
and free. Your soul is gently released from the bondage 
of your body, and it plays, happy and careless, like a 
child with flowers. Death cannot frighten you, and 
want and misery are like blue mountains far away. You 
feel a heavenly power possess you and you can venture 
all things because suffering cannot touch you. Your spirit 
has wings and you fly like a bird through the starry 
wastes of the night. You hold space and time in the 
hollow of your hand. Then you come upon the dawn, 
all pearly and grey and silent, and there in the distance 
like a dreamless steep, is the sea. 

George: You are showing me a side of you I never knew. 

Daisy: Do you think you know me yet? I don’t know 
myself. In my heart there are secrets that are strange 
even to me, and spells to bind you to me, and enchant- 
ments so that you will never weary. 

pause. 

George: ^landing up.l I’ll go and get myself a drink. After 
all these alarums and excursions I really think I deserve it. 

Daisy: Amah will bring it to you. 

George: Oh, it doesn’t matter. I can easily fetch it myself. 
The whisky’s in the dining-room, isn’t it? 

Daisy: I expect so. 

[He goes out. Daisy goes over to a chest which stands 
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in fhe room and throws it opon. Sfe fj'^s out tic 
M.n-iJtj dress uhkb Harry once ^ae her end L .nJicJ 
it smiUttgly. She bolds up in both her Lj:ds tic 
sumptuous headdress. There is He sound oj a de-.r 
bei.!^ locked. Daisy puts donn the Leu'Jress and 
looks at the door iK.jmriu^. 

Daisy: [With a little smile.] What are 70U Jockinp the door 
for, George? [The words are hardly out of her mouth before 
there is a report of a pistol shot. Daisy gives a shriek and 
rushes towards the doorl] George! George! What have 
you done? [She beats frantically on the door.] Let me in. 
Let me in. George! 

[The Amah comes run ilng from the coartj.:rd. 

Amah: What’s the matter? I hear shot. 

Daisy: Send the boys, quick. We must break down this 
door. 

Amah: I send the boys away. I no want them here when 
Harry come. 

Daisy: George! George! Speak to me. [She beats violently 
on the door.] Oh, what shall I do? 

Amah: Daisy, what’s the matter? 

Daisy: He’s killed himself sooner — sooner than . . . 

Amah: [Aghast.] Oh! 

[Daisy staggers back into the room. 

Daisy: O my God! 

[She sinks down on the floor. She heats the floor with her 
fist. The Amah looks at her for a moment then with 
quick determination seizes her sbouldir. 

Amah: Daisy, Harry come soon. 

Daisy: [With a violent gesture 1] Leave me alone. What do I 
care if Harry comes? 

Amah: You no can stay here. Come with me quick. 

Daisy: Go away. Damn you. 
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Amah: \Stern and decided.] Don’t you talk foolish now. You 
come. Lee Tai -waiting for you. 

Daisy; [With sudden suspicion^ Did you know this was going 
to happen? Georgel George! 

Amah: Harry will lull you if he find you here. Come 
with me. 

inhere is a knockittg at the outer gate. 

Amah: There he is. Daisy! Daisy! 

Daisy: Don’t torture me. 

Amah: I bolt that door. He no get in that way. He must 
come round through temple. You come quick and I 
hide you. We slip out when he safe. 

Daisy; [With scornful rage.] Do you think I’m frightened of 
Harry? 

Amah: He come velly soon now. 

[Daisy raises herself to her jeet. A strange look comes 
OUST her face. 

Daisy: The day has come. The jungle takes back its own. 
Bolt that door. 

[The Amah runs to it and slips the holt. 

Amah: What you do, Daisy? 

[Daisy goes to the Mancbu clothes and takes them up. 

Daisy; Help me to put these on. 

Amah: What you mean, Daisy? 

Daisy: Curse you, do as I tell you. 

Amah: I think you crazy. [Daisy slips into the long skirt and 
the Amah helps her into the coat. In the middle of her dressing 
Daisy staggersi] Daisy! 

Daisy; [^covering herself] Don’t be a fool. I’m all right. 

Amah: [In a terrified whisper^ There’s Harry, 

Daisy: Give me the headdress. 

Harky: [Outsidei] Open the door. 

Daisy; Be quick. 
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Amah: I no understand. I think you crazy. 

[Tie knocking is repeated more viokntlj, 

Harry: [Shouting^ Daisyl Amah! Open the door. If you 
don’t open I’ll break it down. 

[Daisy is ready. She slips on to the pallet and sits in 
the Chinese fashion. 

Daisy: Go to the door. Open when I tell you. 

^here is by Daisy’s side a box in which are the paints 
and pencils the Chinese lady uses to make up her face. 
Daisy opens it. She takes out a band mirror, 

Harry: Who’s there? Open, I tell you. Open. 

[Daisy puts rouge on her cheeks. She takes a black 
pencil and touches her eyebrows. She ^ves them a 
slight slant so that she looks on a sudden absolute^ 
Chinese, 

Daisy: Open. 

Harry: Daisy. [He comes forward impetuously and then on a 
sudden stops. He is taken aback. Something, he ksiows not 
what, comes over him and he feels helpless and strangely weak,] 
Daisy, what does it mean? These letters. [He takes them 
out of his pocket, and thrusts them towards her. She takes 
no notice of himl] Daisy, speak to me. I don’t understand. 
[He staggers towards her with outstretched hands. Pie throws 
himself on his knees and buries his face in the skirt of her 
dress!] O Daisy, for God’s sake say it isn’t true. 

[He bursts into a storm of sobs. Motionless she contem- 
plates in the glass the Chinese woman of the refection. 


THE END 
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Tie acthn takes place at Gatley Hof/se, Mrs, Tairet's residence, 
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THE SACRED FLAME 

THE nRST ACT 

Scene: Tbe drawing-room at Gatl^ House. It is a large easy 
room furnished comfortably in rather an old-fashioned 
with spacious chairs covered in faded cbint^, great bowls of 
flowers^ English china, Victorian water colours and photo- 
graphs in silver frames. It is the drawing-room of an elderly 
lady who has furnished it in the way she has since her childhood 
known a drawing-room furnished. An interior decorator has 
never been inside the door. No stranger entering if would cry. 
How lovelyl but if be were sensitive to bis surroundings he 
might think it a very good room to eat mtffins in for tea and 
be would slip his band behind the cushions on the sofa in the 
certainty that be would find fat little lavender bags in the 
comers. 

It is now the height of June, the weather is very fine, and the French 
windows that lead into the garden are wide open. Through 
them you see the starry radiant night. 

When the curtain rises, it discovers Maurice and Mrs. Tabret, 
Nurse Watland, and Dr. Harvester. Mrs. Tabret 
is wor/dng at her tapestry. She is a slim, small, ff^-baired 
lady, with a gpntle manner, but her face is determined; it has 
a rtwaged look as though fate had home her many a blow, 
hut also a serenity that sug^sts that she has found in herself 
the character attd the courage to put up a good fight. She is 
dressed in semi-evening dress, in black. Nurse Wayeand 
is reading a book. She is a gjrl of twenty-seven or so, handsome 
rather than pretty, with fine eyes, a little sullen, perhaps, and 
in her expression tire hungry, somewhat pathetic look that some 
women have at her age. She is dressed not in uniform, but in 
a pretty, simple frock that sets off her fine figpre. 

Z25 
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Dr. Harvester and Madrice are plafmg chess. Dr. Har- 
vester is the family doctor; he is a youngish man,fresh- 
complexioned and of an open countenance, fair, clean and 
amiable. He wears a dinner jacket. Maurice // lying on 
an invalid bed, in pyjamas and a bed-jacket. Pie is trim and 
neat, with his hair close-cropped and bis face fresh-shaven; 
he has a handsome head and his manner is cheerful and even 
hearty; but he is very thin, his cheeks cere pale and hollow, and 
his dark eyes look enormous. But they are constantly smiling. 
He gives no sign of being sorry far himself. 

There is a pause while the doctor considers the situation. 

Maurice: [With good-humoured sarcasm. 1 Speed is the essence 
of this game, old boyl 

Harvester: Don’t let the brute bully me, Mrs. Tabret. 

Mrs. Tabret: {Smilingly I think you’re quite capable of 
taking care of yourself. Doctor. 

Maurice: If you moved your bishop you’d make things a 
bit awkward for me. 

Harvester: imperturbably, considering the game.] When I 
want your advice. I’ll ask for it. 

Maurice: Mother, is that the way respectable general prac- 
titioners talked to their patients in the days of your 
far-distant youth? ' 

Mss. Tabret: How on earth do you expect poor Nurse 
Wayland to read when you never for an instant hold 
your tongue? I can’t even hear myself tatting. 

Norse: [Looking up for an instant, with a pleasant smilel] I 
don’t mind, Mrs. Tabret, don’t bother about me. 

Maurice: After listening to my sprightly conversation for 
nearly five years Nurse Wayland pays no more attention 
to me than if I were a deaf mute. 

Mrs. Tabret: [Dryly.] Who can blame her? 

Maurice: [Cheerilyl] Even when pain and anguish wring 
my brow and 1 swear like fifty thousand troopers 1 
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never manage to bring the blush of shame to her maiden 
cheek. 

Nurse: [Smilmg.'\ I know it’s exasperating. 

Maurice: It’s worse than that. Nurse. It’s inconsiderate. It 
would relieve me to see you hlench with horror and 
smother a sob of mortification in an adhesive bandage. 
. . . Watch the Doctor, he’s about to move. Be very 
careful, old boy, the position is fraught with danger. 

Haratester: [Moving a piece.'\ I’m going to move my knight. 

Maurice: What would you say if I gave that pawn a little 
push and murmured check? 

Harvester: I should say it was your right, but I should 
tliink it a trifle vulgar. 

Maurice: Do you know what I’d do now in your place? 

Harvester: No, I don’t. 

Maurice: I’d catch my foot in the leg of the table and kick it 
over accidentally. That’s the only way you can save your- 
self from getting the worst hiding I’ve ever given you. 

Harvester: [Moving a pim^ Go to the devil. 

Maurice: Oh, you do that, do you? All right. 

[Alice, tht maid, antes in. 

Alice: If you please, ma’am. Major Liconda wants to know 
if it’s too late for him to come in and have a drink. 

Maurice: Of course not. Where is he? 

Alice: He’s at the door, sit. 

Mrs. Tabret: Ask him to come in. 

Alice: Very good, ma’am. 

[She goes out, 

Maurice: You know him, don’t you, old boy? 

Harvester: No, I’ve never met him. He’s the fellow who’s 
just taken that furnished house Oh the golf links, 
isn’t he? 

Mrs. Tabret: Yes. 1 knew him years ago in India. That’s 
why he came here. 
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AIaurice: He was one of Mother’s numerous admirers. I 
understand that she treated him very badly. 

Hah-VESTek: I can well believe it. Does he still cherish a 
hopeless passion for you, Mrs. Tabret? 

Mrs. Tabret; [Tah's^ the chaff in good part^ I don’t know at 
all, Dr. Harvester. You’d better ask him. 

Harvester: Is he a soldier? 

Maurice: No, he was a policeman. He’s just retired. He’s 
a very good chap, and I believe he’s rather a good golfer. 
Colin has played with him two or three times. 

Mrs. Tabret: I’d asked him to dine to-night so that Maurice 
could get a game of bridge, but he couldn’t come. 

[Alice comes in followed by Major Liconda, and, wlm 
she has announced him, goes out. 

Auce: Majot Liconda. 

[He is a tallish, middle-aged man, with gney hair and a 
stmbnmt face, spare of build, active and alert. He 
wears a dinner jacket. 

Mrs. Tabret: [Shaking hands with himil How d’you do? How 
very nice of you to look in. 

Liconda: I was on my way home and saw that your lights 
were on, so I thought I’d just ask if anyone would like 
to give me a doch-an-dorris. 

Mrs. Tabret: Help yourself. [With a gesture of the head.l The 
whislry’s on the table. 

Liconda: [Going over to it and pouring himself out a drink.\ 
Thank you. How are you. Nurse? 

Nurse: How do you do? 

Liconda: And the patient? 

Maurice: \hight^.\ Bearing up pretty well considering all 
he has to put up with. 

Liconda: [Smiling.'\ You’re in your usual high spirits. 

Maurice: I have much to be thankful for, as the lady said 
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when hei husband was lun over by a motor bus just 
as he was stepping out of the office after insuring his 
life. 

Harvester: [Law^/6«g.] You fool, Maurice. 

Mrs. Tabret; I don’t think you know Dr. Harvester. 

[Tie two mil shake bands. 

Harvester: How d’you do? 

Liconda: Mrs. Tabret tells me you’re a very good doctor. 
Harvester: I take great pains to impress the fact on my 
patients. 

Maurice: His only serious fault is that he thinks he can 
play chess, 

Liconda: Don’t let me disturb your game. 

Maurice: It’s finished. 

Harvester: Not at all. I have three possible moves. 

[Making «««.] What do you say to that? 

Maurice: Mate, you poor fish. 

Harvester: Damn. 

Mrs. Tabret: Have you beaten him? 

Maurice: Hollow. 

Nurse: Shall I put the chess things away? 

Maurice: If you wouldn’t mind. 

[She takes the board and the chessmen and pits them 
awaj, while the conversation proceeds. 

Liconda: I won’t keep you up. I’ll just swallow my drink 
and take myself off. I really only came to say I was 
sorry I couldn’t come to diriner. 

Maurice: There’s no hurry, you know. Fm not going to 
bed for hours. 

Mrs. Tabret: We’re really waiting up for Stella and Colin. 
They’ve gone to the opera. 

Liconda: Fm a night owl. I never go to bed till I can 
help it. 
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Maurice: You’re the mao for my money. 

Harvester: I’ve got a day’s work before me. I’ll just have 
a drop of Scotch to assuage the pangs of defeat and then 
I must run. 

Maurice; Let’s send the rest of them off to bed. Major, and 
have a good old gossip by ourselves. 

Liconda; I’m willing. 

Mrs. Tabret: If you reaUy want to stay up, Maurice, let 
Nurse Wayland get you ready and then you’ll only just 
have to slip into bed, and Colin can help you. 

Maurice: All right. What do you say to that. Nurse? 

Nurse: Well, it’s just as you like. I’m quite prepared to 
stay up until Mrs. Maurice comes in. I’ll put you to 
bed after you’ve said good night to her. 

Maurice: No, come on. You’re lo.oking tired. 

Mrs. Tabret: You ate looking a little peaked, Nurse. I 
think it’s nearly time you had another holiday. 

Nurse: Oh, I don’t want a holiday for months. 

Maurice: Put your shoulder to the wheel. Nurse, and gently 
trundle the wounded hero to his bedchamber. 

Harvester: Shall I come and help? 

Maurice: Not on your life. It’s bad enough to be messed 
about by one person. I don’t want a crowd, damn it. 

Harvester: Sorry. 

Maurice: I shall only be ten minutes. 

[Nurse Watlajnd whtih out fhs bed and closes the 
doors behind her, 

Liconda: She seems a very nice woman, that nurse. 

Mrs. Tabret: Yes. She’s extremely competent. And I must 
say she’s very gentle and kind. Her patience is really 
wonderful. 

Liconda: You’Ve had her ever since poor Maurice crashed, 
haven’t you? 
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Mrs. Tabret: Oh, no. We had three or four before she 
came. All more or less odious. 

Harvester: She’s a rattling good nurse. I think you’re 
lucky to have got her. 

Mrs. Tabret: I’m sure vrc are. The only fault I have to 
find with her is that she’s so very reserved. There’s 
nothing come-hither about her. Except for her month’s 
holiday every August she’s been with us all day and 
every day for nearly five years, and I only just know 
that her name’s Beatrice. She calls the boys Mx. Maurice 
and Mr. Colin, and Stella she calls Mrs. Maurice. She 
seems to be always a little on her guard. She certainly 
doesn’t encourage familiarity. 

Harvester: I can’t imagine skylarking with her at a Sunday- 
school treat, I must admit. 

Mrs. Tabret: And of course she’s a little tactless. It never 
seems to occur to her that Maurice wants to be alone 
with his wife. Poor lamb, he has so little. He likes to 
say good night to Stella the last thing and he likes to saj 
it without anyone looking on. That’s why he’s staying 
up now. 

Liconda: Poor old boy. 

Mrs. Tabret: He can’t bear the thought of going to sleep 
without kissing her. And Nurse Wayland always seems 
to find something to do just that last moment. He 
doesn’t want to hurt her feelings by sending her out of 
the room, and he’s terrified of being thought sentimental, 
so he uses every sort of trick and device to get her out 
of the way. 

Harvester: But, good Lord, why don’t you tell her? After 
all, there’s no reason why a man shouldn’t kiss his wife 
good night if he wants to. 

Mas. Tabret: She’s terribly sensitive. Haven’t you noticed 
how often rather tactless people are? They’ll stamp on 
your toes and then when you tuck them up cut of 
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hatm’s -way they’re so offended you feel quite miserable 
about it. 

Licond-v: I suppose Maurice is absolutely dependent upon 
her? 

Mrs. Tabret: Absolutely. All sorts of rather unpleasant 
things have to be done for liim, poor dear, and he can’t 
bear that anyone should know about them. Especially 
Stella. 

Harvester: Yes, I’ve discovered that. He doesn’t want 
Stella to have anything to do with his illness. 

Liconda: [To Harvester.] Is there really no chance of his 
getting better? 

Harvester: I’m afraid not. 

Mrs. Tabret; It’s a miracle that he’s alive at aU. 

Harvester: He was terribly smashed up, you know. The 
lower part of his spine was broken and the plane caught 
fire and he was badly burnt. 

Liconda: It was rotten bad luck. 

Mrs. Tabret: And when you think that he was flying all 
through the war and never even had a mishap. It seems 
so silly that this should happen just when he was trying 
a new machine. It was so unexpected, 

Liconda: It seems such a pity he didn’t stop flying when he 
married. 

Mrs. Tabret: It’s easy to say that now. 

Harvester: He was a born flyer. Fellows have told me that 
he seemed to have a sort of instinct for it. 

Mrs, Tabret: It was the one thing he was interested in. He 
wouldn’t have given it up for anything in the world. 
And he was so good at it, it never occurred to me that 
he could have an accident, he always felt so safe. 

Liconda: I’ve been told he was absolutely fearless. 

Harvester: And you know, the strange thing is this, he’s 
just as much interested in it all as he ever was. He 
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follows all the important flights and the tests and so on. 
If anyone does a new stunt he’s full of it. 

Liconda: His courage amazes me. He never seems low or 
depressed. 

Mrs. Tabret; Never. His spirits are wonderful. It’s one of 
the most anguishing things I know to see him, when he’s 
in pain and there are beads of sweat on his brow, force 
a joke from his lips. 

Harvester: I’m sorry to think Colin is going away so soon, 
Mrs. Tabret. 1 think his being here has done Maurice 
a lot of good. 

Mrs. Tabret: When they were boys they were always great 
friends, and you know brothers aren’t always. 

Liconda: They’re not, indeed. 

Mrs. Tabret: And Colin has been away so long* He went 
to Central America just before Maurice crashed, you 
know. 

Liconda; Well, has he got to go back? 

Mrs. Tabret: He put all his share of his fether’s money in 
a cofiee plantation and it’s doing very well. He loves 
the life out there and it seems cruel to ask him to give 
it up to help us to look after Ms crippled brother. 

Harvester; I think it would be very unfair. One has no 
right to ask anyone to give up his own chance of making 
the best he can of life. 

Mrs. Tabret; [Wstl) a dry smiJe,] At all events with the 
young one may ask, but the likelihood of their consenting 
is very slight. 

ELarvester: Not at all, Mrs. Tabret. The country is full 
of desiccated females who’ve given up their lives to 
taking care of an invalid mother. 

Liconda: When I was at Bath a little while ago I saw a 
good many couples like that, and to tell you the truth I 
sometimes wondered why the daughters didn’t murder 
their mothers. 
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Harvester: They often do. Every doctor will tell you that 
he’s had a case where he has a strong suspicion that some 
old woman who lived too long has been poisoned by 
her relatives. But he takes jolly good care not to say 
anything about it. 

Liconda: Why? 

Harvester: Oh, it’s rotten for a man’s practice. Nothing 
can do you so much damage as to be mixed up in a 
murder case. 

Mrs. Tabret: I’ve often pondered over the problem of the 
woman like myself who is no longer young and suffers 
from indifferent health. I’m not sure if the best way of 
dealing with us wouldn't be to do as some African tribes 
do. At a certain age take us to the river’s brim and push 
us gently but firmly in. 

Liconda: [With a smile. '\ What happens if they swim? 

Mrs. Tabret: The family is prepared for that. They stand 
on the banks with brickbats and take pot shots at their 
struggling but aged grandmother. It discourages her 
efforts to get out. 

[Nurse Watland opens the door and the Doctor, 
getting up, helps her to wheel back the bed on which 
Maurice is lying. 

Maurice: Here we ate again. I’m all fixed up and ready 
for any excitement. What about a tune on the gramo- 
phone? 

Harvester; I must go. 

Mrs. Tabret: And Nurse Wayland should go to bed. 

Nurse: I’ll just gather my things together and say good 
night. Are you sure Mrs. Maurice and your brother 
won’t go and have supper after the opera? 

Maurice; I’m sure they will. I particularly told Stella she 
was to have a teal bust. It’s not often she goes on the 
loose, poor dear. 
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Nurse: Then they won’t be home till four. 

Maurice; Does that mean, you disapprove of my staying up, 
you hard and brutal woman? 

Nurse; Doesn’t Dr. Harvester? 

Harvester: Very much. But I’m aware that Maurice has 
no intention of going to sleep till he knows Ids wife is 
safely home again, and my theory is that it only does 
people good now and then to do what they shouldn’t. 

Liconda: That is the kind of doctor for me. 

Harvester: Hurry up and get a nice long lingering illness, 
will you, so that I can put down a hard court in my 
garden. 

Liconda: I’ll see what I can do about it. 

Maurice; \Prieking up his ears.] What’s that? 

Mrs. Tabret: What, Maurice? 

Maurice: I thought I heard a car. Yes, by jovc. It’s Stella. 
I’d know the sound of that car in a thousand. 

[Nojif the sound of a car driving up is almost distinct. 

Liconda; Do you mean to say you can hear from this 
distance? 

Maurice; You bet your life I can. That’s the family bus. 
Now just stay a minute and see Stella, Doctor. She’s 
got her best bib and tucker on and she’s a sight for 
sore eyes. 

Liconda: What were they giving at the opera to-night? 

Nurse: Tristan. 

Maurice; That’s why I insisted on Stella’s going. It was 
after Tristan that we got engaged. D’you remember, 
Mother? 

Mrs. Tabret; Of course I doi 

Maurice: We’d all been to heat it and then we went on 
to supper. I drove Stella round Regent’s Park in a 
little two-seater I had then and I swore I’d go on driving 
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round and round till she promised to marry me. Tristan 
had given her such an appetite that by the time we 
were half-way around the second time, she said, oh, hell, 
if I must either marry you or die of starvation I’d sooner 
marry you. 

Harvester: Is there a word of truth in this story, Mrs. 
Tabtet? 

Mas. Tabhbt: I don’t know. They were both as mad as 
hatters in those days. All I know is that the rest of us 
had only just ordered our supper when they came in 
looking like a pair of cats who’d swallowed a canary 
and said they were engaged. 

[The door is opened and Stella comes in, followed bj 
her brother-in-law, Colin Tabret. Stella is 
twenty-eight and beautiful. She is wearing an evening 
dress and an opera cloak. Colin, a tall, dark, 
handsome fellow in the early thirties, is in full evening 
dress, long coat and white tie. 

Maurice: Stella. 

Stella: Darling. Have you missed me? 

[She goes over to him and lightly kisses him on the 
forehead. 

Maurice: Why are you back already, you wretched girl? 
You promised me to go and have supper. 

Stella: I was so thrilled and excited by the opera. I felt I 
simply corddn’t eat a thing. 

Maurice: Hang it all, you might have gone to Lucien’s 
and had a dance or two and a bottle of bubblyl What’s 
the good of my spending the eyes of my head on buying 
you a new dress when you won’t let anyone sec it. [To 
I.ICONDA.] She said it was too dressed up to go to the 
opera in, but I exercised my marital authority amd made 
her. 

Stella: Darling, I wanted to show it off in the intervals, 
but I hadn’t the nerve and 1 kept my cloak on. 
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Maurice: Well, take it off now and show the gentlemen. 
The only way I managed to get them to stay was by 
promising to let them have a look at your new dress 
when you came home. 

Stella: What nonsense. As if Major Liconda or Dr. 
Harvester Icnew one frock from another. 

Maurice: Don’t be so damned contemptuous of the male 
sex, Stella. Take off your cloak and let’s have a good 
look at you. 

Stella: You brute, Maurice, you’ve made me feel shy now. 

[She is sitting on the end of his bed and slips off her eloak, 

Maurice: Stand up. 

[She hesitates a momem and then, still holding the cloak 
about her hips, stands up. She lets it fall to her feet. 

Harvester: It’s lovely. 

[She staggprs a little and smothers a erj, 

Maurice: Halloa, what’s the matter? 

[Colin catches her and helps her to a chair. 

Stella: It’s nothing. I feel so frightfully faint. 

Mrs. Tabret: Oh, my dear. 

Maurice: Stella. 

[The Nurse and the Doctor go up to her. 

Harvester; It’s all right, Maurice. Don’t fuss. [To Stella.] 
Put your head down between your legs. 

[He puts his band on her neck to force her head down. 
Nurse Watland puts her hands to her side as 
though to support her. But Stella pushes her awc^. 

Stella: No, don’t. Don’t come near me. I shall be all 
right again in a minute. It’s silly of me, 

Maurice: I’m sorry, darling. It was my fault. 

Stella: It’s nothing. I fed better already. 

Mrs. Tabret: My own belief is that she’s just faint from 
lack of food. At what time did you dine? 
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Coian; \7e didn’t dine. Wc just had some caviar and half 
a bottle of pop before the opera. 

Mrs. Tabret: You are a ridiculous pair. 

Stella: I enjoy Wagner so much more on an empty 
stomach. I’m really quite all right now. 

Mrs. T-Wret: Nurse, would you mind going to the kitchen 
and seeing if you can find anything for these silly young 
things to eat? 

Nurse: Of course not. There ought to be some ham. I’ll 
make them some sandwiches. 

Mrs. Tabret: Colin can get a bottle of champagne out of 
the cellar. 

Colin: All right. Mother. Is there any ice in the house? 
I’ve got a thirst I wouldn’t sell for twenty pounds. 

[He opens the door for Nurse Wayland and they both 
go out, 

Liconda: Well, I’ll say good-bye. [To Stella.] I’m sorry 
you’re feeling poorly. 

Stella: I shall be all right when I’ve had something to eat. 
I think Mrs. Tabret is quite right. What I want is a 
large ham sandwich with a lot of mustard on it. 

Maurice: You’re looking better, you know. Just for .a 
moment you were as white as a sheet. 

Liconda: Good-bye. 

Mrs. Tabret: Good-bye. It was so nice of you to look in. 

[He gpes out. 

Harvester; I’ll just stay a moment or two longer if you 
don’t mind. I don’t trust these young women who don’t 
feed themselves properly. 

[Mrs. Tabret gives Maurice and Stella a glance. 
She knows they want to have a moment to themselves. 

Mrs. Tabret: [To Dr. Harvester.] Let’s take a turn in the 
garden, shall we? It’s so warm and lovely. 
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Harvester; Come on. And I hope Nurse Wayland has the 
sense to cut a sandwich for me, too. 

[Tiie Doctor W Mrs. Tabret ^ wA jao» as 
tiej are alone Stella goes over to her hushasid and 
gives him a long, loving kiss on the lips. He puts Isis 
arm round her neck. 

Maurice; Darling. 

\Sbe releases herself and sitting down on the bed holds one of 
bis thin, sick hands. 

Stella: Fm sorry I made such a fool of myself. 

Maurice; You scared the life out of me, you little beast. 
Why didn’t you go on to some place and have a bite 
before you came home? 

Stella; I didn’t want to. I wanted to get back. 

Maurice: Will you give me your word of honour that you 
didn’t go on to dance because you thought I should be 
waiting up for you? 

Stella; Don’t be an old silly. You know that I love to 
think you want me back so much. You don’t imagine I 
care a hang about dancing. 

Maurice: You little liar. How can anyone dance as well as 
you without being crazy about it? You’re the best 
dancer I ever danced with. 

Stella: Oh, but you know how one changes. Aii the 
dances are different now, and after aU Fm not so young 
as 1 was either. 

Maurice: You’re twenty-eight. You’re only a girl. You 
ought to be having the time of your life. Oh, my dear, it 
is rotten for you. 

Stella: Oh, darling, don’t. You mustn’t think that. Don’t 
imagine for a moment that Fve given up a thing that 
meant anything to me. 

Maurice; You must allow me to have my own ophuon. 
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Anyhow it’s been a snip having old Colin here. It’s 
damned well forced you to go out. 

Stella: Darling, you talk as though I was shut up like a 
nun. I’m always going out. I see all the plays. 

Maurice: Yes, at matin&s with my mother. She’s a dear 
old tiling, taut she’s not precisely eidiilarating. After all, 
when one’s young one wants to be with young people. 
One wants to say and do all sorts of things that seem 
merely silly to the elderly. They smile indulgently 
because they have the tolerance of wise old people. 
Damn it all, one doesn’t want their indulgence. One 
wants to play the fool because one’s young. And it’s 
wise for the young to be rather foolish. 

Stella: My dear, you mustn’t be epigrammatic. They tell 
me it’s so out of date. 

Maurice: I was hoping you’d dance till your feet were 
dropping off and then go for a spin in the moonlight. 
Do you remember, we did that once one night and we 
had breakfast at a pub on the river in our evening things. 
■What a larkl 

Stella: We were a pair of lunatics in those days. I was 
much too tited to do anything like that. I only wanted to 
get home. 

Maurice: The honest fact is that you’ve lost the habit of 
going on a binge. 

Stella: I don’t want to go on a binge if you can’t come with 
me. 

Maurice: That is perfectly idiotic of you, my poor child. 
I wish that silly ass Colin weren’t going away so soon. 

Stella: He only came home for six months and he’s stayed 
nearly a year. 

Maurice: You promised you’d try to persuade him to stay 
on for a bit. 

Stella; He must get back to his work. 
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Maurice; Why can’t he sell his old plantation and settle 
down here? 

Stella: He’d be a fish out of water in England. When a 
man’s got used to the sort of life he’s lived out there it’s 
frightfully difficult for him to settle down in an ofificc or 
something Uke that. 

Maurice; I suppose it is really. I should have hated it, too. 
I wasn’t really thinking of myself, and Mother must be 
used to having a pair of usdess sons by now. I was 
thinking of you. 

Stella; I’m quite capable of thinking of myself, darling. 
I’m a very selfish woman. 

Maurice; My poor child, you mustn’t think because I’ve 
got a broken back I’m a drivelling imbecile. 

Stella: How can I think anything else when I see you 
fussing like an old hen with an only chick because you 
imagine I may be having a rather thin time? I’m not 
having a thin time. You never try to prevent me from 
doing anything I want to. No one could be more 
considerate than you are. I’m busy all day long and the 
days just fly past. I don’t know what it is to be bored. 
Why, I haven’t time for half the things I want to do. 

Maurice: Yes, you’re wonderful. . . . You’ve always 
been wonderful. You’ve made the best of a bad job, all 
right. I’ve had to. But why should you? Resignation. 
I’ve had to set my teeth and learn it. But what has a girl 
like you to do with resignation? 

Stella: Oh, darling, don’t talk like that. You mustn’t 
think such things. I married you because I loved you. 
What a foul brute I should be if I stopped loving you 
now that you want my love more than ever. 

Maurice: Oh, my dear, we can’t love because we ought to. 
Love comes and goes and we can none of us help our- 
selves. 

Stella: \With a sharp kok at hm\ Maurice, what do you 
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mean? [Sie looks away.] Has there been anything in my 
behaviour to lead you to think that I wasn’t the same as 
rd always been? 

Maurice: [With deep affection.] No, darling. You’ve been 
angelic always, always. \Tal^n aback.] Why, what’s the 
matter? You suddenly went qtiite white. You’re not 
feeling faint again? 

Stella: No. I didn’t Icnow I wenfwhite. 

Maurice: You know, if I’ve seemed often to take for 
granted all you’ve done for me you mustn’t think I’m not 
conscious all the time how much I owe you. 

Stella: That’s very silly of you, my pet. I don’t know that 
I’ve done anything for you at all except be moderately 
civil. You’ve never let me. 

Maurice: I’ve never let you nurse me. Not on your life. I 
couldn’t have borne that you should have anything to do 
with the disgusting side of illness. [With a grin.] My 
precious, I don’t want you to smell of antiseptics. I want 
you to smell of the dawn. I’m so grateful to you, Stella. 

Stella: God knows, you’ve got a cause to be. 

Maurice: [Casmlly.] You know that I’m never going to 
get well, Stella, don’t you? 

Stella: I don’t indeed. It’s’a long business, we know that, 
but I’m absolutely convinced you’ll get at all events very 
much better. 

Maurice: They tell me that one of these days they’ll try 
operating again to see if they can’t possibly put me right. 
But I know they’re lying. They pretend they can do 
something in order to give me hope, and I pretend to 
believe them because it’s the easiest thing to do. I know 
I’m here for life, Stella. 

[There is a moment's pause. This ts the first time that 
Stella has realised that Maurice knows his ease is 
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Stella: [Veiy eamesf^.] Then let’s take what comfort we 
can in the great joy we’ve had in one another in the days 
when you were well and strong. I shall always be 
grateful for the happiness you gave me and for your love, 
your great love. 

Maurice: Do you think that’s changed? No. I love you as 
deeply, as devotedly as I ever did. I’m not often silly and 
sentimental, am I, SteUa? 

Stella: [With a little smilt.\ Is it so silly to be sentimental? 
No, you’re not often. 

Maurice: You’re everything in the world to me, Stella. 
People have been most awfully kind to me, and it’s not 
till you’re crocked up as I am that you find out how kind 
people are. They’ve been simply topping. But there’s 
not one of them that I wouldn’t see in hell if it would 
save you from unhappiness or trouble. 

Stella: [J« a lighter tone, going back to her chaffing vay with 
bim!\ Well, I wouldn’t tell them if I were you. I don’t 
believe they’d awfully like it. 

Maurice; \With a smile.^ I ought to be frightened because 
I’m so dependent on you, but I’m not because I know, 
not just with my mind or my heart, but with every nerve 
in me, with every little feeling and every pain, how good 
you are. 

Stella: [Teying to take his speech lightly.] Now, darling, you 
really arc exaggerating. If you go on like this I shall send 
you to bed. 

Maurice: My precious. You can laugh at me, but I see the 
tears in your lovely eyes. 

Stella: [With sudden emotionl] Maurice, I’m a very weak, a 
very imperfect, and a very sinful woman. 

Maurice; [Suddenly changing, but still with the greatest affectm\ 
Come down to earth, you silly little ass. 

Stella: \ffinabh not to feel a trifle anxiousl] Why are you 
saying all this to me just to-night? 
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Maurice: [Smili«jg.] One can’t always jump thtough a hoop 
to mgirp. people laugh. It’s hardly becoming in a gentle- 
man approaching middle age who’s chained to an 
invalid bed. You must forgive me if my flow of jokes 
sometimes runs dry. 

Steixa: You’re sure you’re not worrying about anything? 

Maurice: You know, when you’re shut up as I am you find 
out all sorts of interesting things. Being an invalid 
fortunately has its compensations. Of course, people are 
very sympathetic, but you mustn’t abuse their sympathy. 
They ask you how you are, but they don’t really care a 
damn. Why should they? Life is for the living and I’m 
dead. 

Stella: \Strang^ly harassed.} Maurice, oh, my darling. 

Maurice; You soon cotton on to it and you say you’re as fit 
as a fiddle. You must take care not to bore the people 
who come to see you and you soon discover that it bores 
them if you talk about yourself. Let them talk about 
themselves. That always interests them and they say, 
what an intelligent fellow he is. Make jokes. Make all 
the jokes you can — ^good, bad, and indiflierent; when 
you’ve made them laugh, they feel they needn’t be sorry 
for you, and that’s a relief to them. And when they go 
away they feel so kindly disposed towards you. 

Stella: Oh, my precious, you break my heart. It’s so cruel 
to think that you should have had to learn such bitter 
truths. 

Maurice: My dear, they’re not so bitter as all that. That’s 
only human nature and I get a lot of fun out of observing 
it. I’m not so terribly to be pitied. I’ve learnt to take 
pleasure in all sorts of things, other people’s aflMrs and 
books and so on, that I never cared a tinker’s damn for 
before. I should never have mentioned it only I wanted 
to tell you that it’s you who’ve given me the courage to 
carry on. I’m not unhappy, I don’t know how many 
years I shall hang on, but if you’ll help me, darling, I 



act I THESACREDFLAMB 24; 

think I can make a pretty good job of it. I ovtc every- 
thing to you. Nothing matters to me very much when I 
know I shall see you to-morrow and the next day and the 
day after that and always. And when I’ve had a bit of 
pain I think to myself when you come in next you’ll kiss 
me, and I feel the tenderness of your lips on my beating 
heart. 

Stella: [Shattered by emotion^ Maurice, I’m unworthy of 
such love. I’m so ashamed. I’m so selfish. I’m so 
thoughtless. 

M.'VURICe: Never. 

Stella; Why did you make me go out to-night? Did you 
think it was any pleasure to me? 

Maurice: I didn’t care. I was thinking of my pleasure. I 
wanted you to hear again the music we’d heard togetlier 
that night we got engaged. 1 was crazy about you. Do 
you remember how you cried in the second act when 
Tristan and Isolde sing that duet of theirs and I held your 
hand in the dark? Why did you cry? 

Stella; I cried because I loved you and I was happy. 

Maurice: Did you cry to-night? 

Stella: I don’t know. 

Maurice: You know that music is stunning, isn’t it? 

Stella; [Smling through her tears^ People seem to think it’s 
above the average. 

Maurice: You seemed to carry it still in your eyes when 
you came in. They were bright and shining. They were 
like great deep pools of light. You’ve never looked so 
beautiful as you looked to-night. You made the Venus 
of Milo look like a lump of cheese. 

Stella: \^emred now and chaffing him again.] Go on, 
darling, I can bear much more in the same strain, 

Maurice: I could go on for weeks. 

Stella: No, then I’d be afraid you were prejudiced. Go on 
till the sandwiches come in. 
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Maurice: Give me your hands. 

Siella: No, I won’t. Let’s be sensible and talk about 
what’s going to win the Grand National. 

Maurice: Of course the honest-to-God truth is that you’re 
ever so much lovelier than when I married you. What is 
there that gives you this sudden new radiance? You look 
like a goddess who’s just created a world and is about to 
step upon it for the first time. 

Stella: I don’t know why I should look any different from 
usual. 

Maurice: I watch your face. I know every change in it 
from day to day. A year ago you had a strained, almost a 
hunted, look, but now lately you’ve had an air that is 
strangely peaceful. You’ve gained a sort of beautiful 
serenity. 

Stella: My poor lamb. Tm afraid that can only be due to 
advancing years. Soon you’ll discover the &st wrinkle 
on my forehead and then the first white hair. 

Maurice: No, no- You must never grow old. I couldn’t 
bear it. Oh, how cruel that all that beauty, all that 
superb and shining youth of yours. . . . 

Stella: \lnterrnpting him quicMy^ No, don’t, Maurice, I 
beseech you. 

Maurice: It would have been better for both of us if I’d 
been killed when I crashed. I’m no use to you. I’m no 
use to anybody. 

Stella; Oh, Maurice, how can you say that? Don’t you 
know how desperately afraid I was when they told me 
you were hurt and how relieved, how infini tely thankful, 
when they told me at last, after days and days of an g uis h, 
that you would live? 

Maurice: They should never have let me. Why didn’t they 
put me out of my misery when I was all smashed up? It 
only wanted an injection a little stronger than usuaL 
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That was the cruelty — to bring me back to life. Cruel to 
me and ten times more cruel to you. 

Stella: I won’t let you say it. It’s not true. It’s not true. 

Maurice; I think I could have borne it if we’d had a child. 
Oh, Stella, if we’d only had a little kid and I could think 
to myself that it was you and me. And you would have 
something to console you. After all, it’s a woman’s 
destiny to have children. You wouldn’t have felt that 
you had entirely wasted your life. 

Stella: But, Maurice, my dear, I don't feel I’ve wasted my 
life. You’re not yourself to-night. You’re ill and tired. 
Oh, what has come over you? 

Maurice: I love you, Stella. I want to take you in my arms 
as I used to. I want to press my lips to yours and see 
your eyes close and your head fall back and feel your dear 
soft body grow tense with desire. Stella, Stella. I can’t 
bear it. [He bursts into tears, elingng to her.'\ 

Stella: Maurice, darling. Don’t. Don’t cry. 

[Hf sobs l^stericallj while she rocks him to and fro like a 
mother her child. Then he gets hold of himself 

Maurice: [With a complete change of tone, in a matter-of-fact 
voice.l Oh, my God, what a damned fool I am. Give me 
a handkerchief. 

[She gives him one from under the pillow and be blows bis 
nose. 

Stella: My dear, you did frighten me. 

Maurice: It’s what they call a nerve storm. It’s lucky it was 
only you there. It would have been a pretty kettle of fish 
if Nurse Wayland had seen the like that. 

Stella: [Trying to laugh with him\ It would have been a 
much prettier kettle of fish if I’d seen you dinging to her 
capacious bosom. 

Maurice: Now you mention, it I must admit it is rather 
capadous. 
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Stella: They’re not worn now. 

Maurice: I say, you haven’t got a glass, have you? 

Stella: My angel, how do you imagine I apply lipstick to 
my ruby lips? \Sbe takes a little glass out of her bag and 
bands it to bim.l 

Maurice: [Laag/j/wg at bmself\ For an intrepid aviator I 
look rather tear-stained, if I may say so. [He wipes bis 
eyes with the bandher chiefs 

Stella: Let me powder your nose. You can’t think what a 
comfort it is after you’ve been upset. 

Maurice: Go on with you. You can give me a whisky and 
soda if you like. 

Stella: All right. But I’ll powder mine. 

Maurice: I feel like a house on fire now. 

Stella: I wish someone would explain how it is that a dab 
of powder can in the twinkling of an eye reduce a 
woman’s nose from an unwieldy lump to a dear little 
thing that no one can deny is her best feature. 

Maurice: These ate the miracles of science that we read 
about. 

Stella: Now I’ll get you your whisky and soda. 

Maurice: Here’s Colin. I’ll have a glass of bubbly instead. 

[Colin comes in with a tray on which are glasses ^ ice, and a 
bottle of ehampa^e, 

Colin: I’m afraid I’ve been a devil of a time. 

Maurice: I knew you couldn’t be trusted in the cellar by 
yourself. We were just going to send a search party after 
you. 

Colin: Well, first I couldn’t find anything to break the ice 
with and then I couldn’t find the nippers to cut the wire. 
And then I thought I might as well put the car away. I 
didn’t want to leave it outside all night. 

Maurice: Meanwhile Stella is famishing. 



ACT I 


THE SACRED FLAME 


249 

Colin; Nurse Waylaud is just coming. She’s making some 
sandwiches with bacon and they smell a fair treat. 

[Tiie Nurse comes in with a covered entric dish. 

Stella: Here she is. That is Idnd of you. Nurse. If there’s 
anything I adore it’s bacon sandwiches. 

Norse: I haven’t brought any knives and forks. I thought 
you could eat with your fingers. 

Stella; Heavenly. 

Colin: I’ll just bolt up and change my coat. I might just as 
well be comfortable and 1 shan’t be a minute. 

Stella: Well, I’m not going to wait for you. 

Colin; AU right. Go right ahead. But leave me my fair 
share or else all is over between us. 

[He goes out. Stella goes to the window. 

Stella: Dr. Harvester, come and eat a sandwich before it 
gets cold. 

Maurice: I don’t think I’ll wait to see you people make pigs 
of yourselves. I think I’ll turn in. 

Stella: Aren’t you going to have a drink with us? 

Maurice: I don’t think I will if you don’t mind. I’m rather 
tired. 

Stella: Oh, I am sorry, Maurice. But there’s nothing to 
stay up for if you’re tired. 

Maurice: You might look in on your way up to bed, Stella. 

Stella: Yes, rather. But I shan’t disturb you if you’re 
asleep, 

Maurice: I shan’t be asleep. I’ve got a bit of a head. I’ll 
just lie still in the dark and it’ll go away. 

[As Nurse Watland starts to wheel him ouK Mrs. 

Taeret and Dr, Harvester come in. 

Harvester: Did I hear yon calling me? 

Stella: You did. Maurice is going to bed. 



250 THE SACRED FLAME ACT 1 

Mrs. Tabret: Oh, Tm glad. It’s fearfully late. Good night, 
old boy. Sleep well. \She leans over and kisses him on the 
forebead\ 

Maurice: Good night. Mother. Bless you. 

Harvester: Let me give you a hand. Nurse. 

Nurse: I can manage perfectly. I’m so used to wheeling the 
invalid bed and he weighs nothing. 

Maurice: I never weighed more than ten stone eight when 
I was well. 

Haratester: Never mind. Let me push him in. I’d like to. 

Maurice: Let the man do something for his money. Nurse. 
[Putting on a cocking accent^ You bring me drops and me 
powder puff, dearie. 

\Ibe Nurse opens the door and Dr. Harvester pushes 
the bed out. 

Stella: Don’t be long. Doctor, or the sandwiches will be 
stone cold. 

[The door is closed. Stella and Mrs. Tabret are left 
alone. 

Stella: Maurice is rather nervous to-night. 

Mrs. Tabret: Yes, I noticed it. 

Stella: I’m sorry I went to the opera. 

Mrs. Tabret: My dear, you go out so little. 

Stella; I haven’t the inclination, really. 

Mrs. Tabret: I’m afraid you’re awfully tired 

Stella: \Witb a smi}el\ Dead. 

Mrs. Tabret: Why don’t you cat something? 

Stella; No, I’ll wait till the others come. 

Mrs. Tabret: Whatever happens, darling, I want you to 
know that I’m deeply grateful for all you’ve done for 
Maurice. 

Stella: \Startledl\ Why do you say that? You don’t rhinir 
he’s any worse? 
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Mrs. Tabret: No, I think he’s just about the same as usual. 

Stella: He does get a little neivoiis and high-strung 
sometimes. 

Mrs. Tabret: Yes, I know. 

Stella: You startled me. I don’t know why you should 
suddenly say a thing like that. 

Mrs. Tabret: \Smilmg^ Is there any reason I shouldn’t? 

Stella: It sounded strangely ominous. 

Mrs. Tabret: I feel I’d like you to know that I realise what 
a great sacrifice you’ve made for him for so many years. 
You mustn’t think that I’ve taken it as a matter of cour.se. 

Stella: Oh, my dear, don’t. It would be inhuman if I 
didn’t feel unspeakably sorry for Maurice. It’s awful for 
him, poor darling. Naturally if there was anything I 
could do to make tilings a little easier for him I was 
anxious to do it. 

Mrs. Tabret: After all, you didn’t marry him to be the 
helpmate of a hopeless cripple. 

Stella: One takes the rough with the smooth. 

Mrs. Tabret: I know it’s very irksome to have an old 
woman like me always living with you. It’s difficult to 
be a mother-in-law and welcome. 

Stella: {Cbarminglj.'\ My dear, you’ve been kindness itself 
to me. What should I have done without you? 

Mrs. Tabret: I will admit that I’ve tried not to be a pest. 
You’d have been within your rights if you’d refused to 
have me to live here. I must thank you for all you’ve 
done for me, too. 

Stella: Oh, my dear, you make me feel quite shy. 

Mrs. Tabret: You’re a very young and a very beautiful 
woman. You have the right to live your life just as 
everyone eke has. For six years now you’ve given up 
everything to be the sole cocMort of a man who was your 
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husband only because a legal ceremony bad joined you 
together. 

Stella: No, no. Because love had joined us together. 

Mrs. Tabret: My poor child. I’m so desperately sorry for 
you. Whatever the future may have in store I shall never 
forget your courage, your self-sacrifice, and your 
patience. 

Stella: \Pu^led and a little frigbtened.\ I don’t understand 
what you mean. 

Mrs. Tabret: [With a tolerant and ironic smilel\ Don’t you? 
Well, let us suppose that this is the anniversary of my 
wedding-day and my thoughts have been much occupied 
with the ups and downs, the fortunes and misfortunes of 
married life. 

[Colin comes in. He has taken off his long evening coat 
and mars a very shabby old golf coat. 

Colin: Hulloa, where are the others? 

Stella: Maurice has gone to bed. Dr. Harvester is just 
coming. 

Mrs. Tabret: Now, come on, children. Sit down and have 
something to eat. 

Colin: I’ll pour out some wine, shall P 

[He pours out three glasses of champagie while Stella 
helps herself to a sandwich, 

Stella: Hm. Scrumptious- 

Mas. Tabret: Nurse Wayland makes them well, doesn’t 
she? 

Stella: Marvellously. 

[Dr. Harvester comes in. 

Stella: If you don’t hurry up you’ll be too late. They’re 
simply divine. 

Harvester: I’ll just have one and swallow a glass of bubbly 
and bolt. It’s any old time and I’ve got to be up bright 
and early in the morning. 
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Colin: Is Maurice all right? 

Harvester: Oh, fairly. He’s a bit down to-night for some 
reason. I don’t know why. He was in great spirits 
earlier in the evening. 

Mrs. Tabret: I expect he’s just tired. He muld sit up. 

Harvester: Nurse Wayland says that something has hap- 
pened to upset him. Is that true? 

Mrs. Tabret: Not that I know of. 

Harvester: He says he’s got a headache. I’ve left him a 
sleeping draught that he can take if he can’t get off or 
wakes in the night and feels restless. 

Stella: I’ll go in and see him before I go to bed. If he can 
only get a good rest I’m sure he’ll be his usual self 
to-morrow. 

Mrs. Tabret: Sit with him a little, Stella. 

Stella: Of course I will. 

Harvester: Well, I must be off. Good night, Mrs. Tabret. 
I’ve had a jolly evening. 

Mrs. Tabret: I’ll come and see you to the door and then I 
shall go up to bed. Good night, children. 

Stella: Good night. 

\The') l&ss om another and then Mrs. Tabret hasses 
Colin. 

Mrs. Tabret: Good night, Colin dear. Don’t stay up too 
late, either of you. 

Colin: And put out the lights and see that the windows arc 
properly closed and the safety catches in place. I will. 
Mother. 

Mrs. Tabret: \Pleased with Ms chaff, to Dr. Harvester.] 
You see how these boys treat me. They have no respect 
for their aged mother. 

Colin: A c e rtain amount of restrained affection, however. 

Mrs. Tabret: Bless you, my dear, now and always. 

Harvester: Good night. 
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Stella: Good night. We shall see you in a day or two, I 
suppose. 

Harvester: I expect so. 

Cqum: Good nightj old boy. 

[Dr. Harvester Mrs. Tabret out, Colin 
goes over to the windows and shuts them and araws the 
eurtains. The moment the door closes on Mrs. 
Tabret, Stella puts down the sattdwieh she has 
been making a pretence of eating. She stands looking 
out into space. Vlhm Colin has finished shitting up, 
he turtis off most of the lights so that the room is 
shrouded in darkness and there is only light on Stella. 
He turns to her. 

Colin: Stella. . . . Stella, 

\She ffves a stifled sob and looks at him, misery in her eyes. 

Stella: Oh, Colin, The anguish. 

Colin: [Going towards her.] My poor child. 

Stella; Don’t touch me. Oh, what shall I do? Colin, what 
have we done? 

Colin: Darling. 

Stella: Maurice was so strange to-night. I couldn’t make 
him out. I was almost afraid he suspected. 

Colin: Impossible. 

Stella: He must never know. Neverl I’d do anything in 
the world to prevent it. 

Colin; I’m so terribly sorry. 

Stella: We’re in a hopeless pass. Hopeless. Why did you 
ever love me? Why did I ever love you? 

Colin: Stella. 

[He stretches out his arms, but she turns away. 

Stella: Oh, I’m so ashamed. [She hides her face with her 
hands.] 


END of the first ACT 



THE SECOND ACr 


The Scene is the same as in the preceding act. 

Next morning, and about midday, 

Colin is seated at a writing-table writing letters. Majoe 
Liconda is shown in by the Maid. He is in golfing things. 

Alice: Major Liconda. 

Colin: [Getting up.\ Oh, how do you do? 

[The Maxd goes out, 

Liconda: My dear hoy, what an awful thing. I’m ab- 
solutely horrified. I’ve only just this minute heard. 

Colin: It’s nice of you to have come. As you can imagine 
we’re all very much upset. 

Liconda: I’ve been playing golf. I went out early. I had a 
match at nine. Someone told me at the clubhouse when 
I got in. I could hardly believe it. 

Colin: I’m afraid it’s true all the same. 

Liconda: But Maurice seemed comparatively well last 
night. 

Colin: Anyhow no worse than usual. 

Liconda; I thought him in such good spirits. He was full of 
fun. He was cracking jokes. 

Colin: Yes, I know. 

Liconda; Of course, I know nothing. You know Bloke at 
the club? I don’t know if you’ve ever played with him. 

Colin: No. But I’ve met him. 

Liconda: Well, he came up when I was standing at the bar 
having a drink and said to me: I say, have you heard 
that poor Maurice Tabret died last night? By George, it 
gave me a shock. You know, when one isn’t as young as 
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one was, it alwa3rs gives one a turn to hear of the death of 
someone you knew. 

Colin: I suppose it does. 

Liconda: Blake hadn’t heard any of the details. Was he 
taken suddenly worse in the night? 

Colin: No, he said he was rather tired. Stella and I were 
going to have a snack before going to bed. He said he 
wouldn’t wait. It was very natural; it was getting a bit 
late, you know. Harvester was here and he went along 
with him and Nurse Wayland and helped to put him to 
bed. He seemed all right then. 

Liconda: Did he just die in his sleep? 

Colin: I suppose so. 

Liconda: What a mercy. That’s the best way, isn’t it? 
We’d all give something to know for certain that when 
our time came we’d pass out like that. 

Colin: He can’t have felt ill, or he’d have rung. He had a 
bell-push under his pillow and it rings in Nurse Way- 
land’s room. She’d have been down like a flash if 
there’d been a sound. 

Liconda: She heard nothing? 

Colin: Nothing. 

Liconda: When did you find out then? 

Colin: Well, you see, sometimes, if he’d had a poorish 
night, you know, he slept rather late in the morning. 
And he was always allowed to sleep on. You know what 
nurses arc. However rotten a night you’ve had they 
come bustling in at the crack of dawn and they don’t 
care a damn if you’re sleeping or not. You must be 
washed and have your hair brushed and your pillows 
shaken. 

Liconda: Don’t I know it? I never know which I dread 
most, an attack of malaria or a really efficient nurse. 
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Colin: Well, Stella stopped all that. She ins istpd that no 
one should go in to Maurice till he rang. 

Liconda; Poor devil, at all events when he was asleep he 
was happy. 

Colin: I believe it was the only matter on which there’d 
been any friction between Stella and Nurse Wayland. 
You know. Nurse Wayland is really a very good sort. 
She was never any trouble in the house and she was 
always good-tempered and that sort of thing. 

Liconda: Oh, I know. It struck me that she was a thor- 
oughly nice gid. 

Colin: When she first came she wanted to get Maurice 
ready for the day as she called it, at eight o’clock everjf 
morning. Routine, you know. And she said if he was 
tired he could go to sleep again afterwards. But Stella 
put her foot down. She said she didn’t want to interfere 
with anything else, but on that point she insisted. And 
Nurse Wayland could either knuckle under or go. 

Liconda: Quite tight. 

Colin: We were just finishing breakfast, about half-past 
nine, I think, Stella and I and Mother, when Nurse 
Wayland came in. She never has breakfast. She just 
makes herself a cup of cocoa when she gets up at seven. 

Liconda: My God, these women, what a genius they have 
for doing the uncomfortable thing. 

Colin: I noticed she was very white. She said she’d just 
been in to Maurice. I never heard him ring, said Stella. 
You know what these jerry-built houses arc. You hear 
every beU in the house. 

Liconda: Yes, mine’s Uke that. 

Colin: He didn’t ring , said Nurse Wayland. It was so late 
I thought I’d just peep in and sec if he was all right. 
Then Stella got right up on her hind legs. I won’t have 
it, she said. I’ve forbidden you to go in till he rings. 
How date you disobey me. I’ve never seen Stella in such 
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a passion. I saw that Nurse Wayland was trembling. 
She looked all funny. Scared, you Icnow. But not of 
Stella. I had a sort of suspicion something was wrong. 
Hold hard, Stella, I said. I got up. Is anything the 
matter, Nurse? I asked. She gave a sort of cry and 
clenched her hands. I’m afraid he’s dead, she said. 

Liconda; Good God! How awful. 

Colin; Stella gave a sort of gasp and then she went into a 
dead faint. 

Liconda: Your poor mother. 

Colin: Mother was wonderful. You know when half a 
dozen things happen at a time, you seem to see them all 
separately and yet together. I sprang forward to help 
Stella. She’d fallen on the floor with a thump. I don’t 
know, for a moment I was afraid the shock had killed 
her. And I saw Mother sitting at the table with a 
piece of toast in her hand. And she just looked at 
Nurse Wayland, I don’t know, as though she couldn’t 
understand. She was awfully white and then she began 
to tremble. She never made a sound. She shrank back 
into her chair and seemed all of a sudden to become an 
old, old woman. 

Liconda: Why didn’t the fool break it to you more gently? 

Colin: Then Mother stood up. She got hold of herself 
quicker than any of us. I never knew she had such nerve. 

Liconda: She’s a woman in a thousand. I knew that. 

Colin: You’d better go for Dr. Harvester, she said to me. 
[W//A a sudden falter^ By God, I shall never get the 
sound of her voice out of my ears. 

Liconda: Hold on, old man. It’s no good you going to 
pieces. Don’t tell me any more if it upsets you. 

Colin: [Pulling himself together.} No, I’m all right. There’s 
nothing more to tell. Mother said. Nurse and I’ll see to 
Stella. Don’t you bother. That seemed to pull Nurse 
Wayland up. She came forward and she and Mother 
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began to try to get Stella round. I -went into Maurice’s 
room. I felt his pulse and I put my hand on his heart. 
He looked as if he was asleep. I knew he was dead. I 
got the car and went to Dr. Harvester’s. He’d started on 
bis rounds, but they knew where he’d gone more or less 
and I bolted after him. Luckily I caught him and I 
brought him back with me. He said he thought poor 
Maurice had been dead for a good two hours. 

Liconda; Did he say what had happened? 

Colin: He thinks it may have been an embolism. Or 
perhaps heart failure, you know. 

Liconda: How about Stella? 

Colin: She’s all right, thank God. She came to after a bit. 
My God, she did give me a fright. 

Licoftoa: I don’t wonder. 

Colin: Harvester wanted her to go to bed, but she wouldn’t, 
She’s in Maurice’s room now. 

Liconda: What about your mother? 

Colin: Harvester’s with her. He had to go and see some 
patients, but he said he’d come back, and he turned up 
just before you did. Here he is. 

[As he says these words. Dr. Harvester comes in. He 
and Major Liconda shake hands. 

Harvester: Hulloa, Major. 

Liconda; This is a very sad errand that has brought you 
here. Doctor. 

Harvester: It s naturally been a dreadful shock to Mrs. 
Tabret and Stella 

Liconda: How is Mrs. Tabret? 

Harvester: She’s bearing up wonderfully. She’s very 
mucli upset, but she’s trying not to show it. She has a 
great deal of self-control. 

Liconda: Iwonderifshe’dlikctoseeme. 

Harvester; I’m sure she would, 
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Count: Shall I run up and see? 

Liconda: It would be very kind of you, Colin. Say that if 
she doesn’t want to be bothered with me she has only to 
say so. I shall quite understand. I don’t want to be a 
nuisance, but if it’ll be any comfort to her to see me I shall 
be only too glad. 

Colin: All right. 

[He goes out. 

Liconida: You know, I’ve known Mrs. Tabret for over 
thirty years. Her husband was in the Indian Civil. 

Harvester: Yes, she told me. 

Liconda: They were almost the first people I got to know 
at all well when I went out to India. She’s one of the 
best, you know. She always was. Everybody liked her. 

Harvester: Of course. I’ve seen a good deal of her during 
the last five years. She’s really been wonderful. So has 
Stella, for the matter of that. 

Liconda: One can’t help being rather thankful it’s aU over. 

Harvester: He never had a chance of getting better, poor 
devil. 

Liconda: Yes, you said that last night. 

Harvester: Of course, he might have gone on for years 
like that. But what was the good? It was rotten for him 
and rotten for everyone connected with him. 

Liconda: You can’t say that any of them grudged the 
sacrifices they had to make for his sake. 

Harvester: No. Rather not. They were awfully good to 
him. 

Liconda; I could wish the end hadn’t come quite so 
suddenly. 

Harvester: Oh, why? It’s much better that he should have 
passed out like that rather than get inflammation of the 
lungs or something of that sort that he just hadn’t the 
strength to fight against. 
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Liconda: So far as he was concerned, yes. I was thinking of 
his mother and Stella. 

[Nurse Wayland conns in. Sht tvears her nurst^s 
uniform. 

Harvester: Hulloa, Nurse. I thought you were having a 
rest. 

Liconda: Good morning. 

Nurse: Good morning. Major. Pm glad you came round. 
Mrs. Tabret will be glad to see you. 

Harvester: I told you to go and lie down. Nurse. 

Nurse: I couldn’t. I was too restless. 

Harvester: Then why don’t you go for a walk? You can 
do no good by sitting about and moping. 

Liconda: I’m afraid it’s been as great a shock to Nurse 
Wayland as to the rest of us. After all, she’d been looking 
after Maurice for a long time. 

Nurse: Yes, it’s been a great shock to me. He was a dear. 
One couldn’t help admiring him. He bore his terrible 
misfortune with so much courage. 

Harvester: He was topping. There’s no doubt about that. 

Nurse: I naturally grew attached to him. He was always so 
gay and so grateful for what one did for him. 

Liconda: I suppose you’ll try to get a good long holiday 
before you take another job. 

Nurse: I haven’t made any plans yet. 

Harvester; What about those friends of yours who live on 
the South Coast? Why don’t you spend a few weeks with 
them? To tell you the truth, you’re looking all in. 

Nurse: ]L,istlessly.'\ AmP 

Harvester; You must try not to take it too hard. 

Nurse; A nurse naturally doesn’t like to lose a patient. 
Especially so unexpectedly. 
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Harvester; It was always on the cards that he’d go out 
suddenly. 

Norse: Like a candle that you blow out when you don’t 
want it any more. Where does the flame go then? 

[Dr. Harvester looks at her for a moment reflectively. 

Harvester: \KindlyI[ My dear. I’m afraid you’re taking 
poor Maurice’s death a good deal more to heart than is 
quite wise. 

Nurse: [WZ/A bitterness. ^ Did you think he was only a case 
to me? Even a nurse is human. Strange as it may seem, 
she has a heart like other people. 

Harvester: Of course she has a heart. But it doesn’t do her 
or her patients any good if she allows her emotions to 
get the better of her common sense. 

Nurse: Does that mean you think I’ve been inefficient? 

Harvester: No, of course not. Heaven knows, you never 
spared yourself. Perhaps you’ve been trying to do a 
little too much foi your strength. You take my advice, 
my dear, and go for a holiday. What you want is a real 
rest. 

Norse: What is it, in your opinion, that Maurice Tabret 
actually died of? 

Harvester: Heart failure. 

Nurse: Everybody dies of heart failure. 

Harvester: Of course. But that’s as good a thing as any to 
put on the death certificate. 

Norse: Are you going to have a post-mortem? 

Harvester: No, why should P It’s quite unnecessary. 

Nurse: him full in the face.] I don’t agree with you. 

Harvester; [Without a trace of asperity.l I’m sorry. But it’s 
my affair. If I’m prepared to sign the death certificate I 
don’t know that anyone else has any right to say any- 
thing about it. 
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Nurse: You’ve told me half a dozen times that Maurice 
Tablet might have lived for years. 

Harvester: So he might. I can tell you novr that it’s a 
blessing fox everybody concerned -with him that he 
didn’t. 

Nurse: \yery deliberately \ Dr. Harvester, Maurice Tabret 
was murdered. 

Harvester: What are you talking about? 

Nurse: Do you want me to repeat it? Maurice Tabret was 
murdered. 

Harvester: Rubbish. 

Liconda: I daresay you’re not quite yourself this morning. 
Nurse. It’s very natural. But you must try to be reason- 
able. You oughtn’t to say things that you can’t possibly 
mean. 

Nurse: I’m in complete possession of my senses, Major 
Liconda, and I Imow perfectly well what I’m saying. 

Liconda: Do you mean to say that you intended that- 
statement to be taken literally? 

Nurse: Quite. 

Liconda: \GraveIyl\ It’s a very serious one, you know. 

Nurse: I’m aware of that. 

Harvester: It’s grotesque. 

Nurse: You’ve known me for five years. Dr. Harvester. 
Have I ever given you to imagine that I’m a neurotic 
or hysterical woman, given to talking in a wild and 
exaggerated way? 

Liconda: Let us listen to what Nurse Wayland has to say. 
Do you mean by any chance that you are dissatisfied with 
the way your patient was treated by Doctor Harvester? 

Harvester: By George, that never occurred to me. Is that 
it. Nurse? Don’t hesitate to say anything you want to. 
I shan’t be in the least offended. I don’t want to put on 
any frills, and if there’s anything that’s making you 



2^4 THE SACRED FLAME ACT II 

miserable it’s much better that you should say it. I’ll try 
to eitplain. 

Nurse: So far as I could judge you did everything for 
Maurice Tabret that medical skill could do. 

Liconda; Besides, he was surely seen by several specialists. 

Harvester: Half a dozen at the least. 

Liconda: Well, Nurse Wayland? 

Nurse: I am a trained nurse. Major Liconda; you can’t 
imagine that if Maurice Tabret had died as the result of 
an error in treatment on Dr. Harvester’s parti should be 
so heartless as to distress the relatives by mentioning it. 

Harvester: I don’t want to seem flippant on such an 
occasion, but I am forced to say that your magnanimity 
overwhelms me. Nurse Wayland. 

Nurse: You can be flippant or condescending or sarcastic. 
Dr. Harvester. It means nothing to me. 

Liconda: {With a thin smih.l I’m sure it will do no harm if 
we’re all civil to one another, at least for a litde while 
longer. 

Nurse: I’ve made a definite charge and I stick to it. 

Harvester: The charge being that some person or persons 
unknown murdered Maurice Tabret? 

Nurse: Yes. 

Harvester: But, my dear, why should anyone want to 
murder poor Maurice? 

Nurse: That at present is no business of mine. 

Harvester: Now, look here. Nurse, you know just as well 
as I do that everyone connected with him was devoted to 
Maurice. No one was ever more surrounded with love 
and affection than he was. It’s incredible that anyone 
should even have visbed^um harm. 

Nurse: Whatever I may think or may not think I am at 
liberty to keep to myself. I am not in the witness box. 
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Hakvester: The witness box? [MocJkin^^.] Do you alieady 
see yourself giving sensational evidence at the Old 
Bailey? 

Nurse: I can honestly say that I can imagine nothing mote 
hateful than the notoriety that would be forced upon me 
if I were obliged to appear in court. 

Harvester: There’d be notoriety all right. This is the sort 
of thing that would be jam for the papers. Come, now, 
be a sport. Nurse Wayland; you know just as well as I do 
that Maurice died of natural causes. M^at on earth is the 
use of making a fuss and getting everyone upset? 

Nurse: If he died of natural causes a post-mortem will prove 
it and then I shall have nothing more to say. 

Harvester: [Irr/fab^.] I’m not going to have a post- 
mortem. You know how the relatives hate it. 

Nurse: Ate you afraid of what it will show? 

Harvester; [Wifi deeision.] Not on your life. 

Nurse: [Deficwtfy.] I warn you that if you sign the death 
certiHcate 1 shall go straight to the coroner and make a 
protest. 

Harvester: I should have thought the Tabrets had had 
enough to put up with, without being obliged to go 
through the orded you want to force upon them. 

Nurse: Major Liconda, you were in the Indian Police, 
weren’t you? You ought to know about such things. 
Will you tell me what is the duty of a nurse who has 
reason to believe that her patient has come to his death 
by foul play? 

Liconda: That is a question Fd sooner you hadn’t asked 
me. I suppose her duty is quite dear. But I think she 
should be very sure that her reasons are valid before she 
exposes to distress and publidty a &mily that’h^s treated 
her with unvarying kindness. 

Harvester: What arc your reasons, anyway? You’ve made 

K 
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a charge, but to the best of my recollection you haven’t 
given us an inkling of "what it’s based on. 

Nurse: If you’d been -willing to have a post-mortem 
nothing need have been said till we knew the results of 
it. But jou’ve put me -with my back to the wall. Major 
Liconda is right. Everyone in this house has treated me 
with the gieatest consideration. I do at least owe it to 
them to make no charges that may directly or indirectly 
concern them behind their backs. 

Harvester: Does that mean you want them sent for? 

Nurse; Please. 

Lic(»ida; I think it’s best. You’ve been so definite. Nurse 
Wayland, that neither Dr. Harvester nor I can keep 
the matter to ourselves. However distressing it may be I 
think Maurice’s family should know what you have to 
say. 

Norse: I’m quite prepared to tell them. In point of fact, I 
think Mrs. Tabret is just coming. 

Liconda: Where is Stella? 

Har-vester: Do you want her, too? 

Liconda: I think it’s better. 

Harvester: I’ll see if I can find her. 

Liconda; I believe she’s in Maurice’s room. 

[Harvester gpes out. 

Norse: Don’t judge me till you’ve heard all I have to say. 
Major Liconda. 

Liconda: \With a certain rmr/'/y.] Miss Wayland, I happen 
to be a very old fdend of the Tabrets and deeply attached 
to Mrs. Tabret. I regret that you should think it your 
duty at this moment of all others to add to their great 
sorrow. I can only hope that you will be shown not to 
have been justified. 

Nurse; In that case you will have good reason to throw me 
out of the house, bag and baggage. 
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Liconda: It is not my house. Miss Wayland, and I doubt 
whether Gjlin Tablet would be willing to depute to me 
that pleasant task. 

Nurse: I’m just as glad to know who are my friends and 
who are my enemies. 

[Mrs. Tabret (oms iu with Colin. She goes up to 
Major Liconda with a little smile. She is calm and 
composed. 

Mrs. Tabret: My dear old friend. 

Liconda: I felt that I must come and see you for a moment, 
my dear. I’m sure you know how deeply I sympathise 
with you, but I wanted to tell you that if in any way I can 
be of service to you. . . . 

Mrs. Tabret: [Interrupting him with a little smih-l It was 
very kind of you to come and just like you. 

Liconda: I’m relieved to see that you’re bearing so bravely 
what must have been a bitter blow. 

Mrs. Tabret: I am trying to put my own feelings away out 
of sight and mind. I want only to think that my son has 
ended his long martyrdom. He had a brave, a carefree, 
and a happy nature. He was not meant to live on a bed of 
sickness. 

Liconda: I remember when he was a boy how amazing his 
vitality was. 

Mrs. Tabret: I will not weep because he is dead. I will 
rejoice because he is free. 

[Stella comes in from the garden, followed bj Dr, 
Harvester. She is all in white. 

Stella; Dr. Harvester told me you were here and wanted 
to see me. 

Liconda: I wanted first of all to tell you how much I feel for 
you in your sad loss. 

Stella: You know, Maurice and I often talked of death. 
He was never afraid of it. He’d faced it often enough 
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during the war. He didn’t attach very much importance 
to it. He couldn’t bear any of the trappings of woe. He 
told me that he didn’t wish me to wear mourning for him. 
He said that if he died I was to carry on as usual. He 
wanted me to go about and do things exactly as if he 
were alive. 

Mrs. Tabret; He loved you so much, Stella. He put your 
happiness above everything. 

Stella: I know. 

Colin: Those lines of Stevenson’s keep ringing in my ears: 
“Home is the sailor, home from the sea.” 

Liconda: “And the hunter home from the hill.” They’re 
very moving to us who’ve spent our lives in distant 
places. 

Stella: You know, Maurice never quite believed that with 
tills life everything ended for him. He didn’t believe in a 
great many tilings that many people still more or less 
believe in. , . . 

Mrs. Tabret: [Intemiptiiig.l I could never bring myself to 
teach my children what I couldn’t myself believe. When 
they were little and I used to sit in the evenings in our 
house and look at the multitudinous stars sweeping 
across the blue sky of India and thought of what we are, 
so transitory and so insignificant, and yet with such a 
capacity for suffering, such a passion for beauty, I was 
overwhelmed by the mystery and the immensity of the 
universe. I could not conceive what was the cause of all 
those worlds I saw above me, nor what was the power 
that guided them, but my heart was filled with amaze- 
ment and awe. What I vaguely divined was too 
stupendous to fit into the limits of any creed of men. 

Stella; You know how Maurice was always laughing and 
joking. Even when he was speaking seriously he kept a 
little twinkle in his eye, so that you weren’t quite sure he 
wasn’t making fun of himself, I think he’d never quite 
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grown out of some of those beliefs that I suppose he’d 
acquired unconsciously in his childhood from nurses and 
servants. 

Mrs. Tabret: We always had native ayahs. Heaven knows 
what they taught the children. 

Stella: He didn’t believe with his reason, but in some 
strange way with his nerves or his heart, that perhaps 
there was something in the Eastern notion of the 
transmigration of souls. 

Liconda: I wonder if one ever entirely ceases to believe in 
what one has been taught as a child. 

Stella: I think deep down in him was the faith that when 
his soul left his poor wounded body it would find 
another tenement. I think he had so much vitality that 
he felt it impossible that he should not live again on this 
earth. 

Mrs. Tabrbt: Ah, I’ve so often wished I had that comfort- 
ing faith. Oh, to have a second chance and a third, to 
pass from life to life, purging yourself of imperfection 
and atoning for your sins, till at last you lose yourself in 
the infinite peace of the infinite soul of God. 

Stella: \Tumtng to Nurse Wayland.] I had something to 
say to you, Nurse. You’ll be leaving us very soon now, 
I suppose? 

Nurse: I suppose so. 

Stella: I want to thank you for everything you did for 
Maurice, and I want you to know how deeply grateful I 
am to you. 

Nurse: I did no more than my duty. 

Stella: [With a charming smik^ Oh, no, you did much more 
than that. If it had been only your duty you could never 
have been so immensely thoughtful. You could never 
have anticipated Maurice's wants. You’ve been so 
awfuUy kind. 
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Nurse: [A trifle sullenly.} Your husband was a very easy 
patient. He was always anxious not to give trouble. 

Stella: I’ve got a little pkn that I want to tell you about. 
I’ve talked it over with Mrs. Tabret and she very much 
approves of it. You’ve had a long and hard time here. 
And your month’s holiday a year has been very little rest. 
You’ve often talked to me about your sister in Japan and 
I know how much you’ve wanted to travel. If you’ll 
allow me I should like to make it possible for you to go 
out to the East and have a good time. 

Nurse: {Stonily on the defensive^} I don’t think I understand 
what you mean. 

Stella: {A little shyly, but in a manner that is disarming!} 
Well, my dear, a nurse’s salary is never very large. I 
know that Maurice has leh: me everything he had and 
we’ve been living so economically, I shall be quite well 
off in a modest way. It would be dear of you if you’d let 
me make you a present of a few hundred pounds, a 
thousand, say, to make it a round sum, so that you could 
go for a nice long journey and need not think of earning 
your living for a while. 

Nurse: [Hoarsely, trembling in her effort to control herself!} Do 
you think I would take money from you? Is that what 
you take me for? 

Stella: [Surprised, but not taking her very seriously!} But what 
on earth is the harm of it? Come, Nurse, don’t be 
unreasonable. You know I don’t want to offend you. 

Nurse: What I’ve done I’ve been paid for. If I wasn’t 
satisfied with the payment I received I only had to go. 

Stella: [Taken abaek, as though she had been suddenly slapped 
in the face!} Nurse, what « the matter? What have I said? 
Why do you speak to me like that? 

Harvester: You mustn’t take what Nurse Wayland says 
too literally. She really isn’t herself to-day. 

Licokda: No, Harvester, it’s no good taking up that 
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attitude. The position is much too serious. Stella, I’ve 
got something very unpleasant to tell you. I ■would 
sooner not have added to your present trouble, but I’m 
afraid it can’t he avoided. 

Stella: What is it? 

Liconda: Nurse Wayland is not satisfied that Alaurice died 
from heart failure. 

Stella: But if Dr. Harvester says so? Surely he kno'ws best. 

Har'vester: I am prepared to sign the death certificate. I 
have no douht in my mind of the cause of death. 

Liconda; Nurse Wayland thinks there ought to be a post- 
mortem. 

Stella: [With the utmost determination. "I Never. Never. 
Poor Maurice’s body has suffered enough. I won’t have 
him cut about to satisfy an idle curiosity. I absolutely 
refuse. 

Liconda; I understand that an autopsy cannot be held 
except with the consent of the next of kin. 

Nurse: Or on the order of the coroner. 

Stella: What does she mean by that? 

Liconda: I’m afraid she means that if you persist in your 
refusal she will go to the proper authority and make the 
statement she has already made to Dr. Harvester and me. 

Stella: What is the statement? 

Liconda: Do you wish to repeat it. Nurse Wayland? 

Norse: [Very coolly, almost with insolence^ Not particularly. 
I have no objection to your doing so. 

Harvester: Do you really insist on going through with this. 
Nurse? What you said to the Major and me was more or 
less confidential, wasn’t it? Don’t you think you’d better 
teffect a little mote? If anything further is said the matter 
must necessarily go out of our control. I think you 
should consider the consequences of your attitude and 
the harm that may arise. 
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Nurse: I caa’t keep silent. I should never forgive myself. 

Iacoitoa: Nurse Wayland states that Maurice’s death was 
not due to his illness, but to some other cause, 

Stelia.: I’m dreadfully sorry, but I don’t understand. What 
other cause could have brought about his death? 

Liconda: She says he was murdered. 

[Colin emd Stella start. Mrs. Tabhet smothers a cry. 

Stella: Murdered? You must be mad. Nurse. 

Liconda: Harvester and I have pointed out to her that he 
was regarded by everyone connected with him with the 
greatest affection. 

Colin: It’s preposterous. 

Stella: After the first shock I’m almost inclined to laugh. 
Really, Nurse, you must be very nervous and over- 
wrought to have got such an idea in your head. Is that 
why you were so funny when I asked you to accept 
enough money to take a year’s holiday? 

Norse: I had no wish that the matter should go so fer now. 
If Dr. Harvester had agreed to my suggestion of having a 
post-mortem nothing need have been said till it was 
discovered if my suspicions were justified or not. 

Harvester: Willing to wound and yet afraid to strike, 
Nurse Wayland. 

Nurse: yTuming on him.] You have forced me into this 
position. Dr. Harvester. I only did my duty in telling 
you my very grave suspicions, and the moment I did, 
you took up a definitely hostile attitude towards me. 

Harvester: Well, if you want to know, I thought you silly, 
nervous, and hystericaL Good heavens. I’ve been in 
practice long enough to know how wildly people talk. 
I should be kept pretty busy if I paid any attention, for 
instance, to what one woman says about another. 

Nurse: Or is it that you’re fdghtened to death of a scandal? 
You know that notoriety docs a doctor no good, and you 
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think it would hurt your practice if anything came of this 
that got into the papers. You don’t want to have a post- 
mortem because if there is anything you don’t want to 
know it. Deny it if you can. 

Harvester: I admit I shouldn’t welcome publicity. I put 
all the money I had into buying my practice and I don’t 
suppose it would do it any good if I were mized up in an 
unpleasant case. 

Mrs. Tabret: People want their doctor to be like their 
central heating; efficient, but not obtrusive. 

Harvester: But I can honestly say that if it were my duty I 
wouldn’t let my own interests stop me from doing it. In 
this case I don’t think it is my duty. I am quite satisfied 
that there is no reason why I shouldn’t sign the necessary 
documents. 

CoLDi: All that is neither here nor there. Nurse Wayland 
has presumably some grounds for her statement. 
Perhaps she’d better give them. 

Liconda: Yes, she has. I thought it better she should speak 
before all concerned. 

Nurse: It was my wish to do so. I don’t want to do any- 
thing underhand. 

Stella; Go on, Nurse Wayland. 

Nurse: [To Liconda.] I daresay you know that jMr. 
Maurice often had bouts of sleeplessness. Dr. Harvester 
had prescribed various sedatives. But he found that 
chloralin was the one he supported best. [To Harvester] 
Is that true? 

Harvester: Quite. QdoraUn is a new preparation in 
tabloid form. It’s more convenient than the liquid 
chloral we’ve been in the habit of using. I explained to 
Maurice the danger of his growing dependent on drugs 
and begged him not to take a dose without my per- 
mission or Nurse Wayland’s. 

Nurse; I’m quite sure that he never did. 
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Harvester: So am I. He was very sensible and he under- 
stood my point. He certainly wasn’t lacking in self- 
control. 

Nurse: Will you tell Major Liconda what instructions you 
gave me last night? 

Harvester: He was excited and wrought up. I asked 
Nurse Wayland to give him a tabloid and told him that if 
he woke in the night he could take it. I thought he’d 
probably drop off for half an hour or so and then wake 
up and not be able to get to sleep again. 

Nurse: I dissolved a tabloid in half a glass of water and put 
it by his side. I noticed that there were only five tabloids 
left in the bottle and I made up my mind to order some 
more. This morning the bottle was empty. 

Stella: That’s very strange. 

Nurse: Veryl 

Harvester: How did you happen to notice? 

Nurse: I was tidying up. I thought it better to put away all 
the medicines and dressings and so on. 

Stella; [To Harvester.} Would five tabloids have a fatal 
effect? 

Nurse: Six. I left one dissolved in water by the side of his 
bed. 

Harvester: Yes, there’s little doubt that the effect would be 
fatal. 

Stella: It’s all incredible. It’s surely much more likely that 
someone took them for his own use. 

Colin: Ate you absolutely sure that last night the bottle 
contained five tabloids? 

Nurse: Absolutely. If anyone took them for his own use it 
must have been after I went to bed. 

Stei.la: But no one went into Maurice’s room last night 
after that but me. I went in to say good night to him. 
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Liconda: How do you know that no one else went into his 
room? 

Stella; Who could have? There was only Colin and 
Mother. 

Liconda: [To Mrs. Tabret.] You went upstairs as I was 
letting myself out, MilUc. 

Mrs. Tabret: I was very tired. [Wi/i the shadow of a smik^ 
I didn’t see any reason to wait while Colin and Stella 
and the Doctor ate a bacon sandwich. 

Liconda; You didn’t go into Maurice’s room last night, 
Colin? 

Colin: No, why should I? I don’t want a sleeping-draught 
to make me sleep. 

Stella: You’re not under the impression that I took the 
tabloids, I suppose. Nurse Wayland? 

Harvester: If you had you could presumably produce at 
least four of them. Believe me, if you’d taken twenty- 
five grains of chloralin at midnight you wouldn’t be 
standing there now. 

Norse: The fact remains that five tabloids disappeared last 
night. Where are they? 

Harvester; There’s always the possibility that they were 
taken maliciously by someone who wanted to make 
trouble. 

Norse: Do you mean me, Dr. Harvester? What do you 
think I can get out of making trouble? Really I don’t 
know how such a stupid idea can have crossed your 
mind. Why should I have asked you to have a post- 
mortem if I knew for certain — as I must if I’d taken the 
tabloids out of sheer malice — that it would discover 
nothing? 

Colin: Isn’t it possible that they could have been taken by 
somebody this morning? 

Liconda: Who? 
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Colin: The housemaid, for instance. 

Liconda: Chloralin is not a very common drug. I shouldn’t 
have thought a housemaid would ever have heard of it. 
It’s not as though it were aspirin or veronal. 

Harvester: I don’t know about that. There have been 
cases in the papers. It’s not safe to take it for granted that 
a housemaid wouldn’t have got into the habit of taking 
something when she couldn’t sleep. 

Stella; Well, it’s very easy to make sure. It’s Alice who did 
Maurice’s room. Let us send for her. 

Nurse: That is unnecessary. She was frightened at the idea 
of going in. I told her she need not and said I would 
clean up the room and put everything to rights myself. 
I’m quite sure she has not been in this morning. 

Stella: What are we to do. Mother? 

Mrs. Tabret: You must do exactly what you think fit. 

Liconda; [To the Doctor.] Is it possible that Maurice can 
have died from chloral poisoning? 

Harvester: I have told you that I am satisfied that death 
was due to natural causes. 

Liconda: I wasn’t asidng that. 

Harvester: Yes, of course, it’s possible. But I don’t for an 
instant believe it. 

Nurse: I know that this must add awfully to your grief, 
Mrs. Tabret. I can’t tell you how sorry I am. It seems 
dreadful that I should have to repay all your kindness to 
me by increasing your troubles. 

Mrs. Tabret: My dear, I’m quite ready to believe that you 
will do nothing and say nothing but what you think is 
right. 

Stella: I’m all confused. It’s come as such a dreadful 
shock. [To the Nurse.] Do you nally think that Maurice 
died of an overdose of his sleeping-draught? 

Nurse: [ Verj deliberately, looking her straigfit in the eyes,\ I do. 
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Stella: It’s awful. 

Nurse: \Still looking at Stella.] I think I should tell you 
that when I found the tabloids were missing I looked in 
the glass in which I’d dissolved the one I’d prepared for 
him. There was still about a dessertspoonful of liquid in 
the bottom of it. I have put it aside and I suggest that it 
should be analysed. 

Mrs. Tabret: {With faint mckeryi\ You are wasted on your 
profession. Nurse Wayland. You have all the maldngs 
of a detective. 

Liconda: But wouldn’t a draught in which half a doEen 
tabloids had been dissolved be very unpalatable? 

Harvester: It would be rather bitter. I suppose if one 
swallowed it down at a gulp one would hardly notice till 
one had already drunk it. 

Stella: It all sounds very circumstantial. I’m afraid there’s a 
dreadful probability in Nurse Wayland’s story. 

Colin: But, my dear, it’s absurd. "Who on earth would have 
thought of murdering Maurice? It’s out of the question. 

Stella: Oh, that, yes. I wasn’t thinking of that. Nurse 
Wayland can’t seriously think that anyone deliberately 
gave Maurice an overdose of his sleeping-draught. 
But I’m beginning to be desperately ^raid that perhaps 
he took it himself. 

Harvester: Suicide? 

Stella: {With distress.^ He wasn’t himself last night. He 
was very strange. I’d never seen him so nervous. 

Liconda: Was there any reason for that? 

Stella: \After a moment’ shesitatio»l\ I’m afraid so. You see 
I’d been to Tristan, And we’d seen it together the nigh: 
we got engaged. It upset him to think of the past. 

Liconda: Did he speak of suicide? 

Stella: No. 

Liconda: Had he ever done so? 
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Stella; Never. 1 don’t believe it had entered his head. 

Liconda: What made you think he was upset last night? 

Stella: [Maei f/fdved,} He did a thing he’d never done 
before. It was dreadfully painfuL He cried. He cried in 
my arms. 

Nurse; Why, exactly? 

Stella: [Desperately,] Really, Miss Wayland, there are some 
things I can’t tell you. What passed between my husband 
and myself was between ourselves. It concerned nobody 
but us. 

Norse: I beg your pardon. I should have thought it better 
for your own sake to be frank. 

Stella; What do you mean? Are you accusing me of 
holding anything back? 

Norse: I’m not accusing anybody. 

Liconda: My dear, I won’t ask you anything that is painful 
for you to answer. But there’s just this. If there’s any- 
thing in what Miss Wayland says I suppose there’ll have 
to be an inquest. The coroner will certainly ask you if 
your husband said anything at all that might indicate that 
suicide was in his mind. 

Stella; {With a deep r/gii.] He said it would have been better 
if the accident had killed him outright. But he wasn’t 
thinking of himself, he was thinking of me. 

Liconda; That’s very important. 

Stella; Oh, Nurse, don’t be hard on us. Don’t be vindiaive 
because I’ve been rather sharp with yon. My nerves are 
all on edge to-day. After all, it’s rather namral, isn’t it? 
If poor Maurice did take an overdose of something, can’t 
you square it with your conscience to say nothing about 
it? He had so little to live for. Can’t you spare us the 
distress and horror of a post-mortem and an inquest? 

Liconda; The question is if Dr. Harvester is still willing to 
sign the death certiheate. 
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Harvester: I think Nurse Wayland may very well have 
been mistaken about the tabloids. I can see no reason 
why I shouldn’t. 

Nurse: [Deliberaiely.l But you sec, I am quite convinced 
that Maurice Tabret did not commit suicide, 

Liconda: For what reason? 

Nurse: Well, here's one of them. There was a little liquid 
still in the glass from which he drank. About a dessert- 
spoonful. You remember I mentioned that, and I put 
the glass away so that the liquid could be examinpH. 

Liconda: Yes. 

Nurse: Surely if a man were going to commit suicide he 
would drink the entire contents of the glass either in one 
gulp or two. He wouldn’t risk making a bad job of 
what he was about by leaving something at the bottom. 
Least of all a man like Maurice Tabret. 

Colin: That seems very fer-fetched to me. 

Liconda: I must say it seems rather a small point. 

Colin: Besides, the stuff hasn’t been anal3'sed yet. 

Liconda: Is your conviction based on nothing more than 
that. Nurse Wayland? 

Nurse: No, it is not. Although Maurice Tabret was very 
good and I didn’t believe he would ever take a tabloid 
without leave, one knows that it’s very easy to get into 
the habit of drug-taking and then you can’t be certain 
about anyone. Isn’t that so, Dr. Harvester? 

Harvester: Yes, I suppose it is. 

Nurse: Sometimes he was terribly depressed. I didn’t think 
it wise to let him have within reach the power of putting 
an end to himself. 

Stella: I never saw him depressed. 

Nurse: IBitterJy.} I know you didn’t. You never saw 
anything. 

Stella: Nurse Wayland, what have I done to you? Why do 
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70U talk to me like that? Your fece is all twisted with 
hate of me. I don’t understand. 

Nurse: Don’t you? 

[Tie tm women stare at one another for a moment, then 
Stella gives a little shudder and turns her head away. 

Stella: I’m beginning to be frightened of you. What 
sort of a woman are you that we’ve had in this house 
for five years? 

Mrs. Tabret: [In a soothing tone.'\ There’s nothing to be 
frightened of, darling. Don’t give way to your nerves. 

Nurse; [To Stella.] Because he joked and laughed when 
you were there, did it never occur to you that there 
were moments when he was overwhelmed with black 
misery? 

Stella; [With deep sympatlg.] Poor lamb, why did he insist 
on hiding it from me? 

Nurse: [With a sort of restrained violence. 1 His one aim was 
to make his suffering easy lot you to bear. Whatever 
pain he had, he hid from you so that you shouldn’t have 
the distress of being sorry for him. 

Stella: It’s dreadful that you should say such things. You 
make me feel that I was so cruel to him. 

Nurse: [With increasing bittemess.l Everything had to be 
hidden from you. When you were coming the medicine 
bottles and the dressings had to be put away, so that 
there should be nothing to remind you that there was 
anything the matter with him. 

Stella: I would willingly have done everything for him 
that you did. It was his most earnest wish that I 
shouldn’t concern myself with the horrid part of his 
illness. 

Mrs. Tabret: That is tmc. Nurse. I’m sorry you don’t 
think that Stella did all she could for Maurice, As his 
mother I’m perhaps no less competent to judge than 
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you. I have only admiration for het unselfishness and 
consideration. 

Stella: Oh, Mother. 

Mrs. Tabret: I always think we do best by people when we 
help them in the way they want to be helped rather than 
in the way we may think they should be helped. I would 
sooner someone gave me a vanity bag that I hankered 
after than a shawl to wrap round my old bones that I 
didn’t happen to want. 

Licohda: There’s something in that. Nurse Wayland. 

Mrs. Tabret: I’m sure that Stella did Maurice most good 
by answering him back in the same strain when he 
c^fied her and when he laughed, laughing with him. 

Nurse: I was nothing. I was only his paid nurse. He didn’t 
tty to hide ftom me the despair that filled his heart. He 
didn’t have to pretend to me. He didn’t have to be good- 
tempered or amusing with me. He could be morose and 
he knew I wouldn’t mind. He could quarrel with me and 
then say he was sorry i£ he’d hurt me and know he 
couldn’t hurt me. To make you laugh he plastered his 
face with fiour and painted his nose red and jumped 
through a hoop. You only saw the white mask of the 
clown; I saw his naked, tortured, triumphant soul. 

Stella: [The truth doaming on her, the truth that the Norse had 
loved What are you telling us. Nurse Wayland? 

Nurse: I’m telling the truth at last. 

Stella: I wonder if you know what strange truth it is. 

Liconda: But, Nurse, what you’ve been saying suggests 
that he did have at least moments of despair when he 
must have thought of suicide. We know that he was 
overwrought last night. If his death was not due to 
natural causes, surely it’s extremely likely that he brought 
it about himself. 

Nurse: It was just one of those moments that I was on my 
guard against. The chloralin was kept in the bathroom 
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oa aa upper shelf that he could not possibly have got 
at. I had to stand on a chair myself to reach it. 

Liconda; If a man is determined to do a thing he can often 
surmount difficulties that others would have thought 
insuperable. 

Nurse: Ask Dr. Harvester if it would have been possible 
for Maurice Tabret to cross the room and go into the 
bathroom and stand up on a chair. 

Harvester: He had absolutely no power in the lower part 
of his body. His back was broken by the accident and 
the spinal cord terribly injured. 

Liconda; Couldn’t he have crawled into the batluroom? 

Harvester: With a great deal of difficulty. Yes, I think he 
might have done that. 

Nurse: Could he have stood up on a chair? 

Harvester: No, I’m bound to admit that is absolutely out 
of the question. 

Liconda: If he’d got into the bathroom, couldn’t he have 
fished down the bottle with a stick or something? 

Harvester: Perhaps. 

Nurse; Why do you say that. Dr. Harvester? You know 
that he couldn’t sit upright without help. 

Harvester: I’m not so anxious to put the worst construction 
on everything as you seem to be. Nurse Wayland. 

Nurse: And if he’d got the bottle down, how could he have 
put it up in its place again? 

Harvester: \lrritabJy^ After all, we don’t know yet that 
Maurice ffied of an overdose of chloralin. 

Liconda; The matter can’t be left like this. Harvester. Fm 
afiaid there’ll have to be an inquest. 

Harvester; Yes, obviously, I can’t sign the death certificate 
now. I shall have to communicate with the coroner. 

Nurse: I’m sorry. Dr. Harvester. 
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Harvester: I bet you are. I suppose you think it’s very 
self-seeking of me not to want to be mixed up in a 
scandal. I suppose I ought to laugh through a horse 
collar at the prospect of smashing up a practice that I 
paid good money for and have spent seven years in 
building up. 

Liconda: Oh, come now, it’s not going to be as bad as 
that. However distressing an inquiry may be to 
Maurice’s family, I don’t sec how it can affect his doctor. 
For a hopeless invalid to take an overdose of his 
sleeping-draught is not so uncommon as to excite much 
comment. 

Harvester: That, no. 

Liconda: Many of us can only admire a man who has a 
fetal illness and prefers to end his life painlessly rather 
than endure useless suffering. He is more merciful to 
himself and to those he loves. 

Nurse: Dr. Harvester knows as wdl as I do that if Maurice 
Tablet died of an overdose of chloralin he couldn’t have 
taken it himself. There’s only one word for it and you 
all know it. It was murder. 

Harvester: That’s why I’m absolutely convinced that he 
died of natural causes. I can’t offer an explanation of the 
disappearance of those damned tabloids, but there must 
be an explanation. 

Colin: The most likely one is that Nurse "Wayland was 
mistaken. Surely it’s only reasonable to suppose that if 
anyone had taken out half a dozen tabloids he would 
have put others in their place, aspirin or chlorate of 
potash or something, so that they wouldn’t be missed. 

Nurse: People don’t think of everything. It’s only because 
a murderer makes some mistake that he’s caught. 

Harvester: But, damn it all, no one commits a murder 
without a motive. No one had the smallest reason to 
wish Maurice dead. 
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Nurse: How do you know? 

EIarvester; Good God, how do I know that two and two 
are four? I know that everybody was devoted to him. 
And with reason, damn it. He was the best fellow in 
the world. 

Nurse: Did you Icnow that his wife was going to have a 
baby? 

Stella: {With a gasp!\ You fiend! 

Colin: [.^^ast.] Stella! 

Nurse: I suspected it last night when she nearly fainted. 
This morning I knew for certain. 

Stella: What do you mean? Are you accusing me of having 
murdered my husband? 

Liconda: \Very gravely.} Is it true what she says, Stella? 

[There is a pause. Stella does not speak. There is 
anguish in her eyes. Alice, the parlourmaid^ comes 
briskly in, breaking the tension with the affairs of 
every day. 

Alice: Shall I keep lunch back, madam? 

Mrs. Tabret: Is it one o’clock? No, you can serve up. 

Colin: We can’t have lunch now. Mother. 

Mrs. Tabret: Why not? Lay for two extra. Major Liconda 
and Dr. Harvester will be lunching. 

Alice: Very good, madam. 

[She goes out. 

Colin: Mother, it’s impossible. How can we all sit down 
together as though nothing had happened? 

Mrs. Tabret: I think it’s just as well. We have a great deal 
more to say to one another. It will do none of us any 
harm to talk of other things for half an hour. 

Stella: I couldn’t, I couldn’t. Let me stay here. 

Mrs. Tabret: {Birmlyl} I insist on your coming, my dear. 

Harvester; I must bolt round to my house, Mrs, Tabret. 
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rU have a bite there and come back immediately 
afterwards. 

Mes. Tabret: Very well. 

Liconda: My dear, I couldn’t think of imposing myself on 
you. 

Mrs. Tabret: [VJith a grim smile.] You must eat. Will you 
come, Nurse Wayland? 

Nurse: No. 

Mrs. Tabret: I’ll have something sent up to your room. 
Nurse: I want nothing. 

Mrs. Tabret: You may when it comes. 

[Alice comes in again. 

Alice: Lunch is served, madam. 

Mrs. Tabret: {Giving Stella ber band.] Come, Stella. 


END OF the second ACT 



THE THIRD ACT 


The Scene is the sam as in the preceding acts. 

Half an hour has passed. 

Steixa is standing at one of the windows looking into the garden. 
Colin comes in from the hall and she turns round. 

Coun: Stella. 

Stella: Have you finished already? 

Colin: Mote or less. I told Mother I wanted to sec if you 
were all right. 

Stella: Yes, I’m all right. 

Colin: It was awful sitting there as though nothing had 
happened. I don’t know what induced Mother to make 
us go through that farce. 

Stella: [With a shrttg^ I daresay it was very sensible. With 
the servants there it was obvious that we had to hold 
our tongues. It gave us all a chance to collect ourselves. 

Colin: I’m afraid you didn’t eat a thing. 

Stella: \Smilingl[ You ate enough for both of us. 

Colin: Did you think it was rotten of me? 

Stella: No, I think it comforted me. To see you wolf 
down great mouthfuls of lamb and green peas made me 
realiae that this nightmare isn’t the whole of tilings. The 
world is going on all around us. Whatever we may be 
suficring the buses ate going down Piccadilly and the 
trains are running in and out of Paddington Station. 

Coun: Stella, is it true? 

Stella: Is what true? 

Coun: What that woman said. 

Stella: About the baby? I suppose so. Yes, it’s true. 

a86 
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Colin: Oh, Stella. 

Stella: I "wasn’t sute. I was afraid. I thought it might 
be a false alarm. It’s only quite lately that I’ve been 
certain. 

Colin: Why didn’t you tell me? 

Stella: I didn’t want to. 

Colin: Not at all? Were you going to let me go away 
without knowing? 

Stella: It was only a month before you were going back 
to Guatemala. I didn’t want to spoil those last weeks 
for you. Because I worried there idn’t seem to be any 
reason why you should be worried, too. 

Colin: But what were you going to do? 

Stella: I don’t know. I was looking for some way out. 
I thought it would be easier when you were gone. 
Whatever happened, I thought I’d like to keep you 
out of it. 

Colin: Why? 

Stella: I don’t know, unless because I love you. 

Colin: Aren’t I there to share your troubles with you? 

Stella: I suppose women are very silly, when they tell a 
man that they’re going to have a child by him, it seems 
rather an important moment to them. I suppose they 
feel happy and a little frightened and awed. They want 
to be made a fuss of. I couldn’t expect you to feel joy 
or pride, but only consternation. 

Colin: Oh, my sweetness, don’t you know how devotedly 
I love you? 

Stella: No, don’t. Don’t say anything that’s going to 
upset me. I don’t want to get emotional. If we’ve got 
to talk it over we’d better try to talk it over as calmly 
as we can, 

Colin: What is that dreadful woman going to say now? 
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Stella; I don’t know. I don’t care ... I don’t know why 
I say that. I’m frightened to death. 

Colin: You must keep a stiff upper lip. 

Stella: Oh, Colin, whatever happens you’ll stand by me, 
won’t you? 

Colin: Yes, I swear it. 

[Dr. Harvester comes in from the garden. 

Harvester: Oh, have you finished your luncheon already? 

Stella: [Forcing a smile to her lips^ I’m afraid I couldn’t 
make much of a pretence at eating. I wanted to be alone 
for a minute and came in here. 

Colin; I think Mother and Major Liconda will be here 
directly. They were just starting coffee when I left 
them. 

Harvester: Where’s Nurse Wayland? I came back rather 
soon because I thought I’d like to have a chat with her 
alone. 

Stella: Colin will go and fetch her. I suppose she lunched 
in her room. 

Colin: Right-ho. 

[He goes out. 

Harvkter: 1 «y, my dear, 1 hope this is going to come 
out all right. 

Stella: It doesn’t look much like it, does it? 

Harvester: My word, you’re cool. 

Stella: When the earth is opening imder your feet and the 
heavens are falling it doesn’t seem much use to run 
about like a frightened hen. 

Harvester; Do you mind my giving you a bit of advice? 

Stella; \With a shade of irot^i\ I’d welcome it, but I thtnlf 
it’s very unlikely I shall take it. 

Harvester: Well, it’s just this, if I were you I’d take very 
great care not to say anything to put up Nurse Wayland’s 
back. 
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Stella: She can’t very well make things much more dis- 
agreeable than she has already. 

Harvester: I’m not so sure of that. That’s why I wanted 
to see her alone. You know she’s not a bad sort, really. 
Now that she’s had half an hour to calm down, I don’t 
see why she shouldn’t be more reasonable. 

Stella: I wouldn’t count on it in your place. 

Harvester: I don’t myself see what Nurse Wayland has to 
get out of making a fuss. 

Stella; She’s a very conscientious woman and she mistakes 
her hatred of me for the call of duty. 

Harvester: The good are difficult to get on with, aren’t 
they? 

Stella: \Smilkg^ Fortunately they’re so few, it’s not often 
they seriously inconvenience the rest of us. 

Harvester: Nurse Wayland has got her knife into you all 
right. 

Stella: Dr. Harvester, will you tell me something? 

Harvester: If I can. 

Stella: Do you think it possible that Maurice could have 
guessed — my condition? 

Harvester: I shouldn’t think so. 

Stella: I’m so thankful. I couldn’t have borne the thought 
that he died rather than expose me to shame and disgrace. 
He was capable of it, you know. 

Harvester: I’m afraid that if Maurice died of an overdose 
of chloral he can’t have taken it himself. 

Stella: But who could have given it him? 

Harvester: That is the question, isn’t it? 

Stella: Wild and fantastic notions pass through my mind 
and one is more incredible than the other. 


Harvester: I know. 

Stella: Why couldn’t that wretched woman leave me for a 
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moment alone with my sorrow? My heart is burning 
with grief. I reproach myself so bitterly. I’m so ashamed 
of myself. You never knew Maurice in the old days. He 
was such a gallant figure. When I was in his room just 
now before all this horror burst upon us, I wept for 
myself as well as him. I wept for all the love Fd borne 
him in years gone by. Oh, how cruel death is. 

Harvester: I know. However often your trade brings you 
in contact with it, you are overcome with the same 
dismay. It’s so desperately final. 

Stella: I can’t believe that it’s final. It would be too unfair. 
Why shouldn’t it be true what Maurice believed — that we 
are born again? Will you think me silly and childish if 
I tell you something? I have a strange, mystical feeling 
that that brave spirit has entered into the child that I 
shall bear, and that in him Maurice, forgiving me the 
wrong I did him, will live out the life that was his due. 

Harvester: There are some who think that if you only 
believe enough that a thing is true, it becomes true. Who 
am I to decide such matters? 

[Tiis door is opsmd and Colin corns in immediately 
followed by the Nurse. 

Coun; Here is Nurse Wayland. 

Stella: Oh, Nurse, Dr. Harvester wishes to speak to you 
by himself. Colin and I will go into the garden. 

Nurse: It’s very kind of you. But I have nothing private 
to say to Dr. Harvester and I do not wish to listen to 
anything Dr. Harvester has to say that anyone else may 
not hear. I want to do nothing underhand. 

Harvester: I’m not going to ask you to do anything 
underhand. 

Nurse; I know exactly what you want to say to me. You’re 
going to point out that everyone here has been very 
kind to me and very generous. And they’re prepared 
to be still kinder and still more generous. And if I make 
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fl scandal I shall be exposed to every sort of unpleasant- 
ness and very likely have great difficulty in getting 
another job. On the other hand, if 1 hold my tongue 
I can go to Japan and have a good time. Well, I won’t. 

Stella: [Coo/iji.] That seems very definite. 

Harvester: All the same, I don’t see how it can hurt you 
to listen to me for five minutes. 

Stella: Now I put my foot down. I’m not prepared to 
allow an appeal on my behalf to be made to Nurse 
Wayland. 

Colin: I think I hear my mother and the major. 

Harvester: Then it’s too late. 

[Colin gsffr over to the door and opens it for them. 

Mrs. Tabret md Major Liconda enter, 

Mrs. Tabret: Have we kept you waiting? I hope you had 
everything you wanted in your room. Nurse. 

Norse: Everything, thank you, Mrs. Tabret. 

Mrs. Tabret: Won’t you sit down? There’s no use in your 
tiring yourself. 

Nurse: [Sitting dowHi\ Thank you. 

Mrs. Tabret: Have you been talking things over? 

Harvester: I’ve only just come, Mrs. Tabret. 

Mrs. Tabret; I suppose we are in Nurse Wayland’s hands. 
What have you decided to do. Nurse Wayland? 

Nurse: I must do what I think is my duty, Mrs. Tabret. 

Mrs. Tabret: Of course. We should all do our duty, and 
how difficult it would be if at the same time we did not 
often make ourselves a trifle disagreeable to others. 

Nurse: Mrs. Tabret, Major Liconda asked your daughter-in- 
law a question just b^ore luncheon. She didn't answer it. 

Liconda: [To Stella.] I am afraid you must have thought 
me very impertinent. Nurse Wayland said that you were 
going to have a baby, and I asked you if it was true. 
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Stella: It’s quite true. 

Liconda: [Struggling with his e/nbarrassmetiti\ I’m in a very 
false position. I am conscious that I am interfering in 
matters that are no affair of mine. 

Stella; My dear Major^ I know that you are kindness itself. 
You’ve known Mrs. Tabret for ages and Maurice and 
Colin when they were small boys. 

Liconda: All the same you must see how diflScult it is 
for me to ask the question that inevitably rises in one’s 
mind. 

Stella: I’ll answer without your asking. Of course it’s 
quite impossible that Maurice should have been the 
father of the child I’m going to have. Since his accident 
he has been my husband only in name. 

Colin; [Going up to her and putting bis band round her shoulder s\ ■ 
I am the father, Major Liconda. 

Norse; [Astounded.^ You? 

Mrs. Tabret: \lronical1yi\ Do you mean to say that it escaped 
your sharp eyes, Nurse, that Colin and Stella were in 
love with one another? 

Stella: \Witb a little frightened gasp.l TSidiyou know? 

Mrs. Tabret: I think nowadays the young are apt to think 
their elders even more stupid than advancing years 
generally make them. 

Stella: Oh, Mother, what must you think of me? 

Mrs. Tabret: [D>y^.] Do you very much care? 

Stella; I suppose I ought to be terribly ashamed of myself. 

I must be sincere. I don’t want to make a pretence of 
remorse that I don’t feel. I can no mote help loving 
Colin than I can help the rain felling or the trees bursting 
into leaf. I’m proud of the child he’s given me. 

Nurse: You’re shameless, 

Stella; [To Mrs. Tabret.] Butjwi have every right to 
think that 1 treated Maurice abominably. He’s b^ond 
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the reach of pain, but I bitterly regret the pain I’ve 
caused you. I have no excuses to make for myself, 

Mrs. Tabret: My dear, don’t you remember what I said to 
you last night? I thanked you for all you had done for 
Maurice. Did you think I was talking at random? I 
knew then that you were going to have a baby and that 
Colin was its &ther. 

Colin: Mother, I blame myself so awfully. 

Stella: You mustn’t do that, darling. [To Mrs. Tabret,] 
If a woman doesn’t want a man to make love to her she 
can very easily prevent it. Living side by side, in the 
same house for so many months, there’s no reason why 
he should ever have looked upon me as anything but 
his sister. I was shameless. I didn’t prevent him from 
making love to me because I wanted him to make love 
to me. I made him love me. 

Colin: Oh, Stella, how could I help loving you? I don’t 
blame myself for that. I blame myself because when I 
knew I loved you I didn’t bolt. 

Mrs. Tabret: Am I tight in thinking that then it was too 
late? 

Colin: Do you remember, when we were kids in India they 
used to tell us of children who could recollect their past 
lives. They’d know who was who in the village and 
recognize the things that had belonged to them before 
and go straight to places that otherwise they couldn’t 
have found. That’s how I felt when I fell in love with 
Stella. I felt that I’d loved her always and that her love 
was home to me. 

Stella: 'Whatever you may think of me. Mother, and how- 
ever badly you t hink I’ve behaved, I ask you to believe 
that I diii’t give myself to Colin to gratify any passing 
whim. I loved him with aE my heart. 

Mrs. Tabret: My dear, I know. You say you made him 
love you. Why do you say that except that you love 
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him so much? You can’t persuade yourself that this 
miracle should have happened that he loves you, too, 
unless you had done it. Love is always diffid^t. One 
can never be certain of love, one can only be certain of 
affection. 

Stella: You mustn’t think I didn’t struggle against the 
madness that possessed me. I said to myself that the only 
return I could make Maurice for all the devotion he gave 
me was by remaining faithful to him and loyal. 

Mrs. Tabret: I’m sure you did. 

Stella: I told myself that Maurice was a cripple, bedridden, 
sick, the victim of an unforeseen misfortune, and that it 
would be foul of me to betray him. I tried to drive Colin 
away. I was beastly to him, rude and sarcastic, and then 
the dumb misery in his eyes broke my heart. I did 
evcr3rthing except ask him to go. I couldn’t do that, I 
couldn’t. I pretended to myself that it was on your 
account and on Maurice’s. You hadn’t seen him for so 
long. Maurice was so pleased to have him here. 

Mrs. Tabret: It’s quite true that I hadn’t seen Colin for a 
long time, and Maurice was tremendously pleased to 
have him here. ’ 

Nurse: [With sxaspsrationi\ I don’t understand you, Mrs. 
Tabret. You seem to be going out of your way to find 
excuses for your daughter-in-law. If you knew what 
was going on, why didn’t you stop it? 

Mrs. Tabret: I’m afraid I shall shock you. Miss Wayland; 
I want to put it as delicately as I can, but it’s a matter that 
we English have made indelicate by prudishness and 
hypocrisy. Stella is young, healthy and normal. Why 
should I imagine she has not got the instincts that I had 
at her age? The sexual instinct is as normal as hunger 
and as pressing as the desire to sleep. Why should she 
be deprived of its satisfaction? 

Nurse: [With a little shiver of disQistl\ It seems to me that 
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the modern world is obsessed by sex. Is there nothing 
else in it? After all, the answer is that you can’t go 
without food and you can’t go without sleep. But 
you can go without the satisfaction of your sexual 
appetites. 

Harvester: But at what price of nervous disorders, crabbed- 
ness, and unhealthy emotions. 

Mrs. Tabret: When Maurice’s accident made it impossible 
for him and Stella ever to live again as man and wife I 
asked myself if she would be able to support so false a 
relationship. They had loved one another as two healthy 
young things love. Their love was deep and passionate, 
but it was rooted in sex. It might have come about with 
time that it would have acquired a more spiritual 
character, it might have been that the inevitable trials 
of life endured together would have given birth to an 
affection and a confidence in one another that might have 
given a new glow to the fading fires of passion. They 
did not have the time. 

Nurse: [To Stella, wifi iroay.} May I ask how long you’d 
been married? 

Stella: I was married to Maurice about a year before he 
crashed. 

Nurse: A year. A whole year. 

Mrs. Tabret: Out of his suffering a new love did spring 
up in Maurice’s heart, a hungry, clinging, dependent 
love. I didn’t know how long Stella would be content 
with that. 

Nurse: [Bitterly.] No one could say that you had much trust 
in human nature. 

Mrs. Tabret: I have a great deal. As much, in fact, as 
experience has taught me is justified. I knew that Stella’s 
pity was infinite. 

Stella: Oh, infinite. Poor lamb. 
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Mks. Tabret: 1 knew it ms so great that she mistook it 
for love, and I prayed that she would never find out her 
mistake. She meant everything in the world to Maurice. 
Everything. At first it was easier when we were strug- 
gling for his life, but when he settled down to being a 
chronic invalid and we knew that he would never be 
anything else I was seized with a great fear. I feared 
that the time would come when she felt she couldn’t 
stand any longer the miserable life that was all he had 
to offer her. If she wanted to go I felt we hadn’t the 
right to prevent her, and I knew that if she went 
Maurice would die. 

Stella: I would never have left him. It never entered my 
head that it was possible. 

Mrs. Tabket: I saw the strain that it began to be on her 
nerves. She was as kind as ever, and as gentle, but it 
was an effort, and what is the good you do worth unless 
you do it naturally as the flowers give their scent? 

Norse; I have never been given to understand that good is 
oifly good if it’s easy to do. 

Mrs, Tabret: I don’t suppose it is, but if it’s difficult then 
I think it benefits the person who does it rather than 
the person it’s done to. That is why it is more blessed 
to give than to receive. 

Nurse: I don’t understand you. I think what you say is 
odious and cynical. 

Mrs. Tabret: Then I’m afraid you’ll think what I’m going 
to say now even more cynical and odious. I found myself 
half wishing that Stella should take a lover. 

Norse; {With horror^ Mrs. Tabret! 

Mrs. Tabret: I was willing to shut my eyes to any thing so 
long as she stayed with hlaurice. I wanted her to be 
kind and thoughtful and affectionate to him, and 1 didn’t 
care for the rest. 

Norse: [BreMea^.l I had such a deep respect for you, Mrs, 
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Tablet. I admired you so much. I used to think that 
when I was your age Fd like to be a woman like you. 

Mrs. Tabret: When Colin came back and after a whilel 
realized that he and Stella were in love with one another, 
I did nothing to prevent the almost inevitable conse- 
quences. I didn’t deliberately say it to myself in so many 
words, that would have shocked me, but in my heart 
was a feeling that this would make it all right for Maurice. 
She wouldn’t go now. She was bound to this house by 
a stronger tie than pity or kindness. 

Liconda: Didn’t it strike yon what great dangers you were 
exposing them to? 

Mrs. Tabret: I didn’t cate. I only thought of Maurice. 
When they were children I think I loved them equally. 
But since his accident I haven’t had room in my heart 
for anyone but Maurice. He was everything to me. For 
him I was prepared to sacrifice Colin and Stella. [With 
a little gesture of appeal to Steixa.] I hope they’ll forgive 
me. 

Stella: Oh, my dear, as though there was anything for me 
to forgive. 

Nurse: You’ll only laugh at me if I say I’m shocked. I 
can’t help it. I’m shocked to the very depths of my 
soul. 

Mrs. Tabret: I was afraid you would be. 

Nurse: I would have gone to the stake for my belief that 
no unclean thought had ever entered your head. Didn’t 
it revolt you to think that your son’s wife was having 
an affair with a man under your own roof? 

Mrs. Tabret: I suppose I’m not very easily revolted. I’ve 
lived too long abroad to think that my own standard 
of right and wrong is the only one possible. We all 
know nowadays that morality isn’t one and the same in 
all countries and at all times. There are many things, for 

L 
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instance, that think right here and they think wrong 
in India . . . 

Liconda: And contrariwise. 

Mrs. Tabret: But I wonder why people don’t see that 
morality isn’t the same for everyone at the same time in 
the same country. I’m not sure that I’d go as far as to 
say that there’s a morality for the rich and a morality for 
the poor, though I’m doubtful, but I do think there’s 
a morality for the young and a morality for the old. 
Perhaps we should all look upon these matters very 
differently if our moral mles hadn’t been made by persons 
who had forgotten the passion and the high spirits of 
youth. Do you think it so very wicked if two young 
things surrender to the instincts that nature has planted 
in them? 

Nurse; Did the probable result never occur to you? 

Mbs. Tabret: A baby? It persuades me of Stella’s essential 
innocence. If she'd been a loose or abandoned woman 
she would have known how to avoid such an accident. 

Nurse: \Sardonicailji,'\ You must admit at all events that 
Maurice’s death has come in the very nick of time to 
get her out of a very awkward predicament. 

Stella: Nurse, what a cruel — ^what a heartless thing to say. 

Liconda: {Steraly.l You must be very careful. Nurse, That 
sounds extremely like an accusation. 

Nurse: I wanted to accuse nobody. Do me the justice to 
admit that I started by saying that I was not satisfied 
with the circumstances and thought there should be a 
post-mortem. That was my right and my duty. Isn’t 
that so. Dr. Harvester? 

Harvester; I suppose it is. 

Nurse: You’ve forced me to this. You asked me who could 
have a motive for murdering Maurice Tabret. In self- 
defence I was obliged to tell you that his wife was going 
to have a child of which he couldn’t be the fether. 
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Stella: You talk of your duty. Miss Wayland. Are you 
sure that your motive for all this is anything more than 
your bitter hatred of me? 

Norse: \Scornfullj^ Why should I hate you? Believe me, I 
only despise you. 

Stella: You hate me because you were in love with 
Maurice. 

Nurse: I? What do you mean? You’re insulting 

me. How dare you say that? 

Stella: [Coo/^.] You gave it away. It had often seemed to 
me that you were fonder of Maurice than a nurse 
generally is of her patient and I used to chaff him about 
it. It never struck me that it was serious till this morning. 
Then you betrayed yourself in every word you said. 
You were madly in love with Maurice, 

Nurse: [Defianily.] And if I was, what of it? 

Stella: Nothing, except that it’s my turn to be shocked. 
I think it was rather horrible and disgusting. 

Nurse: \With increasing emotion^ Yes, I loved him. My love 
grew as I saw yours &de. I loved him because he was 
so helpless and so dependent on me. I loved him because 
he was like a child in my arms. I never showed him my 
love, I would sooner have died, and I was ashamed 
because sometimes I thought, notwithstanding every- 
thing, he saw it. But if he saw it he understood and was 
sorry for me. He knew how bitter it is to long for the 
love of someone who has no love to give you. My love 
meant nothing to him, he had no room in his heart 
for any love but the love of you, and you had no use 
for it. He asked for bread and you gave him a stone. 
You think you were so kind and considerate. If you’d 
loved him as I loved him you’d have seen how less 
than nothing was all you did for him. I could think of 
a hundred ways to give him happiness, they would have 
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meant nothing to him, and you hadn’t the love to think 
of them. 

Siella: Miss Wayland, I’m sorry for what I said just now. 
It was stupid of me and rather horrid. I suppose there 
is something beautiful in love, of whatever kind it is. 
Will you let me thank you for the love you gave my 
husband? 

Nurse; \yioIently\ No, it’s an impertinence to oiler me 
your thanks. 

Steixa; I’m sorry you should think that . . . It’s quite true 
that I didn’t love Maurice, at least not with the love of 
a woman for a man. I’m deeply conscious of the fact, 
and often I reproached myself because I couldn’t feel — 
when at one moment I hadn’t been able to help feeling. 
It seemed so ungrateful and so unkind. He was no more 
to me than a very dear fdend for whom I was desperately 
sorry. 

Nurse: Do you think he wanted your pity? 

Stella: I know he didn’t. But pity was all I had to give 
him. Who was it that said that pity was akin to love? 
There’s all the world between them. 

Nurse: [With angry vehemence^ Yes, all the hideousness 
of sex. 

Stella: And do you believe there was nothing of sex in 
your love for Maurice? It was because I felt that there 
was in it an abnormal aborted sexuality that at the first 
moment it gave me a little sliiver of repulsion. 

Nurse: [With a passionate emotion.^ No. No. My love for 
that poor boy was as pure and as spiritual as my love 
for God. There was never a shadow of self in it. My 
love was compassion and Christian charity. 1 never 
asked anything but to be allowed to serve and tend him. 
It was a sufficient reward for me to be able to wash and 
dry his poor wasted limbs and to hold the mirror in front 
of him while he shaved. I never touched his lips till they 



ACT HI 


THE SACKED FLAME 


301 

were cold in death. And now I’ve lost everything that 
made life lovely to me. What was he to you? What was 
he to his mother? To me he was my child, my friend, 
my lover, my god. And you killed him. 

Stella: That’s a liel 

Liconda: Come, Nurse Wayland, you have no right to say 
that. 

Norse: [Besi^ie herself. \ It’s tme and you know itl 

Liconda; \lmpattentlyl\ I know nothing of the kind. I only 
know liat you’ve worked yourself into a state in which 
you are saying all sorts of things for which you have no 
justiEcation. 

Stella: [With a tolerant shrug of the shoulders.^ My dear, I 
could no more have killed Maurice than I could w^k 
a tight rope. Doesn’t it occur to you that there was 
nothing to prevent my leaving him? Who could have 
blamed me? 

Norse: How would you have lived? You haven’t a penny 
of your own. I’ve heard you tell Maurice a hundred 
times that you had to mind your p’s and q’s because he 
was your only means of livelihood. 

Stella: I certainly shouldn’t have repeated a feeble little 
joke so often. I suppose I could have worked. 

Norse: \Seorttfully\ Youl 

Stella: I’ve often noticed that the average woman who 
works for a living looks upon it as a little miracle and 
can never believe that any other can be clever enough 
to do the same thing. I needn’t have become a nurse, 
you know. I might have made hats or invented a face 
cream. 

Norse: Do you tViinlr this is the time to make cheap jokes? 

Stella; I shouldn’t have thought so. But you surely began 
when you accused me of poisoning my husband. 

Norse: Do you know what it means to work for one’s 
living? Do you think one doesn’t often feel tired and ill 
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but goes on because it’s one’s job? Do you think one 
doesn’t want to go and have fun like other girls? All your 
life you’ve been petted and spoiled and pampered. And 
you were going to have a child. How could you have 
worked? 

Colin: You’re really going too far. Miss Wayland. We can’t 
stand here and let you insult Stella. The situation is 
preposterous. 

Stella; There was Colin, you know, Miss Wayland. I don’t 
think he would have left me in the lurch. 

Colin: He certainly wouldn’t. 

Nurse: And what would you have had to go through before 
he could marry you? Not only exposure to your husband. 
But the divorce court. It wouldn’t have been a very 
pretty case. 

Stella: It would have been horrible. 

Nurse: {Wifh a gesture towards Colin.] Do you think his 
love would have stood that test? Are you sure he 
wouldn’t have hated you for the disgrace you had thrust 
upon him? Men are sensitive, you know, more sensitive 
than women, and they’re afraid of scandal. 

Stella: I may not be typical of my sex. I don’t think I 
should like it either. 

Nurse; [With all the seam of which she is capable.^ You don’t 
have to tell me that. Why are you letting me stand 
here and talk as I’m talking, but that you think you can 
persuade me or bribe me into holding my tongue? Why 
haven’t these men, who are your friends and who hate 
me, thrown me out? Because they’re afraid of me. 
They’re afraid of scandal. They’re afraid of publicity. 
Is that true? 

Stella: Very probably. 

Nurse: And you’re not only afraid of scandal, you’re afraid 
of your neck. 

Stella: No, that’s not true. 
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Nurse: You ■were in a hopeless situation. There was only 
one way out of yout difficulties. You know as well as I 
do that your treachery, your monstrous cruelty would 
ha've broken yout husband’s heart. You couldn’t face 
that. You preferred to kill him. 

Stella: You’ve known me for five years. Nurse Wayland. 
I don’t know how you can think me capable of such 
wickedness. 

Nurse: Yout husband trusted and loved you. He was bed- 
ridden. He was defenceless. I know that if you’d had 
a spark of decent feeling you couldn’t have treated him 
as you did. If you were capable of being unfaithful to 
him you were capable of killing him. 

Mrs. Tabret: [With her thin smih\ Ate you not falling into 
a rather vulgar error, my dear? I know that when people 
talk of a good woman they mean a chaste one, but 
isn’t that a very narrow view of goodness? Chastity is 
a very excellent thing, but it isn’t the whole of virtue. 
There’s kindness and courage and consideration for 
others. I’m not sure if there isn’t also humour and 
common sense. 

Nurse: Are you defending her for having been untrue to 
your son? 

Mrs. Tabret: I’m excusing her. Nurse Wayland. I know 
she gave Maurice all she could. The rest was not in 
her power. 

Nurse: Oh, I know how you look upon these things. No- 
thing matters very much. There’s no guilt in sin and 
no merit in -virtue. 

Mrs. Tabret: May I tell you a little story about myself? 
When I was still a young woman, with a husband and 
two children, I fell madly in love with a young officer 
who had charge of the police in my husband’s district 
and he feU madly in love -with me, 

Licokda: MiUiel 
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Mrs. Tabret: I’m za old woman now and he’s an elderly 
retired major. But in those days we were all the world 
to one another. I didn’t yield to my love on account of 
my boys. It nearly broke my heart. Now, you know. 
I’m very glad I didn’t. One recovers from the pain of 
love, ^^en I look at that funny old-fashioned major 
now I wonder why he ever excited in me such turbulent 
emotions. I could have told Colin and Stella that in 
thirty years it wouldn’t matter much if they’d resisted 
their love. But people don’t learn from the experience 
of others. 

Nurse: You resisted, you can always say that you dung to 
the right. 

Mrs. Tabret; I think it was easier then, you know, for in 
that far-distant time we attached more importance to 
chastity than we do now. Yes, I resisted, but because I 
know the anguish it was, I feel I have the right to forgive 
those who were less virtuous, or perhaps only more 
courageous, than I. 

Nurse: It is only by overcoming temptation that we 
strengthen our souls. 

Mrs. Tabret: Perhaps. But I’ve sometimes noticed that 
our most spectacular victories are over temptations that 
don’t really tempt us very much. When I consider 
human nature and temptation I can’t hdp thinking of a 
river and its banks. So long as too much water doesn’t 
flow down between them the banks do thdr work 
very well, but let a flood come and they’re useless. The 
river overflows and havoc follows. 

Stella: Oh, my dear, you’re so kind and so wise. 

Mrs. Tabret; No, darling. Pm only so old. 

Liconda: [Kiadly, bat quite firmly^ Stella, Mass Wayland’s 
accusation is very definite and must be met. 

Stella: Her accusation is absurd. 
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Liconda: If Maurice died of an overdose of chloral, it was 
administered by somebody. 

Stella: I suppose so. 

Liconda: Can you suggest anyone who had the slightest 
motive for wishing he was dead? 

Stella: No. 

Liconda: I’m sure you want to help us to get at the truth. 
You must forgive me if I ask you some embarrassing 
questions. 

Stella: Of course. 

Liconda: What did you propose to do when you discovered 
you were going to have a baby? 

Stella: I was frightened. At first I couldn’t believe it. I 
didn’t know what to do. 

Liconda: You were aware that it couldn’t be concealed 
very long? 

Stella: Naturally, I thought something would happen. I 
was distracted. 

Liconda: Did you teU anyone? 

Stella: No, I was trying to screw up courage to ask Dr. 
Harvester what I had better do. I didn’t mind for 
myself. It was Maurice I was thinking of. 

Liconda; You must have had some plan. 

Stella: Oh, a hundred. I thought of nothing else day and 
night. I tried to find out if there wasn’t some place I 
could go to. I thought if the worst came to the worst I 
could get Dr, Harvester to say I was ill and run down 
and wanted a change and I could go away till the baby 
was born. 

Liconda: I suppose you never thought of maki n g a clean 
breast of it to Maurice? 

Stella; No, never. It would have broken his heart. He 
would have forgiven me. He loved me so much. But 
I couldn’t bear that he should lose that immense belief 

L* 
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he had ia me. It meant everything to him. 

LrcoNDA: You appear to have been the last person who 
saw him alive? 

SoELLA: Yes, I went in to say good night to him just before 
I went up to bed. 

Liconda; What did you say to him then? 

Stella: Nothing particular. 

Liconda: Didn’t you say that he’d been very much upset? 
He’d cried. 

Stella; Yes. Earlier in the evening, before he went to bed. 

Liconda: Why was he upse:? 

Stella: Need I tell you? It was so very private. 

Liconda: No, of course not. I have no right to ask you 
anything. Only there is something very strange about 
the whole thing and for your own sake I think it would 
be better if you told us everything. 

Stella; He broke down because he couldn’t love me as 
he wanted to love me. He would have so hked to have 
a baby. 

Liconda: And when you said good night to him did he 
make no further reference to that? 

Stella: No, none. He’d quite recovered. He was in 
perfectly good spirits again. 

Liconda: What did he say? 

Stella: He just asked me if we’d enjoyed our snack and 
then he said, you’d better get off to bed. I said, I’m 
simply dropping, and I kissed him and said. Good 
night, old thing. 

Liconda: How long were you in his room? 

Stella: Five minutes. 

Liconda: Did he say that he fdt sleepy? 

Stella; No. 

Liconda: I suppose you knew where the chlomltn was 
kept. 
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Stella: Vaguely. I knew that all his bottles and things were 
in the bathroom. He hated his bedroom to be littered 
about. 

Liconda: Did he ask you for anything before you went? 

Stella: No, there was nothing he wanted. Nurse Wayland 
had fixed him up quite comfortably. 

Nurse: [To Stella free^in^ly.} You don’t understand. Major 
Liconda is giving you an opportunity of saying that 
your husband asked you for the chloralin and you, 
thinldng no harm, gave it to him. You saw him take 
out five or six tabloids and then you replaced the bottle 
on the shelf. 

»tella: [W;VA irot^.l I never thought of that. That would 
have been quite a good way out if I’d poisoned my 
husband. No, Major, Maurice never asked me for the 
chloralin and I never gave it to him. 

Norse: May I ask a question now? 

Stella: Certainly. 

Nurse: Why were you so upset when I came in this morning 
and told you Fd been into your husband’s room? 

Stella: Do you mean when you said he was dead? Did 
you expect me to go on eating an egg as though you’d 
said it was a fine day? 

Nurse: No, you didn’t know he was dead then. You 
couldn’t have known unless you’d had second sight. 

Stella: Oh, I see what you mean now. I was angry with 
you for going into his room before he was called. Sleep 
is such a precious and lovely thing. I think one should 
never wake anyone without reason. 

Nurse: Are you sure you weren’t afraid I’d gone into hh 
room too soon? Supposing he’d been still alive and it 
had been possible to save Mm? 

Steila: You’ve quite made up your mind that I murdered 
Maurice, haven’t you? 
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Nurse: I’m not the only one. 

Stella: What makes you think that? 

Nurse: Why do you suppose the Major gave you that loop- 
hole by suggesting that your husband asked you to 
give him the tabloids? 

Liconda: [With som acerbity.] You have done -what you 
thought your duty, Miss Wayland. Well and good. If 
no^ you have other things to do, I don’t think we need 
take up any more of your time. 

Nurse: I’ll go. There’s nothing more for me to do here. I 
know you all hate me and you think I’ve done what 
I’ve done from unworthy motives. I started packing 
my things while you were having lunch. I shall be 
ready in ten minutes. 

Mrs. Tabret: You must take your time, Nurse. 

Nurse: Believe me. I’m just as anxious to leave this house 
as you are to get rid of me. I shall be grateful if I can 
have a taxi rung up. 

Mrs. Tabret: Colin will get on to the rank. Perhaps you’d 
better get on at once, dading. 

Couk; All right. Mother, 

[He opeffs tie door for the Nurse and follows her out. 

The others watch her fp in silence. The door is closed. 

Mrs. Tabret: Poor Miss Wayland. She has right on her 
side, you know, and she feels like a criminal. One can’t 
help feeling sorry for a girl who has so much virtue 
and so little charm. 

Liconda: Might I speak to Stella alone for a minute? 

Mrs. Tabret: If you wish to. Come with me. Dr. Harvester. 

Harvester: With pleasure, 

Mrs. Tabret: It’s too bad that you should have to waste 
so much time on what is no business of yours. 

Harvester: Bdieve me, I’d give a farm to he quite certain 
of that. 


[Thty go out. 
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Liconda: Stella, what are you going to do? 

Stella: I don’t know. What can I do? I feel like a rat m 
a trap. 

Liconda: It’s obvious that the matter can’t rest here. It 
can’t be hushed up now. 

Stella: What is going to happen, then? 

Liconda: I suppose Dr. Harvester must communicate with 
the coroner. There’ll be a post-mortem. If, as I’m 
afraid seems almost certain, Maurice is found to have 
died of an overdose of chloral there’ll be an inquest 
and we shall have to await the verdict of the jury. 

Stella: And then? 

Liconda: If they find that poison was administered by a 
person unknown I imagine that the police will step in. 
I am afraid you must be prepared for a very terrible 
ordeal. 

STELI.A: Do you mean that I should be tried for murder? 

Liconda: It might be that the Director of Public Pro- 
secutions would think that there was insufficient evidence 
to justify him in instituting proceedings. 

Stella: Whatever else I’ve done you must know that it’s 
incredible that I can be guilty of sucli a monstrous 
crime. 

Liconda: Let us get the facts quite straight. I’m afraid it’s 
no good blinking them. You were going to have a child 
of which Maurice was not the father. You were des- 
perately anxious that he shouldn’t know of your con- 
dition. 

Stella: Desperately. 

Liconda: Something had happened between you that had 
greatly distressed him. You were the last person that 
saw him. He was allowed to sleep on in the morning as 
long as he could. You were very angry when you found 
the nurse had gone into his room. He was dead. Five 
tabloids of chloralin ate missing from the bottle and he 
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couldn’t possibly have got them himself. Who gave 
them to him? 

Stella: HowcanlteU? 

Liconda: My dear, you know that I desire to help you. 1 
am your friend. It’s no good beating about the bush. 
You’re in a frightful situation. 

Stella: Dojow think I’m guilty? 

Liconda: Do you want the truth? 

Stella: Yes. 

Liconda: I don’t know. 

Stella: \As tbou^ she mre thinkingit wer^ I see. 

Liconda: Of course, it’s only circumstantial, but it all hangs 
together pretty well. You can hardly be surprised if 
suspicion falls on you, 

Stella: [W/Aft a touch of humuri\ It hangs together beauti- 
fully. If I didn’t know I hadn’t poisoned Maurice I 
should say I must be guilty. There’s only one thing I 
can say on the other side. I should have thought any- 
one who knew me at all would know I couldn't have 
poisoned Maurice. 

Liconda: In the course of my career I’ve had to do with a 
lot of crime. To me one of the shattering things about it 
has been to notice that the most law-abiding and decent 
person may be driven to commit one. There are very 
few of us who can say that we shall certainly never do so. 
Sometimes crime seems to come to a man as accidentally 
as a chimney pot may fall on his head when he’s walking 
down the street. 

Stella: [With a shudder It’s rather terrible. 

Liconda; It’s not my business to judge you. I can only feel 
the deepest sympathy for the dreadfol position you are 
in. You know what we English are and how un- 
charitably wc regard sexual delinquencies. A jury 
would be greatly prejudiced against you when they 
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were told that you had committed adultery with your 
brother-in-law. 

Stella: Poor Colin. He’ll have to put up with a good deal, 
won’t he? 

Liconda: Do you love him very much? 

Stella: I love him as I never loved Maurice. My love for 
Maurice was open and sunny. It seemed as namral as 
the air I breathe. I thought it would last for ever. But 
in my love for Colin there is all my pain and my remorse 
and the bitterness of knowing that it’s possible for love 
to die. 

Liconda; Yes, that is bitter, isn’t it? It makes life look such 
a sell. 

Stella: Wouldn’t it be possible in any way to keep Colin 
out of it? 

Liconda: Oh, I’m afraid not. Anyhow that is a question 
we can discuss with the lawyers. We must find out who 
are the best people to go to. There’s one thing I should 
like to impress upon you at once. Don’t try to hide 
anything from your lawyers. The only chance an 
accused person has is to tell his advisers the absolute 
truth. 

Stella: I have told the truth from the beginning. 

Liconda; I hope to God you have. 

[Colin i'ams in. She sweeps up to him in a sudden 
storm of afftation. 

Stella: Oh, Colin, you believe in me, don’t you? You 
know I couldn’t have done what they accuse me of. 

Colin: \Takingherinbis arms^ Darling. Darling. 

Stella: Oh, Cohn, I’m so frightened. 

Colin: There’s nothing to be frightened of. You’re 
innocent. They can’t touch you. 

Stella: Whatever happens it means that we’re finijhed. 
All our love is going to be told to everyone and they’ll 
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make us appear beastly and vicious. They’ll say horrible 
things about me. They’ll never know how hard I tried 
to resist. People blame you because you fall, they give 
you no credit for the effort you made to save yourself. 
The past counts for nothing. 

Colin: It’s so cruel that I who’d give my life for you should 
have brought all this misery on you. 

Stella: How can I expect you to stay loving me when we’ve 
gone through what we’ve got to go through? Oh, the 
shame of it. Where should we go to hide our heads? 

Colin: I shall love you always. You’re all the world to me 
You’re all the world I want. 

Stella: Men used to try to flirt with me. It meant so little, 
I only laughed at them. Until you came the thought 
never entered my head that I could be unlaithful to 
Maurice. I wasn’t troubled. I just put all that side of 
life on one side and never thought of it. I never knew 
I loved you till it was too late. 

Colin: The only thing I ask you is never to regret that you 
loved me, whatever happens. 

Stella: No, I shall never do that. I can’t. 

Colin: \With all bis tenderness^ Oh, my love. My sweetness* 

Stella: But what a rotten trick fate has played on me. I 
look as though I were a bad, beastly woman, and when 
I look into my heart I can’t sec any wickedness. What 
a punishment because I couldn’t resist the love that 
swept me up, as a gust of wind in March sweeps up last 
year’s dead leaf. 

Colin: Whatever the punishment is we can bear it together. 
Let’s take our medicine, Stella; whatever happens, they 
can’t take us away from one another. 

Stella: \Pesperatelyl\ Major Liconda, what are we to do? 
Can’t you say something to help us? 

Liconda: \yery g/'ovelj, in a low voice,\ How can I advise 
you? I can only tell you what I should do in your place. 
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Stella: What is that? 

Liconda: If I were innocent I should stick it out. I should 
say to myself, 1 may have sinned, 1 don’t know, the 
world says so and the world is my judge. Whatever I did, 
I did because I couldn’t help it and I’m willing to put 
up with what is coming to me. But if I were guilty, 
if in a moment of terror or madness I had committed 
an act for which the punishment of the law is death, 
I wouldn’t wait to let justice take its course. I would 
take the surest, quickest way to put myself beyond the 
reach of the law. 

Stella: I am innocent. 

Liconda: If you hadn’t been I should have told you that 
in the drawer of my writing-desk is a loaded revolver 
and that no one would prevent your going the few 
steps to my house and letting yourself in through the 
study window. 

[Stella looks at him in horror, fear making her heart 
beat furiously; he drops bis eyes and turns bis head 
away. There is a terrible silence. Then Nurse 
Wayland comes in. She wears now a coat and skirt 
and carries a hat in her hand. Stella pulls herself 
together. She addresses the Nurse with relief. She 
is cool and urbane. 

Stella; You’ve been very quick. Nurse. 

Nurse: I found I had practically notliing left to pack. I’ve 
asked Alice to have my trunk taken downstairs. 

Stella: The gardener’s here to-day. He can give her a 
hand. 

Nurse: Might I say good-bye to Mrs. Tabrct before I go? 

Stella: I’m sure she’d like you to. She’s in the garden. 

Nurse: I’ll go to her. 

Stella: Oh, don’t bother. Colin will call her. She only 
went out because Major Liconda had something he 
wished to say to me in private. 
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[Colin to the window and calls, 

Colin: Mother. 

Mrs. Tabret: [From the garden.^ Are you calling me, 
CoUn? 

Colin: Nurse Wayland is just going. She would like to say 
good-bye to you. 

Mrs. Tarret: I’ll come. 

[Tie four persons in the room stand in silence. To all oj 
them the moment is fateful. Mrs. Tjcsks.t comes in^ 
followed Dr. Harvester. 

Mrs. Tabret: [With a little smile as though nothing very serious 
bad happened. 1 Is your taxi here, dear? 

Nurse; Yes, I saw it drive up from my window. Mrs. 
Tabret, I couldn’t go without thanking you for all your 
kindness to me during the five years I’ve lived here. 

Mrs. Tabret: My dear, you were never any trouble. It was 
never difficult to be kind to you. 

Nurse: I’m dreadfully sorry to have to repay all you've 
done for me by bringing this confusion and unhappiness 
upon you, I know you must hate me. It seems frightful, 
but I do ask you to believe that I can’t help myself. 

Mrs. Tabret: Before we part, my dear, I should like if I 
could to release your spirit from the bitterness that is 
making you so urihappy. We’re none of us all of a piece, 
you know. We haven’t one self but half a dozen. That’s 
why you’re wrong to have been jealous of Stella. You 
gave Maurice everything that one self of him craved 
and that self of his was yours. It may be that we can 
be all things to all men, but can any of us be all things 
to one man, can any man be all things to any one of 
us? I knew a self of Maurice that none of you knew, 
I gave him something that no one else could give. I did 
not interfere with anyone. How imgenerous it would 
have been of me to resent the passion that bound him to 
Stella and the tender, comradely habit that bound him to 
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you. God bless you for the Idndness you sho'wed my 
poor Maurice and for the unselfish love you bore him. 

[She takes Nurse Wayland’s bands and kisses her on 
both cheeks. 

Nurse: [With a sob^ Tm so desperately unhappy. 

Mrs. Tabret: Oh, my dear, you mustn’t lose your admirable 
self-control. No one can make an omelette vrithout 
breaking eggs. And such is the depravity of human 
nature, I suppose even the most respectable citizen feels a 
slight twinge of discomfort when he deUvets the 
criminal to justice. 

Liconda: I suppose you will leave an address, Miss Way- 
land. Dr. Harvester will communicate with the proper 
authorities and I have no doubt they will want to get 
into touch with you. 

Harvester: I shall go and see the coroner and put the farts 
before him. Would you like to come with me, Nurse? 

Nurse: No. 

Harvester: If Mrs. Tabret doesn’t mind I’ll ring up his 
place from here and find out if he’s in. 

Mrs. Tabret: Of course, I don’t mind, but before you do 
that may I say a few words? 

Harvester: As many as you like. 

Mrs. Tabret: I’H try to be brief. Nurse Wayland i? 
piicmVfn in thinking that Stella was the last person who 
saw Maurice alive. I saw him and spoke to him later. 

Nurse: [With utter amas!ement,\ Youl 

Harvester: But was he wide awake? If he’d taken thirty 
grains of chloraUn he’d have been certainly very drov/sy, 
if not comatose. 

Mrs. Tabret: Wait a minute. Dr. Harvester. Let me tell 
you my story in my own way. 

Harvester: I beg your pardon. 

Mrs. Tabret: You know that Maurice’s room was just 
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under mine. His -windows were always wide open and 
when he couldn’t sleep, and put on his light, I could see 
the reflection from my room. Then I used to slip down 
and sit by him and we’d put out the light and talk. 
Sometimes we talked about his childhood in India and 1 
used to tell him of my own youth. But sometimes we’d 
talk about things that few men care to speak of in the 
broad light of day. He’d tell me of his great love for 
Stella and how anxious he was for her welfare and 
happiness. We’d talk of the mystery that surrounds the 
life of man. And often he would fall asleep and I stole 
softly away. We never mentioned these long con- 
versations we had. [With a litth iromeal smile^ The 
position of a woman living in the same house with her 
son and her daughter-in-law is a trifle delicate and I 
didn’t want Stella to think that I was in any way taking 
her place. 

Stella: My dear, I wouldn’t have grudged you anything. 

Mrs. Tabset; There was no need to. But one shouldn’t put 
human nature to too great a strain. The self that Maurice 
gave me during those long -watches of the night was a 
self that only I, his mother, could respond to. ... I 
couldn’t sleep last night. There was no light in Maurice’s 
room, but I felt strangely that he was lying awake, too. 
I went downstairs and into the garden and looked in at 
his window. He saw my shadow and said. Is that you, 
mother? I thought you might come in. 

Har-vester: \(fliat time was that? 

Mrs. Tabret: I don’t know. Perhaps an hour after you’d 
left. He told me thathe’d taken his sleeping-draught but 
it didn’t seem to be having any effect. He said he felt 
awfully wide awake. And then he said. Mother, be a 
sport and give me another, it can’t hurt just for once, 
and I do want to have a decent sleep. 

Harvester: Somehow or other he was very nervous last 
night. I suppose his usual dose wasn’t any good. 
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Mrs. Tabret: [Vi»y quietly \ Very early after his accident I 
had promised Maurice that if life became intolerable to 
him I would give him the means of putting an end to it. 

Stella: Oh, GodI 

Mrs. Tabret: I said that if his sufferings were so great that 
he couldn’t bear them any more and he solemnly asked 
me to help him, I wouldn’t shirk the responsibility of 
giving him whatever drug was necessary to put to a 
painless end an existence he was no longer willing to 
endure. And sometimes he’d say to me. Does the 
promise still hold? And I answered. Yes, dear, it holds. 

Stella: [With the greatest ag}tation\ Did he ask you last 
night? 

Mrs. Tabret: No. 

Liconda: What happened then? 

Mrs. Tabret: I knew that Stella’s love meant everything to 
Maurice and I knew that she had none to give him 
because she had given all her love to Colin. What do we 
any of us live for but our illusions and what can we ask of 
others but that they should allow us to keep them? It 
was an illusion that sustained poor Maurice in his 
sufferings, and if he lost it he lost everything. Stella had 
done as much for him as even I, his mother, could ask of 
her. I was not so selfish as to denoand from her the 
sacrifice of all that makes a woman’s life worth while. 

Stella: Why didn’t you give me the chance? 

Mrs. Tabret: Years ago, when for my sons’ sake I put aside 
the great love I bore to that funny old major standing 
there, I thought that no greater sacrifice could ever be 
asked of me. I know now it was nothing. For I loved 
Maurice. I adored him. I am so lonely now he is dead. 
It was a lovely dream that he dreamed, and I loved him 
too much to let him ever awalce from it, I gave him life 
and I took life away from him. 
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Nurse: [Horror-s/ra^A.] Mrs. Tabretl It’s impossible! How 
dreadful! 

Liconda: Millie! Millie! What are yon going to tell us? 

Mrs. Tabret: I went into the bathroom and climbed on the 
chair and got the bottle of chloralin. I took five tabloids, 
as you know. Nurse Wayland, and I dissolved them in a 
glass of water. I took it in to Maurice and he drank it at a 
gulp. But it was bitter; he mentioned it, and I suppose 
that’s why he left a little at the bottom of the glass. I sat 
by the side of his bed holding his hand till he feU asleep, 
and when I withdrew my hand I knew it was a sleep from 
which he would never awake. He dreamed his dream to 
the end. 

Stella: [ToA/xrg her in her arm.] Oh, Mother, Mother. 
What have you done? And what will be the end of this? 
Oh, I’m so terrified, 

Mrs. Tabret: {Gently releasing herself 1] My dear, don’t bother 
about me. What I did I did deliberately and I am quite 
ready to put up with the consequences. I do not seek to 
shirk them, 

Stella: It’s my fault. It’s my weakness. How can I ever 
forgive myself? What have I done? 

Mrs. Tabret: You mustn’t be silly and sentimental. You 
love Colin and Colin loves you. You mustn’t think about 
me not distress yourselves at what happens to me. You 
must go away and in America you can marry and have 
your child and you must forget the past and the dead. 
For you are young and the young have a right to life and 
the future belongs to them, 

Colin: Mother, darling. Oh, Mother, you make me so 
ashamed. 

Mrs. Tabret: My son, I love you, too. I have your 
happiness very much at heart. 

Liconda: MiUie. My dear, dear MUlie. 

Mrs. Tabret: [With a slightly ^im smile.] Well, Nurse Way- 
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land, you see you were quite right. Of course, I ought to 
have replaced the tabloids by others, aspirin or chlorate 
of potash, but as you said just now murderers often make 
mistakes and Pm not an habitual criminal. 

\Tbere is a moment's pause. 

Nurse: Dr. Harvester, are you still willing to sign the death 
certificate? 

Harvester: Yes. 

Nurse: Then sign it. If there were ever any question I am 
prepared to swear that 1 left the tabloids on Maurice’s 
table by his bed. 

Stella: Nurse Waylandl 

Mrs. Tabret: [To Harvester.] Isn’t it a dreadful risk 
you’re taking? 

Harvester: Damn it, I don’t care. 

Lxconda: Oh, Nurse, we’re so grateful to you, so infinitely 
grateful. 

[Nurse Watland throws herself dawn on her knees and 
clasps Mrs. Tabret in her arms. 

Nurse: Oh, Mrs. Tabret, I’ve been so horrible. I’ve been 
petty and revengeful. I never knew how mean I was. 

Mrs. Tabret: Come, come, my dear, don’t let any of us get 
emotional. We are both of us lonely women now. Let 
us cleave to one another. So long as you and I can keep 
our love for Maurice alive in our hearts he is not entirely 
dead. 


the end 
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THE UNKNOWN 

THE FIRST ACT 

Tbt drawing-room at the Manor House, Colonel Wharton’s 
residence. It is a simple room, somewhat heavi^ furnished in an 
old-fashioned style; there is nothing in it which is in the least 
artistic; hut the furniture is comfortable, and neither new nor 
shabby. On the papered walls are the Academy pictures of 
for^ years ago. There are a g-eat many framed photographs of 
men in uniform, and here and there a hunch of simple flowers in a 
vase. The only things in the room which are at all exotic are 
silver ornaments from Indian bas^aars and flimsy Indian 
fabrics, used as cloths on the occasional tables and as drapery on 
the piano. 

At the back are French windows leading into the garden; and this, 
with its lawn and trees, is seen througf) them. It is summer, 
and the windows are open. Morning. 

Mrs. Wharton is sitting in the comer of the sofa, knitting a 
khaki comforter. She is a sligfit, tall woman of five-and-fify; 
she has deliberate features, with kind eyes and a gentle look; her 
dark hair is gettingvery grey; it is simply done; and her dress, 
too, is simple; it is not at all new and was never fashionable. 

Kate, a middle-a^d maidservant, in a print dress, a cap and 
apron, comes in. 

Kate: If you please, ma’am, the butcher’s called. 

Mrs. Wharton: OhI I arranged -with Cook that -we should 
have cold roast beef again for luncheon to-day, Kate. 
Tell the butcher to bring two and a half pounds of the 
best end of the neck for to-night, and teU him to pick 
me out a really nice piece, Kate. It’s so long since the 
Major has had any good English meat. 

5 
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Kate: Very good, ma’atn. 

Mrs. Wharton: And he might send in a couple of kidneys. 
The Colonel and Major Wharton enjoyed the kidneys 
that they had for breakfast yesterday so much. 

Kate: Very good, ma’am. If you please, ma’am, the 
gardener hasn’t sent in a very big basket of peas. 
Cook says it won’t look much for three. 

Mas. Wharton; Oh, well, it doesn’t matter as long as there 
are enough for the gentlemen. I’ll just pretend to take 
some. 

Kate: Very good, ma’am. 

[As she is going. Colonel Wharton enters from the 
garden with a basket of cherries. He is a thin old man, 
much older than bis wife, with white hair; but though 
verj frail be still carries bimself erectly. His face is 
bronzed ly long exposure to tropical suns, but even so it 
is the face of a sick man. He wears a light tweed suit 
which bangs about him loosely, as though be had shrunk 
since it was made for him. He has a round tweed hat of 
the same material. 

Colonel Wharton: Has the paper come yet, Kate? 

Kate: Yes, sir. I’ll bring it. 

[£x//Kate. 

Colonel Wharton: I’ve brought you in some cherries, 
Evelyn. They’re the only ripe ones I could find. 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, that is nice. 1 hope you’re not tired. 

Colonel Wharton: Great Scott, I’m not such a crock that 
it can tire me to pick a few cherries. If I’d been able to 
find a ladder I’d have got you double the number. 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, my dear, you’d better let the gardener 
get them. I don’t approve of your skipping up and down 
ladders. 

Q)lonel Wharton: The gardener’s just as old as I am and 
not nearly so active. Hasn’t John come in yet? He said 
he was only going to the post. 
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Mrs. Wharton: Perhaps he went in to see Sylvia on the way 
back. 

Colonel Wharton: I shouldn’t have thought she wanted 
to be bothered with him in the morning. 

Mrs. Wharton: Georgel 

Colonel Wharton: Yes, dear. 

Mrs. Wharton: It seems so extraordinary to hear you say: 
“Hasn’t John come in yet? He said he was only going to 
the post.” It makes me rather want to cry. 

Colonel Wharton: It’s been a long time, Evelyn. It’s 
been a bad time for both of us, my dear. But worse for 
you. 

Mrs. Wharton: I tried not to be troublesome, George. 

Colonel Wharton: Dear child, aren’t I there to share 
your troubles with you? 

Mrs. Wilarton: It seems so natural that he should come in 
any minute, it seems as though he’d never been away — 
and yet somehow I can’t quite believe it. It seems 
incredible that he should really be back 

Colonel Wharton: \patting her band.'\ My dear Evelyn! 

[Kate brings in the paper and gives it to the Colonel. 

She goes out. 

Colonel Wharton: Thank you. \While he pits on bis 
spectacles^ It’s a blessing to be able to read the births, 
deaths, and marriages like a gentleman instead of 
turning before anything else to the casualties. 

Mrs. Wharton: I hope before long that we shall be 
composing a little armouncement for that column. 

Colonel Wharton: Have they settled a day yet, those 
yoimg people? 

Mrs. Wharton: I don’t know. John hasn’t said anything, 
and I didn’t see Sylvia yesterday except for a moment 
after church. 

Colonel Wharton: Evelyn dear, the gardener tells me he 



10 


THE TIN KNOWN 


ACT I 


Mrs. Poole: Can you beat to give him up when he’s only 
just come back to you? 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, but it’s not giving him up when he’s 
marrying 5ylvia. She’s been like a daughter to us. 
D’you Itnow, they’ve been engaged for seven years. 

Mrs. Poole: I hope they’ll be very happy. Sylvia certainly 
deserves to be. 

Colonel Wharton; She’s done cheerfully the most 
difficult thing anyone can do. All through the war when 
she was pining to be off and do her bit she stayed at home 
with a bed-ridden mother. 

Mrs. Wharton: Poor Mrs. Bullough. 

Colonel Wharton; Yes, but poor Sylvia too. It’s easy 
enough to do your duty when duty is dangerous and 
exciting, but when you can do nothing — ^no one knows 
better than I what it is to sit still and look on when 
others are doing the things that are worth while. This 
war came ten years too late for me. 

Mrs. Poole: That’s what the Vicar has been saying ever 
since the war began. But after all your son has taken 
your place, and I think you can be proud of him. 

Colonel Wharton: {With intense satisfaction^ The rascal 
with his Military Cross and his D.S.O. 

Mbs. Poole; I’m so glad that his first day here was a 
Sunday. 

Mbs. Wharton: You don’t know what I felt when we 
knelt down side by side in church. I was very grateful. 

Mbs. Poole: I know. I could see it in your face and the 
Colonel’s. 

Colonel Wharton: God has vouchsafed us a great mercy. 

Mbs. Poole: The Vicar was dreadfully disappointed that he 
didn’t stay for Holy Communion. You know that he 
looks upon that as the essential part of the service. 
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Mrs. Wharton: I think we were a little disappointed, too. 
We were so surprised when John walked out. 

Mrs. Pooie: Did he say why he had? 

Mrs. Wharton: No. I talked it over with the Colonel. 
We didn’t quite know what to do. I don’t know 
whether to mention it or not. 

Mrs. Poole: I do hope he’ll stay next Sunday. 

Mrs. Wharton: He was always a very regular com- 
municant. 

Colonel Wharton: I don’t see why you shouldn’t say 
something to him about it, Evelyn. 

Mrs. Wharton: I will if you like. 

[Tiere is the sound of a laugh in the garden. 
Why, here he is. And Sylvia. 

[Stlvia Bullough and John Wharton come in. 
She is no longer quite young. She has a pleasant, 
friendly look rather than beauty, and she suggests the 
homely virtues of a girl very well brought up in a nice 
English family; she gives the impression of a practical, 
competent, and sensible woman. She will make a good 
wife and an excellent mother. She is very simply 
dressed in light summery things, and she wears a straw 
hat. She is carrying a string bag, in which are a number 
of household purchases. John Wharton is in mufti. 
He is a mats of thirty. 

Stlvla: Good morning, evetybodyl 

Mrs. Wharton: My dear, how nice of you to come in. 

John: She didn’t want to, but I made her. 

[Sylvia kisses Mrs. Wharton and shakes bands with 
Mrs. Poole, then she Hsses the Colonel. 

Sylvia: \Gaily?^ That’s a deliberate he, John. 

Mrs. Wharton: This is my son, Mrs. Poole. 

John: [Shaking hands with her.] I daresay you suspected it. 

Mrs. Poole: I bad a good look at you in church, you know. 
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John: Is that how vicars’ wives behave themselves? 

Mrs. Poole: The 7 allow themselves a little licence when 
young people come home on leave. 

Colonel Wharton: Did you meet in the village? 

John: Not exactly. I saw Sylvia darting into Mrs. Gann’s 
shop, evidently to avoid me. . . . 

Sylvia: [hiUrruptitig.] I don’t know how you imagined I 
could see you out of the back of my head. 

John: So I ran like a hate, and caught her in the very act of 
buying two pounds of vermicelli. 

Sylvia: To say nothing of a tin of sardines and a packet of 
mustard. 

John: Now take off your hat, Sylvia. You mustn’t hide the 
best feature you’ve got. 

Sylvia: [Takiag if off.} I hope you don’t think I shall go on 
doing exactly what you tell me a minute after the war’s 
over. 

John: I haven’t noticed any startling alacrity to do what I 
tell you as it is. 

Sylvia: You ungrateful fellow! When have I hesitated to 
carry out your slightest wish? 

Mrs. Wharton: He’s only been back forty-eight hours, 
poor dear. 

John: Didn’t I go down to you on my bended knees in the 
middle of the road and ask you to come for a walk with 
me? 

Sylvia: Oh, well, I wanted to see your father. I was 
anxious to hear what the specialist had said. 

John: [Surprised.] Have you been seeing a specialist, 
&ther? Aren’t you well? 

Colonel Wharton: Perfectly. It was only to satisfy your 
poor mother. 

John: But why didn’t you tell me? Is anything the matter 
with him, mother? 
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Mrs. Wharton: My dear, your father wouldn’t let me tell 
you anything about it when you came. He didn’t want 
you to be worried. And I thought myself it might just as 
well keep till to-day. 

Colonel Wharton: The feet is I haven’t been quite up to 
the mark lately, and Dr. Macfarlane thought I’d better 
see a specialist. So I went into Canterbury on Saturday 
and saw Dr. Keller. 

Mrs. Poole: Yes, I heard you’d been to see him. They sa 
he’s very clever. 

John: What did he say? 

Colonel Wharton: Well, you Icnow what these doctor 
fellows are. He wouldn’t say much to me. He said he’d 
write to Macfarlane. 

John: Well? 

Colonel Wharton: I suppose Macferlane got the letter 
this morning. He’ll probably be round presently. 

Mrs. Poole: I saw him going along the Bleane Road in his 
dog-cart about an hour ago. You might ask him who it 
was he was going to see. 

John: Ate you feeling HI, father? 

Colonel Wharton: No. I shouldn’t have dreamed of 
going to a specialist, only your mother was worrying. 

Sylvia: Don’t put all the blame on her. I was, too. 

John: \Going over to him and putting his arm in his.] Poor old 
father, you mustn’t be ill. 

Colonel Wharton: Oh, Fm not going to die just yet, you 
know. 

John: I should jolly well think not. Wait till you’re a 
hundred and two, and then we’ll begin talking about it. 

[The Vicar of Stour, the Rev. Norman Poole, appears 
at the window , He is a taU, thin man, bald, dressed in a 
short black coat, with a black straw bat. He is 
energetic, bree^, and cheerful. He likes to show that, 
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although a clergynoH, he is a man; and he affects a 
rather professional joviality. Mr, and Mrs. Poole 
have that physical resemblance which you sometimes see 
in married people. You wonder if they married 
because they were so much alike, or if it is marriage 
which has created the similarity. 

Vicar; HuUoa, hulloa, hulloal May I come ia? 

Mrs. Wharton: [Smiling.] Of course. How do you do? 

Colonel Wharton: My dear Vicar! 

Vicar: [Entering.] 1 suppose I ought to have gone round to 
the front door, and rung the bell like a gentleman. My 
dear Dorothy, when will you teach me how to behave? 

Mrs. Poole; I’ve long given up the attempt. 

Vicar: I thought I’d look in and say how-do-you-do to the 
wounded hero. 

Mrs. Wharton: My son. The Vicar. 

Vicar: Welcome! I passed you in the village just now. I 
had half a mind to come up and wring your hand, but I 
thought you’d say, who the deuce is this clerical gent? 

John: How do you do? 

Vicar; An authentic hero. And he speaks just like you and 
me. The world’s a strange place, my masters. Well, 
what d’you think of Blighty? 

John: I’m very glad to be home again. I thought I never 
should get back. 

Vicar: You’ve not been home since the beginning of the 
war, have you? 

John: No, you see if was in India when it broke out. What 
with Gallipoli and one thing and another, I was done 
out of my leave every time. 

7icar; Well, it’s a long lane that has no turning. But I 
understand that you’ve picked up some bits and pieces 
here and there. The Military Cross and the D.S.O., isn’t 
it? 
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Mrs. Poole: You must be a very proud man. 

Vicar: How did you win them? 

John: Oh, I don’t know. Playing about generally. 

Mrs. Wharton: I don’t think you’ll get very much more 
than that out of John. 

Vicar: [To John.] You lucky beggarl You’ve had your 
chance and you were able to take it. That’s where I 
should have been, where my heart was, with the brave 
lads at the front. And my confounded chest has kept me 
chained to this little tin-pot parish. 

Mrs. Poole; My husband suffers from his lungs. 

John: I’m sorry to hear that. 

Vicar: Yes, the Great White Peril. They say its ravages are 
terrible. That’s why I came here, you know; I was in 
charge of the parish of St. Jude’s, Stoke Newington, 
when I crocked up. I tried to get them to let me go 
when the war broke out, but they wouldn’t hear of it. 

Mrs. Wharton: They also serve who only stand and wait. 

Vicar: I know, I know. It’s this confounded energy of 
mine. I’m a crock, and I’ve just had to make the best of 
it. I’m on the shelf. The future is in the bands of you 
brave lads who’ve been through the fire. I suppose you 
went to sleep during my sermon yesterday. 

John; Not at all. I listened to it very attentively. 

Vicar: I shouldn’t blame you if you had. That’s about all 
I’ve been able to do during the war, to preach. And, 
upon my word, I sometimes wonder what good I’ve 
done. 

Mrs. Wharton: You’ve been a great help to us all. 

Vicar: For my part I don’t deplore the war. Out Lord 
said: “Think not that I come to send peace on earth: 
I came not to send peace, but a sword.’’ The Christian 
Church has lived by her sword. Every advance which 
this world of ours has known in liberty, in justice, in 
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enlightenment, has been won for it by the sword of Jesus 
Christ. 

Colonel Wharton: I wish all parsons were as broad- 
minded. I know what war is. I was in Egypt and in 
South Africa. I’ve been through half a dozen wars in 
India. I have no use for slop and sentimentality. My 
own belief is that war is necessary to a nation. It brings 
out all a man’s best qualities. 

Vicar: There I heartily agree with you. It is the great 
school of character. Amid the clash of arms the great 
Christian virtues shine forth with an immortal lustre. 
Courage, self-sacrifice, charity, self-reliance. No one 
Icnew before the war what a pinnacle of heroism was 
within the power of our brave lads at the front. 

Mrs. Poole: What do you think about it, Major Wharton? 

John: [Sm//i»g.] I? I think it’s a lovely day. I have three 
weeks’ leave, and the war is a long way ofl'. 

Vicar: [W//A a chuckle^ A very good answer. I’ve been 
saying the obvious, I know that just as well as you do, 
but you know, sometimes the obvious has to be said, and 
when it has, I think a man should have the courage to say 
it. Now, my dear, let’s be off. 

Mrs. Poole: I don’t know what Mrs. Wharton will think of 
us for inflicting ourselves on her like this. 

Vicar: We’re all friends here, I hope and trust. If we 
weren’t welcome, Mrs. Wharton only had to say so. To 
my mind the afternoon call is a convention more 
honoured in the breach than the observance. 

Mrs. Wharton: It’s been very good of you to come. 

\Ibere is a general shaking of hands. 

Vicar: [To John.] Well, good-bye, young fellow. I’ve 
tried to show you that I’m by way of being rather broad- 
minded as parsons go. It wouldn’t shock me in the least 
to hear you say “damn” or “blast.” I’m often inclined to 
use a bit of strong language myself. I asked you just 
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now if you’d gone to sleep during my sermon. I 
wouldn’t have turned a hair if you had. 

John: It’s very kind of you to say so. I may avail myself of 
your suggestion on some future occasion. 

Vicar: On a future occasion, perhaps — shall we say next 
Sunday? — hope you won’t leave the House of God 
without partaking in the greatest of all the Sacraments of 
our Church. Don’t forget that the Almighty has in His 
mercy brought you in safety through great and terrible 
peril. That’s all I wanted to say to you. Good-bye, God 
bless you. 

John; Good-bye. 

Vicar: [Shaking bands with Mrs. Wharton.] Good-bye. 
These parsons, what a nuisance they make of themselves, 
don’t they? 

Mrs. Wharton: I wanted to ask you if you’d seen poor 
Mrs. Littlewood since her return. 

Vicar: No, she didn’t come to church yesterday. And of 
course, Sunday’s my busy day — ^I’m the only man in the 
parish who works seven days a week — so I haven’t had a 
chance to see her yet, poor soul. 

Sylvia; She came down by the 6.35 on Saturday. She was 
in the same train as John, but I wasn’t bothering much 
about anyone else just then, and I didn’t speak to her. 

Colonel Wharton: I wish we could do something for her. 

Mrs. Wharton: [Explaining to John.] She was telegraphed 
for last week to go to Ned at Boulogne. He died on 
Tuesday. 

John: \Witb astonishmentl^ NedI Buthe was onlya kid, 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, he’d grown up since you were home. 
He was nearly nineteen. 

Mrs. Poole; Both bet sons are gone now. She’s quite 
alone. 

Mrs. Wharton: We must all be very kind to her. It w^ be 

M* 
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terrible for her in that big house all by herself. I 
youM spoken to her on Saturday, George. 

Colonel Wharton: I felt rather shy about it. After all, 
we’ve had rather an anxious time over that young scamp 
there. If anything had happened to him — ^well, I should 
have had Evelyn, but she, poor soul, has nobody. 

Sylvia: I ought to have gone to see her yesterday. 

Mrs. Wharton: She must be absolutely prostrated with 
grief. 

Vicar: I wonder if she’d like to come and stay at the 
Vicarage. I can’t bear to think of her all alone. 

Mrs. Poole: That’s a splendid idea, Norman, and just like 
you. I’ll ask her at once. TU be glad to do what I can for 
her. 

Sylvia; Of course one ought to try anil find something to 
occupy her mind. 

Vicar: Happily she has always been a deeply religious 
woman. \S!^cn all's said and done, in grief like that 
there’s only one unfailing refuge. 

[Kate enters^ followed bj Mrs. Littlewood. She is a 
little elderly womcm. She is not dressed in mourning, 
but in the clothes she may be expected to have been 
wearing before her bereavement, 

Kate: Mrs. Littlewood. 

[Exit Kate. 

Mrs. Wharton: [R/ji«g and giing to meet berl\ My ripi^T 
friend, how very glad I am to see you. 

Mrs. Littlewood: How do you do? [She smiles brigftly at 
the assembled company. ^ Oh, John, have you come back? 
[To Mrs. Wharton.] I came to ask if you and the Colonel 
would come and play bridge this afternoon. 

Mrs. Wharton; Bridgel 

[Th^ all look at her with surprise, but no one st^s 
anything. 
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Mrs. Littlewood: I was going to ask Dr. Macfarlane to 
make a fourth, but perhaps John will come. 

Mrs. Wharton: [With embarrassment,] It’s very t-inrl of 
you, but the Colonel hasn’t been very well lately. I don’t 
think he feels like going out, and I shouldn’t like to leave 
him. 


Mrs. Littlewood: Oh, I’m sorry. 

Mrs. Wharton: Won’t you sit down? 

Mrs. Littlewood: Thank you very much. I won’t stay. 

I’ll go round to the Wilkinsons and sec if they’ll play. 
Vicar: I hope you weren’t very tired by your journey. 

Mrs. Littlewood: I wasn’t tired at all. 

Mrs. Poole: We thought you were, because we didn’t see 
you in church. 

Mrs. Littlewood: No, I didn’t come. I thought it would 
bore me. 


[There is a moMent’s silence. 

Mrs. Wharton: Did you — did you come straight through 
from France? 

Mrs. Littlewood: No. I stayed a couple of nights in 
London. 

Mrs. Wharton: [Witbpity in her voice.] All alone? 

Mrs. Littlewood: No. I picked up a very nice woman in 
the hotel, and we went out together. We went to the 
Gaiety one night and the next we went to the Empire. 
Do you know that I’d never seen George Robey before? 

Mrs. Poole: Who is George Robey? 

Vicar: I believe he’s a comedian. 

Mrs. Littlewood: [Very pleasantly.] How long are you 
here for, John? 

J ohn: I have three weeks’ leave. 

Mrs. Littlewood: We must all make muen 01 you. I’ll 
give a tennis party for you, shall I? 



£0 


THE UNKNOWN 


ACT I 


Sylvia: Oh, Mrs. Littlewood, I’m sure you don’t want to 
give parties just now. 

Mrs. Littlewood: I’d love to. It’s so seldom one gets an 
excuse for one in a place like this. 

Mrs. Wharton: her band.] My dear, I want you to 

know how deeply we all sympathise with you in you 
great loss. 

Mrs. Ltitlewood: [PatHngMes. Wharton’s hand, and then 
releasing her own.'l That’s very kind of you. [To Sylvia 
and John.] Would Wednesday suit you young people? 
I’ll have both courts marked out. 

Sylvia: [Desperafe^.] 1 couldn’t come, Mrs, Littlewood, I 
couldn’t come. 

Mrs. Littlewood: Why on earth not? 

Sylvia: [Controlling herself to eivilitj.] I’m engaged that day. 

Colonel Wharton: John has so short a time at home. I 
think he and Sylvia have a feeling that they don’t want to 
go to parties. 

Vicar: [Deliberately.] I hope you got over to France in 
time to find your son alive. 

[Mrs. Littlewood gwer him a rapid glance, stops a 
moment as though to collect herself, then answers 
almost indifferently. 

Mrs. Littt.ewood: No, he was dead, poor child. [To 
Mrs. Wharton.] Good-bye, my dear. I’m sorry you 
can’t come and play bridge this afternoon. I suppose I 
shah, have to send you a wedding-present. John. 

John: I suppose you will. 

Mits. Littlewood: [With a smile at the rest of the compa^.] 
Good-bye. 

[She goes out. Th^ are left in amendment. 

Mrs. Poole: Is she absolutely heartless? 

Colonel Wharton: I always thought she was devoted to 
her sons. 
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Sylvia: Aad Ned was her favourite. 

Mrs. Poole: She wasn’t wearing mourning. 

Sylvia: Isn’t she going to, do you suppose? 

Mrs. Wharton: I can’t understand it. She adored those 
boys. 

Mrs. Poole: I didn’t ask her to come and stay at the 
Vicarage, Norman. 

Vicar: I don’t think we’d better till the situation’s a little 
clearer. She gives one the impression of not caring two 
straws for Ned’s death. She must be as hard as nails. 

Mrs. Wharton: No, she isn’t that. I’ve known her for 
thirty-five years. D’you think she’s mad? 

Colonel Wharton: We’d better say a word to Macfarlane 
when he comes, Evelyn. 

Vicar: I was never so taken aback in my life as when she 
said she didn’t come to church because she thought she’d 
be bored. 

Mrs. Poole: Norman, I must go. I’ve got a lot of things to 
do at home. 

Vicar: Come along then. We’ll just walk out through the 
garden. 

\Tbere are fai'ewelh, rather distracted by the queer 
incident that has just occurred, and the Vicar and 
Mrs. Poole go out. The Colonel accompanies 
them to the door. 

Sylvia: You’re very silent, John. 

John; I was tliinking about Mrs. Littlewood. She doesn’t 
give me the impression of being either callous or mad. 

Sylvia: What does she mean, then? 

John; \lLefleetmly.'\ I don’t know. [With a shrug of the 
sljoulders, throwing off his mood.] And at the moment I 
don’t very much care. Come and sit down and be a 
comfort to a wounded hero. 

Sylvia: Idiotl 
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Mrs. Wharton: Will you stay to luncheon, Sylvia dear? 

Stlvia: No, 1 think I ought to get back to mother. 

John: Before you go let’s tell them what we’ve been talking 
about. 

CoEONEL Wharton: I don’t think it’s very hard to guess. 

Jopin: I want Sylvia to marry me as soon as ever it’s possible 

Mrs. Wharton: Of course. 

John: If we look nippy we can get a special licence and be 
married on Thursday. We don’t want to go far for our 
honeymoon, because I have such a short time. And my 
suggestion is London. 

Sylvia: What do you think, Mrs. Wharton? 

Mrs. Wharton: Well, my dear, I think that whatever you 
and John decide will be quite right. 

Sylvia: He’s only just come back to you. I can’t bear to 
take him away immediately. Wouldn’t you prefer us to 
wait a little longer? 

Mrs. Wharton; My dear, we’ve always decided that you 
should be married the moment he came back. We’ve 
been quite prepared to lose him. And perhaps after a 
few days, if the Colonel’s well enough, you wouldn’t 
mind if we came up to London, too. We’d try not to be 
in your way. 

Sylvia; [Going down on her knots hosidt Mrs. Wharton md 
kissing her.'\ Oh, my dear, you're so kind to me. I don’t 
know how I can ever thank you for all your kindness. 

Mrs. Wharton: It’s been a weary, anxious time for all of 
us. I know how unhappy you’ve been sometimes. I 
want you to have him now. He’s a good boy, and I 
think he’ll make you happy. 

Sylvia: [Getting tip and giving John her hand.} I’m sure he 
will. I’ll try to make you a good wife, John. » 

John: I expect you’ll be quite good enough for the likes of 
me. Then it’s to be Thursday next. 
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Sylvia: [W/M a smile . It is. 

[He dram her to him and kisses her. She very nearly 
breaks down. 

Sylvia: I’ve waated you for so long, John, so dreadfully 
long. 

John: For goodness’ sake don’t cry. 

Sylvia: [Breaking away from him, with a ehmkle\ You brute, 
JohnI I hate you. 

Mrs. Wharton: Did you like the Vicar, John? 

John: He seemed all right. 

Colonel Wharton: He’s a first-rate feUow. He had a very 
good living in London at one time, and he resigned and 
took one in the East End instead. 

John: Really? 

Colonel Wharton: He said he wasn't ordained to drink 
China tea with elderly women of means. [V/ith a 
chnckle\ He says very good things sometimes. 

jSIrs. Wharton: They were perfectly wonderful in the East 
End. They wanted to live in exactly the same way as 
their parishioners, so they did without a servant, and did 
all their housework, even their washing, themselves. 

John: It sounds hateful, but of course it really was heroic. 

Mrs. Wharton: D’you remember what he said to you about 
Holy Communion? Your fether and I were a little 
disappointed that you didn’t stay for it yesterday. 

John: I’m sorry for that, mother dear. 

Mrs. Wharton: It would have been such a great pleasure 
to both of us if we could all three have received it 
together. 

John: Dear mother. ... If you’re really going home to 
luncheon, Sylvia, I’ll walk back with you. 

Mrs. Wharton: The Vicar has a Communion service on 
Wednesday morning. Would you come then? It’ll be 
the last opportunity before your marriage. 
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John: Oh, my dear, you’re not going to ask me to get up in 
the middle of the night? After all, one of the pleasures of 
coining home is to lie in bed in the morning. I don’t 
know how I ever tear myself out of those lavender- 
scented sheets. 

Mrs. Wharton: Dear John, won’t you come to please us? 

John: [Still trying to pass it off tightly?^ Oh, my dear mother, 
d’you think it’s really necessary? 

Mrs. Wharton: I should like it so much, my dear. You 
know, it means a great deal to us. 

John: \Mort gravtly\ Don’t you think one should go to a 
ceremony like that in a certain frame of mind? 

CoiONBL Wharton: [Good-bimotiredly.} Come, my boy, 
you’re not going to refuse the first request your mother 
has made you since you came back? 

John: I’m awfully sorry, mother. I beg you not to insist. 

Mrs. Wharton: I don’t quite know what you mean. It’s 
not like you to be obstinate. . * . Won’t you come, 
John? 

John: No, mother. 

Colonel Wharton: Why not? 

John: I’ve been away a long time. There are some things 
one can’t help, you know. I’ve been through very 
terrible experiences. 

Mrs. Wharton: [Ag/!>asf.J Do you mean to say you’ve lost 
your — ^faith? 

John: I’m awfully sorry to give you pain, dear. 

Stlvia: [Her eyes fixed on him.] You’ve not answered your 
mother’s question, John. 

John: If you want a direct answer. I’m afraid it must 
be — ^yes. 

Mrs. Wharton: [Overrome.] Oh, Johnl 

Stlvia: But you came to church yesterday. 
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John: That was just a formal ceremony. I assisted passively, 
as a Jew might assist at the wedding of one of his 
Christian friends. 

Sylvia: You stood when we stood, and knelt down, and 
seemed to pray. 

John: I would do that if I were in a Roman Catholic church. 
That seemed to me only good manners. [Wi’At a smile^ 
Do you think it was very deceitful? 

Sylvia; I don’t quite see why you should strain at a gnat. 

John: I don’t. It’s the camel I ain’t swallow. I knew it 
would distress you if I refused to come to church. I 
didn’t want to seem a prig. But the other seems to me 
different. When I’m asked to take an active part in a 
ceremony that means nothing to me it’s quite another 
matter. I’d rather not tell a deliberate lie. And surely 
from your point of view it would be blasphemous. 

Alas. Wharton; \Qcetipied mtb btr own tbougpts.] How 
dreadfull 

John: {Going up to hsr and putting his arm round her.'\ Don’t 
be unhappy, mother. I can’t help feeling as I do. After 
all, these are matters that only concern oneself. 

Sylvia: Are they? 

John: Surely. [To his mother^ I would rather not have told 
you. I Imew how much you’d take it to heart. But I 
was obliged to. And perhaps it’s better as it is. I hated 
the thought of deceiving you and fether. Now let’s put 
it out of our minds. 

Colonel Wharton: John, have you forgotten that in three 
weeks you’ll be going back to the Front? Sooner or 
later you’ll find yourself once more in the fighting line. 
Have you asked yourself what it will be like to face 
death without the help of Almighty God? 

John: It’s always difficult to face death. 

Colonel Wharton: You wouldn’t be the first who found 
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it easy to stand alone when all was going well and found 
it a very different thing in danger or illness. 

John: [ WiVi a smile.] When the devil was sick, the devil a 
monk would be. 

Sylvia: Archie, Mrs. Littlcwood*s elder boy, was badly 
wounded on the Somme. His battalion had to retreat 
and somehow or other he wasn’t picked up. He lay in 
the corner of a wood for three days and kept himself 
alive on a beet that he pulled out of the field. Heaven 
knows, I don’t want anything like that to happen to 
you, but are you sure your courage wouldn’t faU you 
then? Are you sure you wouldn’t call on God instinct- 
ively to help you? 

John: And if I did, what of it? That wouldn’t be me, that 
mangled, bleeding, starved, delirious thing. It’s me now 
that speaks, now that I’m well and conscious and strong. 
It’s the real me now. I disclaim and disown anything I 
may feel or say when I’m tortured with pain and sickness. 
It would give my real self just as little as a prisoner on 
the rack gives the truth. 

Sylvia: \]Looking at him fixedly.] You’re afraid of something 
b'ke that happening, aren’t you? 

John; Yes, I shouldn’t like my body to play me a dirty trick 
when I hadn’t the presence of mind to look after 
it. 

Colonel Wharton: Have you ever been in real danger 
since you — since you began to think like this? 

John: Yes. Once I was in a trench the Germans had 
enfiladed. They’d got the line exactly. The shells fell 
one after another, first at the end of the trench, and then 
they came slowly down. One could calculate almost 
mathematically when the shell must come that would 
blow one to smithereens. 

Mas. Wharton: \With a little gasp of ftrror.] Oh, John, 
don’tl 



ACT I 


THE UNKNOWN 


2/ 

John: [SmUing.] Well, something went wrong, or else ] 
certainly shouldn’t be here now. 

Colonel Wharton: Do you mean to say you weren’t 
frightened? 

John: Frightened isn’t the word for it. Talk of getting the 
wind up: it was a perfect hurricane. I felt as though 
were shrinlcing up so that my clothes suddenly hunj 
about me like sacks. And against my will a prayer cam< 
to my lips. From long habit, I suppose, they tried tc 
form themselves into an appeal to God to turn th< 
shell away. I had to fight with myself. I had to keej 
saying to myself; “Don’t be a fool. Don’t be a damnec 
fool.” 

Mrs. Wharton; And you resisted? It was the voice o 
God speaking to you. The prayer was said in youi 
heart, and He in His mercy heard it. Doesn’t that provi 
to you that you’re wrong? At that moment you believed 
even though you struggled not to. Your whole sou 
cried out its belief in God. 

John: No, not my soul: my fear of death. 

Colonel Wharton: I’ve been in battle, too. In Soutl 
Africa and in the Soudan we were in some pretty tigh 
places now and then. When I went into action I com 
mended my soul to God, and now that I’m an old mai 
I can say that I never knew fear. 

John: I don’t think I’m particularly brave. Before an attac' 
I’ve often had to light a cigarette to hide the tremblin, 
of my lips. 

Colonel Wharton: The Christian doesn’t fear death. Hi 
whole life is but a preparation for that awful moment 
To him it is the sh ining gateway to life everlasting. 

John: I should be sorry to think that life was nothing bu 
a preparation for death. To my mind death is ver 
unimportant. I think a man does best to put it out o 
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his thoughts. He should live as though life wete endless. 
Life is the thing that matters. 

SVLVIA: Doesn’t that suggest a vety base toatetialism? 

John; No, because you can’t make the most of life unless 
you’re -willing to risk it, and it’s the risk that makes the 
difference. It’s the most precious thing a mao has, but 
it’s valueless unless he’s prepared to stake it. 

S-tlvia: What do you think it can be worth while to risk 
life for? 

John: Almost anything. Honour or love. A song, a 
thought. Iy4//tr a moment's reflection, with a smile.} A 
fivc'harred gate, 

S-yi-viA: Isn’t that rather illogical? 

John: Perhaps. I don’t put it very well. I think what I 
mean is that life in itself has no value. It’s what you put 
in it that gives it worth. 

CoLONEX, Wharton: Why do you think you’ve come safely 
through the perils and dangers of the -war? John, do 
you know that every day your mother and Sylvia and 
I prayed that God might sec fit to spare you? 

John: \y/ith sudden energy Were you the only ones? Why 
didn’t He see fit to spare the others? 

S-n.'viA: Who arc we to question the inscrutable designs of 
the Omnipotent? 

Colonel Wharton: {Answering bis son.] I don’t know what 
you mean by that. In -war somebody’s got to be killed. 
When a commander gives battle he knows pretty 
accurately what his losses are going to be before he 
starts, 

[John gives a slight shrug of the shoulders. He recovers 
bis equanimity. 

John: If you don’t mind my saying so, I think we’d much 
better not start arguing. Arguments never bring one 
much forrader, do they? 
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Mrs. Wharton; {Getttly!\ But we want to understand, John. 
You were always such a pious boy. 

John: [Smilingi\ Oh, mother, that’s rather a terrible thing 
to say to anybody, 

Mrs. Wharton: {With an answering smile.] Oh, I didn’t 
mean it like that. On the contrary, you were rather 
troublesome. Sometimes yon were very headstrong and 
obstinate. 

John: That’s better. 

Mrs. Wharton: We tried to bring you up to fear God. It 
used to make me happy sometimes to sec how simple 
and touching your faith was. You used to pray to God 
for all sorts of absurd things, to make a lot of runs 
in a cricket match or to pass an exam, that you hadn’t 
worked for. 

John: Yes, I remember. 

Mrs. Wharton: If you’ve lost your faith, we know it can’t 
be as so many lose it, on puqjose, because they’ve 
given themselves over to sensuality, and dare not believe 
in a God whom every action of their lives insults. 
If you’ll only tell us everything, perhaps we can help 
you. 

John: My dear, you’d much better let the matter rest. I 
should only have to say things that would hurt you all. 

Mrs. Wharton: We’re willing to take the risk of that. We 
know you wouldn’t hurt us intentionally. Perhaps 
they’re only difficulties that we might be able to explain. 
And if we’re not clever enough perhaps the Vicar can. 

[John shakes his head without speaking. 

Stlvia: Don’t you want to believe in God, John? 

John: No. 

^here is a moment's pause. Kate comes in to announce 
Dr. Macfarlane. This is a rather eccentric old 
man, with long white bear, small, with rosy cheeks. 
He is an old-fashioned comtrj doctor, and wears 
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rather shabby black clothes and carries a rusty silk 
hat in bis band. There is in him something of the 
gentleman farmer and something of the apothecary of 
a former day. 

Kate: Dr. Macferlane. 

[Ex//. 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh! I’d forgotten for the moment. [WiV/5 
a smile of welcome?^ We’ve been expecting you. 

Dr. Macfarlane: \Sbaking bands with the two ladies^ Tve 
been busy tliis morixing. [To John.] And how are you, 
John? 

John: Sitting up and taking nourishment, thank you. 

Dr. Macfarlane: You look none the worse for all your 
adventures. A little older, perhaps. 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, of course, you’ve not seen John 
before. 

Dr, Macfarlane: No. My wife saw him yesterday in 
church, but unfortunately I couldn’t go. I had to see 
a patient. 

John: The same patient? 

Dr. Macfarlane; I beg your pardon. 

John: You’ve had to see a patient at about eleven every 
Sunday morning for the last twenty-live years. I was 
wondering if it was the same one. 

Dr. MIacfarlane: If it is, I certainly deserve praise for 
keeping the undertakers at bay so long. [Going up to the 
Colonel.] And how are you feeling to-day, Colonel? 

CoLONFX Wharton; Oh, I’m feeling pretty well, thank you. 
Have you bad a letter from that fellow in Canterbury? 

Dr. Macfarlane: Yes. 

Colonel Wharton: Well, what does he say? 

Dr. Macfarlane: You military gentlemen, you want to 
go so fast. 
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Mbs. Wharton: Have you brought the letter with you? 

Dr. Macfareane: It’s very technical. Saving your presence, 
I don’t think any of you would make head or tail of it. 
Now, Mrs. Wharton, my dear, shall you and I go for a 
little stroll in your beautiful garden, and we’ll have a 
talk about this old tyrant. 

Colonel Wharton; What’s the object of that? Evelyn will 
only tell me everything you’ve said the moment you’re 
gone. She’s never been able to keep anything Eom me 
in her life. 

Dr. Macfarlane: You must have patience with me. I’m 
an old man, and I like to do things in my own way. 

Colonel Wharton; Well, I’m no chicken, and I’m not 
going to stand any of your nonsense. Tell us straight 
out what the doctor says and be damned to you. I beg 
your pardon, my dear, but I have to talk to the old fool 
in the only way he understands. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Very rough, isn’t he? 

John: The gentlest pirate who ever cut a throat. 

Colonel Wharton: You know, you’re a transparent old 
fraud. Doctor. The moment you came in I saw you 
had some bad news for me. You were expecting to find 
Evelyn alone. 

Dr. Macfarlane: This is the hour at which all self- 
respecting retired colonels are reading Tie Times in their 
study. 

Mrs. Wharton: What does Dr. Keller say? 

Colonel Wharton: I suppose he wants an operation. It’s 
a nuisance but, with God’s help, I can go through 
with it. 

Dr. Macfarlane; Well, I suppose you’d have to know 
sooner or later. Let these young people clear out and 
we’ll talk it all over quirtly. 

Colonel Wharton: Nonsense. John is my son and Sylvia 
is almost my daughter. What concerns me concerns 
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them, I fancy. Why, you couldn’t make more fuss if 
I’d only got a month to live. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Do you want me to tell 

you the whole thing now — just like this? 

Colonel Wharton; Yes. You don’t think I’m afraid to 
hear the worst. Wliatever it is, I hope I have the pluck 
to bear it like a Christian and a gentleman. 

[Thre is a pause. 

Dr. Macfarlane: You’re quite right. I have bad news for 
you. Dr, Keller confirms my diagnosis. I was pretty 
sure of it, but I didn’t want to believe it. I thought I 
might be mistaken . . . I’m afraid you’re very ill indeed. 
You must be extremely careful. 

Mrs, Wharton: Georgel 

Colonel Wharton: Come, come, my dear, don’t get in a 
state. And docs he recommend an operation? 

Dr. Macfarlane: No. 

Colonel Wharton: [Startled.] Do you mean to say tl^ f- 
. , . But I don’t feel so bad as all that. Now and then 
I have attacks of pain, but then . . . you don’t mi»qri 
to say you think I’m going to die? For God’s sake tell 
me the truth. 

Dr. Macfarlane: My dear old friend! 

Colonel Wharton: You mean I’ve got a fetal disease. 
Can — can nothing be done? 

Dr. Macfarlane: I don’t know about that. There’s always 
something that can be done. 

Colonel Wharton: But a cure, I mean. Can’t I be cured? 

Dr. Macfarlane: If you want the truth really, then I’m 
afraid I can hold out no hope of that. 

Colonel Wharton: How long d’you give me? [Trying to 
laugf).] I suppose you’re not going to grudge me a year 
or two? 

Dr. Macfarlane: [Pretending to take it lightly.] Oh, you can 
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be quite sure ■we’ll keep you alive as long as we can. 

John: You’ve got a wonderful physique, father. My o'wn 
impression is that you’ll make fook of the doctors and 
live for another twenty years. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Medicine isn’t an exact science like 
surgery. It’s a doctor’s duty to tell a patient the truth 
when he asks for it, but if I were a patient I would always 
take it with a grain of salt. 

[Tie CoLONEi. looks at him suspiciously. 

Colonel Wharton; You’re keeping something from me. 
If it ■was only that, why did you want to see Evelyn alone? 

Dr. Macfarlane: Well, some people ate very nervous 
about themselves, I wasn’t quite sure if you’d better 
know or not. I thought I’d talk it over with her. 

Colonel Wharton: Am I in immediate danger of death? 
For God’s sake tell me. It would be cruel to leave me 
in ignorance. 

Mrs. Wharton: Please answer quite frankly, doctor. 

Dr. Macfarlane: \After a patise.'\ I think if you have any 
arrangements to make, it would be wise if you made 
them soon. 

Colonel Wharton: Then it’s not a question of a year or 
two even? Is it months or weeks? 

Dr. Macfarlane: I don’t know. No one can tell. 

Colonel Wharton: You’re treating me like a child. [With 
sudden rage.] Confound you, sir, I order you to tell me. 

Dr. Macfarlane: It may be at any time. 

Colonel Wharton: [W/A6 a sudden cry of terror.] Evclynl 
Evelynl 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, my dearl My dear husband! 

{She takes him in her arms as thougf to protect him. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Why did you force me to tell you? 

Colonel Wharton: [In a terrified rrhispr.] Oh, Evelynl 
Evelynl 
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Mrs, Wharton: [To the oihers.\ Please go. 

John: [To Sylvia.] Come, They want to be alone. Dr. 
Macfarlane, will you come into the garden for a few 
minutes? 

Dr. Macfarlane: Of courae I will. Of course, 

[Thej go out. Colonel and Mrs. Wharton are left 
alone. For a moment they ore silent. 

Mrs. Wharton: Perhaps it isn’t true, my dear. 

Colonel Wharton: It’s true. I know it’s true now. 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, it’s so hard. I wish it were I instead. 
I’d be so glad to take your place, darling. 

Colonel Wharton: We’ve been so happy together, 
Evelyn. 

Mrs. Wharton: We have very much to be grateful for. 

Colonel Wharton: Oh, Evelyn, what shall I do? 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, my dear. I’m so sorry for you. I’m 
so dreadfully sorry ... I think you’re very brave. E 
I’d been told like that I — ^I should have broken down. 

Colonel Wharton: It was so unexpected. 

Mrs. Wharton: [T^ing to comfort him.] I’m thankful that 
your faith has always been so bright and clear. What a 
comfort that is now, dading, what an immense consola- 
tion! [She draws him more closely to her.] You’re throwing 
aside these poor rags of mortality to put on a heavenly 
raiment. It is what we’ve always kept in our minds, 
isn’t it? that this brief life is only a place of passage to 
the mansions of our dear Father. [She feels the dismay in 
bis heart and she strives to gfve him courage.] You’ve never 
hesitated at the call of an earthly leader. You’re a good 
soldier; it’s a Heavenly Leader that’s calling you now. 
Christ is holding out His loving arms to you. 

Colonel Wharton: Evelyn — I don’t want to die. 


B3WD OF the first ACT 



THE SECOND ACT 


The Scene is the same as in the preceding Act. 

Two days heme passed. It is Wednesday afternoon. 

Mrs. Wharton is sitting by a little table, looking reflectively 
in front of her. On the table is a work-basket, and ^ the 
side of this a baby’s shirt that she is making. A fire is alight 
in the gpate. After a minute, John comes in. She looks up 
at him with a pleasant smile. He goes to her and puts bis 
hand on her shoulder. She gently pats his hand. 

John: Are you idling, mother? It's not often I catch you 
giving the devil an opportunity. 

Mrs. Wharton: Isn’t it wicked of me? 

John: What is this you’re up to? What in Heaven’s name 
are you making a baby’s shirt for? Hang it all, I’m 
not married yet. 

Mrs. Wharton: [Pretending to be a little shocked.] Don't be 
naughty, John. It’s for poor Annie Black’s baby. 

John: Who’s she? 

Mrs. Wharton: She was engaged to Edward Driffield, the 
carpenter’s second man, and they were going to be 
married next time he came home on leave. He’s been 
killed, and she’s expecting a baby. 

John: Poor thing. 

Mrs. Wharton: The Pooles are looldng after her. You see, 
she had nowhere to go, and they didn’t want her to 
have to go to the Workhouse, so Mrs. Poole has taken 
her in at the Vicarage. And I said I’d make all the 
baby’s things. 

John: [Affectionately.] You’re a nice old mother. 

Mrs. Wharton: Don’t you think it was good of the 
Pooles? 
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John: Yes, charming. 

Mrs. Wharton; They’re coming here this afternoon, John. 
I wanted the Vicar to see your father. ... I haven’t 
told your father they’re coming. 

John: Haven’t you? 

Mrs, Wharton: He’s rather sensitive just now. It’s quite 
natural, isn’t it? And I didn’t know exactly how he’d 
take it, I thought if Mrs. Poole came too it would look 
as though it were just a friendly visit. And perhaps the 
Vicar will have an opportunity to say a few words to 
your father. 

John: \Smiting\ I take it that you want me to help you to 
leave them alone together. 

Mrs. Wharton: I hate doing anything underhand, John, 
but I think it would help your &ther so much if he 
could have a little private talk with the Vicar. 

John: Why didn’t you suggest it to him? 

Mrs. Wharton: I didn’t like to. I was afraid he’d be vexed. 
I thought he’d suggest it himself, 

John: XVerj tenderly.] Don’t distress yourself, mother. 

Mrs. Wharton: I’m trying not to think of it, John. My 
only hope is that the end may come without suffering. 

John: I wasn’t thinldng of that. 

Mrs. Wharton: {After a moments pause?] I don’t know what 
you mean, John. 

John: Yes, you do. You only have to look in father’s face. 

Mrs. Wharton: I really don’t understand. {Almost 
vehemently?] You’re wrong, John. He suffers much mote 
pain than you think. That’s what gives him that look. 

John: {Gravely?] It’s fear that’s in his face, mother, the feat 
of death. You know it just as well as I do. 

Mrs. Wharton: {With dismay.] I was so hoping that no 
one would know but me. It tears my heart. And I can 
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do nothing. And he’s so strange. Sometimes he looks 
at me almost as though I were his enemy. 

John: He doesn’t want to die, does he? At the bottom of 
his heart is envy because you can go on living. 

Mrs. Wharton: Have you noticed that? I tried not to see it. 

John: Don’t be angry with him or disappointed. You know, 
it’s a hard thing to die for all of us. Generally one’s 
vitality is lowered so that life seems rather a burden, 
and it’s not very hard then to make a seemly end. But 
poor father’s got something much more difficult to 
face. 

Mrs. Wharton: He’s been supported all his life by his 
confidence in the great truths of our religion. Oh, John, 
it’s so dreadful that just at this moment, when he must 
put them all to the test, he should falter. It’s almost 
a betrayal of the God who loves him. 

John: My dear, you can’t imagine that God won’t under- 
stand? What do these last weeks matter beside a life 
that has been cheerful and innocent, devout, unselfish, 
and dutiful? We were talldng about it the other day, 
don’t you remember? And I claimed that a man should 
be judged by what he believed and did in the heyday of 
his strength, and not by what was wrung from him in 
a moment of anguish. Pray that God may give my 
father courage and resignation. 

Mrs. Wharton; How can you ask me to pray, John, when 
you don’t believe in God? 

John: Pray all the same, my dear, and for me too. 

Mrs. Wharton: I don’t suppose I shall survive your fether 
very long, dear. Husbands and wives who’ve been so 
much to one another as we have don’t often make a 
very good job of separation. I’m so glad to think that 
you’ll have Sylvia. 

John: Sylvia’s a good girl, isn’t she? 

Mrs. Wharton: When you were away I was dreadfully 
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anxious on my own account, of course, but I was anxious 
on hers too. She’s had a very hard time with her mother, 
and there’s been dreadfully little money, only their 
pensions; if anything had happened to you, when her 
mother died she would have had practically nothing. 
You’ve been engaged so long and she’s not very young 
any more. It’s not likely that anyone else would have 
wanted to marry her. 

John: Mother darling, you’re being terribly sentimental 
now. 

Mrs. Wharton: [With comic indications I’m not, John. 
You don’t know what it is for a penniless woman to be 
quite alone in the world when she’s lost her youth. 

John: Yes, I do. But the tears needn’t come into your eyes, 
because Sylvia and I are going to be married and her 
future is quite adequately provided for, 

Mrs. Wharton; She’s the only girl I’ve ever known that 
I could bear to think of your marrying, 

John: Well, as she’s the only girl I ever knew that I could 
bear to marry, we’re both quite satisfied. 

[Kate enters, followed bji Mrs. Littubwood. 

Kate: Mrs. littlewood. 

[Exit Kate. 

Mrs. Littlewood; [Kissing Mrs. Wharton.] How do you 
do? 

Mrs. Wharton: How are you, my dear? 

Mrs. Littlewood: [To John.] I brought you a wedding 
present, John. 

[She hands him a small case in which is a pearl pin. 

John: Oh, I say, that is splendid of you. Just look, mother. 
Isn’t it a ripper? 

Mrs. Littlewood: It was Archie’s, you know. He always 
used to be so proud of it. 

John; It’s awfully good of you to give me something that 
belonged to him. 
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Mb5. Wharton: That is nice of you, Charlotte. 

Mrs. Littlewood: Nonsense. It wasn’t any use to me any 
more. I thought it much better that John should have 
it than that it should lie in a safe. They tell me peatls 
go yellow if they’re not worn. 

Mrs. Wharton: John, dear, go and smoke a cigarette in the 
garden. I want to have a chat with Mrs. Littlewood. 

John: All right, mother. 

[He goes out. 

Mrs. Ltitlewood: Do you know that I’m thinkin g of 
letting my house? I only kept it so that the boys should 
have a home to come to when they had a holiday, and 
now that they’re both dead, I think I shall find it more 
amusing to live in London. I shall join a bridge club. 

Mrs. Wharton: Charlotte, what does it mean? Why do 
you talk like that? 

Mrs. Littlewood: My dear, why shouldn’t I join a bridge 
club? [With a smile.l At my age it’s surely quite 
respectable. 

Mrs. Wharton: I’m bewildered. Don’t you want me to 
talk of your boys? 

Mrs. Littlewood: [Drjly,'\ If you feel you really mustpour 
out your sympathy, you may, but I don’t know that 
I particularly want it. 

Mrs. Wharton: No one can understand you. You’ve 
behaved so strangely since you came back from France 
... I think it was dreadful of you to go to the theatre 
when the poor lad was hardly cold in his grave. You 
seem to think of nothing but bridge. 

Mrs. Littlewood: I suppose different people take things 
in different ways. 

Mrs. Wharton: I wonder if you’re quite in your right 
mind. 

Mrs. Littlewood: [Sometvhat amused.^ Yes, 1 saw you 
wondered that. 



40 


THE UNKNOWN 


ACT II 


Mrs. Wharton: If you only knew how eager I am to help 
you. But you won’t let me come near you. We’ve 
known one another for more than thirty years, Qiarlotte. 
Why do you put up a stone wall between us? 

Mrs. Littlewood: [Genily, as though she were talking to a 
child. "I My dear, don’t worry your kind heart. If I wanted 
your heip I would come to you at once. But I don’t. 
I really don’t. 

[Mrs. Wharton hears her husband's step on the stairs. 

Mrs. Wharton: Here is George. [Going to the window^ You 
can come in when you want to, John. 

\The Colonel comes into the room. His face is a little 
whiter than it was two days ago, and there is in his 
ejes every now and then a haunted look. 

Mrs. Wharton: Charlotte Littlewood is here, George. 

Colonel Wharton: So I see. How do you do? 

Mrs. Littlewood: You’re not looking quite up to the mark 
to-day. Colonel, 

Colonel Wharton: That’s a cheering thing to say to a 
man. I’m feeling pretty well. 

Mrs. Wharton: I was thinking he was looking much better 
the last day or two. 

Colonel Wharton: I presume it’s not on my account that 
you’ve lit the fire on a day like this. 

Mrs. Wharton: No, I feel a little chilly. You always forget 
that I’m not as young as I was, George. 

\The Colonel sits down in an armchair and Mrs. 
Wharton taJws a couple of cushions. 

Mrs. Wharton: Let me put them behind you, darling. 

Colonel Wharton: For goodness’ sake don’t fuss me, 
Evelyn. If I want cushions I’m perfectly capable of 
getting them for myself. 

PoHN enters with Sylvia and bears the last two 
speeches. 
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John: Come, come, fether, you mustn’t spoil mother. She’s 
■waited on us both for thirty years. Don’t let her get 
into bad habits at her time of life. 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, Sylvia, we didn’t expect to see you 
to-day. You said you’d be too busy. 

Syivia: I felt I must just look in and see how you all were. 

[Tie Colonel her a suspkiom look. She kisses 
Mrs. Wharton and Mrs. Littlewood and the 
Colonel. 

John: [Showing Sylvia the pari pml\ Look u-hat Mrs. 
Littlewood has given me, Mikes it worth while being 
married, doesn’t it? 

Sylvia: Oh, how lovclyl 

Mrs. Littlewood; You’ll find a little present waiting for 
you when you get home. 

Sylvia: How excitingl I shall run all the way back. 

Mrs. Wharton: Now you’re here you’d better stay to tea, 
darling. 

Sylvia: I really can’t. I’ve got so much to do at home. 

John: Nonsense. You’ve got nothing to do at all. We’re 
not going to dream of letting you go. 

Sylvia: Remember that you’ll have me always from to- 
morrow on. Don’t you think you could well spare me 
to-day? 

John: No. 

Sylvia: Tiresome creature. Though I must say it’s rather 
pleasing. 

CoTiONR-T-. Wharton: I never saw two young people who 
were so thoroughly satisfied with one another as you 
are. 

John: [Tutting his arm round Sylvia’s waistl\ But Fm not in 
the least satisfied with Sylvia. I should like her to have 
jet-black hair and eyes like sloes. 

Sylvia: What are sloes, idiot? 

N 
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John; I don’t know, but I’ve read about them from my 
youth up. 

Sylvia: Oh, Colonel, d’you know that on my way here 
through the fields, I actually saw a rabbit? 

John: I hear there’s absolutely nothing on the place now, 
father. 

Colonel Wharton: No, the vermin’s been allowed to 
increase so. There ate one or two cock pheasants round 
the house and that’s about all. I don’t know what next 
season — ^but after all, I needn’t worry myself about next 
season. That’ll be your trouble, John. 

John: I wish I had as much chance of getting a shot at those 
cock pheasants as you have. 

Colonel Wharton: By George, I wish I were twenty years 
younger. I’d take my chance of being shot by a German. 
It’s a bit better than dying like a rat in a trap. 

[Kate enters to announce the Vicar and Mrs. Poole. 

Kate: Mr. and Mrs. Poole. 

Mrs. Wharton: How do you do? 

[Ti&err are ffneral greetings. The Colonel hoks at 
them and from them to bis wife, suspiciously. The 
PooLES are rather cold with Mrs. Littlewood. 

Colonel Wharton: How do you do? It’s good of you to 
have come. Sit down. 

Mrs. Pooie: Well, Sylvia, are you all ready for to-morrow? 

Sylvia: More or less. 

Mrs. Poole; We thought you might intend to postpone 
the wedding for a few, days. 

Colonel Wharton: They’ve waited long enough. Why 
should they wish to do that? 

Sylvia: I told Mrs. Poole yesterday that I didn’t 

think I could possibly get everything arranged by 
to-morrow. 
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Colonel Wharton: I see that my wife has told you that 
I’m not very well. 

Mrs. Poole; Oh, aren’t you. Colonel? I’m so sorry to heat 
that. 

Vicar: She told me this morning after Communion that 
you weren’t quite up to the mark these days. 

Colonel Wharton; I remember in Egypt, when a horse 
or a mule sickened, the vultures used to gather round 
out of an empty sky. Most remarkable. 

Mrs. Wharton: George, what ate you saying? 

Colonel Wharton: [With a bitter chucMe\ Did Evelyn ask 
you to come and minister to me? 

Vicar: It’s not very unnatural that when I hear you’re ill 
I should like to come and see you. And, of course, it 
does happen to be one of the duties of my office. 

Colonel Wharton; I don’t know why Evelyn should 
think I want to be molly-coddled out of the world like 
an old woman. I’ve faced death before. I don’t suppose 
anyone wants to die before he must, but when my time 
comes I hope to face it like a gentleman and a soldier. 

John: Oh, that I should live to hear my own father talking 
through his hat. Don’t you believe a word those rotten 
old doctors say. You’ll live to bully your devoted family 
for another twenty years. 

Colonel Wharton: Don’t talk nonsense to me, John. You 
all treat me like a child. No one must cross me. I must 
be petted and spoilt and amused and humoured. God 
damn it, you never let me forget it for a minute. 

Mrs. Wharton: Shall we go for a little turn in the garden? 
The sun is out now. 

Colonel Wharton: If you like. I shall stay here. I’m chilly 

Mrs. Wharton: A stroll would do you good, George. The 
Vicar was asking how the new Buff Orpingtons were 
getting on. 
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Colonel Wharton: \With a chuckle. 1 You’re very trans- 
parent, my poor Evelyn. When I want to have a chat 
with the Vicar I’ll let him know. 

Mrs. Littiewood: [Who has been watching the scene with some 
amusement.l Why don’t you have a game of piquet with 
me. Colonel? 

Colonel Wharton: I haven’t played piquet for years. I 
will with pleasure. Where are the cards, Evelyn? 

Mrs. Wharton: I’U get them for you. 

[She gets cards from a drawer, and puts them on the card 
table. The Colonel sits down at the table and sorts 
the piquet cards out of the pack. 

Vicar: I called on you on Monday, Mrs. Littlewood. 

Mrs. LirrLEWooD: So I heard. 

Vicar: I was told you were not at home. As I walked away 
it was impossible for me not to see that you were in 
your garden. 

Mrs. Littlewood: It’s inadequately protected from the 
road. 

Vicar: I was rather hurt. I’m not aware that there’s been 
anything in my behaviour since I came here to justify 
you in treating me with discourtesy. Our relations have 
always been more than cordial. 

Mrs. Littlewood: I didn’t wish to see you. 

Vicar: So much as that I had the intelligence to infer. But 
I felt it my duty not to allow pique to interfere with 
the due discharge of my office. I had various things to 
say to you which I thought you should hear, so yesterday 
I called again, and again was told you were out. 

Mrs. Littlewood: [Coo/fy.] I didn’t wish to see you. 

Vicar: May I ask why? 

Mrs. Littlewood: Well, I suppose you wanted to talk 
about my boy. I didn’t think your conversation could 
give him back to me. 
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Vicar: Don’t you think I could have helped you to bear 
your loss? I think I could have found in my heart 
words to persuade you to resignation. I might at least 
have offered you my sympathy. 

Mrs. Littlewood: I’m sorry to seem ungracious, but I 
don’t want your sympathy. 

Vicar: Your attitude amazes me. 

Mrs. Poole: If we didn’t all know how devoted you were 
to your sons, one might really tliink you were indifferent 
to their loss. 

Mrs. Littlewood: \^fteeikelj\ No, I’m not exactly 
indifferent. 

Vicar: Since you won’t see me alone, I must say things to 
you here and now wliich I should rather have kept for 
your private ear. I have a right to remonstrate with you 
because your behaviour is a scandal to my parish. 

Mrs. Littlewood: [With a smih.\ Oh, I beg your pardon. 
I thought it was my welfare you were concerned with. 
If it’s that of the parish, pray say anything you like. 

Vicar: ^Flushing, but not to be ptt off.\ I think it was horrible 
to go to a music-hall on the very day you had returned 
from your son’s grave in France. But that was in London, 
and you outraged nobody but yourself. What you do 
here is different. This is a very small place, and it’s 
shameful that you should give parties and go about from 
house to house playing cards. 

Mrs. Poole: It seems so heartless not to wear mourning. 

John: \^ther flippantly, to prevent the conversation from 
growing too awkward.], Why? I ccrtairJy should hate any- 
one to wear mourning for me. 

Vicar: You give all and sundry the impression that you’re 
perfectly callous. What influence do you think such a 
thing may have on these young fellows in the village 
who have to risk their lives with all the other brave lads 
at the Front? You take from them the comfort that we 
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at home love them and if they fall will hold «-Vn»if 
memories gratefully in our hearts for ever. 

Mrs. Littlewood: I shouldn’t have thought the eccen- 
tricity of one old woman could matter very much to 
anyone. 

[Si^e pauses and looks out into the open for a moment, 
and then makes up her mind to speak. She speaks 
quite quietly, almost to herself. 

When they sent for me and I went over to France I 
wasn’t very anxious, because I Icnew that God, who 
had taken my eldest son, would leave my second. You 
see, he was the only one I had left. And when I got 
there and found he was dead — suddenly felt that it 
didn’t matter. 

Mrs. Wharton: My dear, what do you mean? How can 
you say such a thing? 

John: Don’t, mother. Let her go on. 

Mrs. Lirn-EwooD: I didn’t feel that anything very much 
mattered. It’s difficult to explain exactly what I mean. 
I feel that I have nothing more to do with the world and 
the world has nothing more to do with me. So far as 
I’m concerned it’s a failure. You know I wasn’t very 
happy in my married life, but I loved my two sons, and 
they made everything worth while, and now they’re 
gone. Let others take up the— the adventure. I step 
aside. 

Mrs. Wharton: You’ve suffered too much, my dear. 

Mrs. Littlewood: No, the strange thing is that I haven’t 
suffered very much. Don’t you know how sometimes 
one has a horrid dream and knows one’s only dreaming 
all the time? [To the Vicar, with the same good temper, 
almost amused,] You’re surprised that I should go to the 
theatre. Why? To me, it’s no more unreal a spectacle 
than life. Life does seem to me just like a play now. I 
can’t take it very seriously. I feel strangely detached. I 
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have no ill-feeling fot my fellow-creatures, but you 
don’t seem very real to me or very important. ’\STiy 
shouldn’t I play bridge with you? 

Vicar: Oh, but, my dear, my dear, there’s one reality that 
you can never escape from. There’s God. 

[A flash passes behind the old woman’s ejes. She rises 
and puts out her hand as though to ward off a blow. 

Mrs. Littlewood: I don’t think we’ll talk about God if 
you please. I prefer to play piquet. 

\She sits down at the table at which the Colonel has 
alreadj taken his seat. 

Colonel Wharton; Do you play four hands or six to the 
game? 

Mrs. Littlewood: Four — and double the first and last. 
It makes it more exciting. 

Colonel Wharton; Shall we cut for deal? 

Mrs. Littlewood: \Cuttingi[ You’re not likely to beat that. 

Colonel Wharton: I suppose in the Vicar’s presence we 
daren’t play for money? 

Mrs. Littlewood: We’ll pretend he’s not here. Will a 
shilling a hundred suit you? 

Colonel Wharton: I don’t think that’ll break either 
of us. 

[Kate enters, followed ^ Dr. Macfahlane. 

Kate: Dr. Macfarlane. 

[Ex/f. 

Dr. Macfarlane: How d’you do? 

Mrs. Wharton: [Shaking hands with himi\ So nice of you 
to come in. 

Dr. Macfarlane: How is the Colonel to-day? 

Colonel Wharton; Playing piquet. 

John: You’re coming to-morrow, aren’t you, Doctor? 

Dr. Macfarlane: Of course I am. I brought you both 
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into the -world. I have almost a personal interest in 
seeing you made one flesh. 

Vicar: [Jovia/ly.} It’s many a long day since you’ve been 
inside a church. Doctor. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Since you clerical gentlemen left off 
threatening me with eternal flames I feel justified in 
following my own inclinations in the matter. 

Vicar: [Cbi^ng ii/ji.] But we still believe in annihilation. 

Da. Macfarlane: I’m willing to take my chance of that. 
It has no terrors for a man who’s not had a hoUday for 
twenty years. 

Vicar: You’re not an irreligious man. I don’t know why 
you don’t come to church. 

Dr. Macfariane: Shall I tell you? Because after repeated 
experiment I’ve reached the conclusion that I’m not a 
whit the better for it. 

John: You’ll have to give him up. Vicar. He’s a stubborn 
old thing. He takes advantage of the fact that he’s the 
only doctor within ten miles who won’t kill you so long 
as he can make seven and sixpence a visit by keeping 
you alive. 

Colonel Wharton; Do you mean to say that our Church 
doesn’t believe any longer in eternal punishment? 

John: Oh, father, hell has always left me perfectly cold. 
You and I are quite safe. You see, mother would never 
be happy in Heaven without us, and God couldn’t refuse 
her anything she asked. 

Mrs. Wharton: \Affeetiomlelj.'\ John, what nonsense you 
talk. 

Mrs. Poole: I sometimes think the modern Church has 
been very rash in surrendering a belief which has the 
authority of Our Lord himself. How many sinners have 
been brought to repentance by the fear of everlasting 
punishmenti 
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John: That rathei suggests calling down fire from Heaven 
to light a cigar. 

Mrs. Poole: That may be funny, but I don’t see the point 
of it. 

John: \Good-bHmottredly\ Well, I should have thought it 
hardly required anything so tremendous as eternity to 
deal with human wickedness. I suppose sin is due to a 
man’s character, which he can’t help, or to his ignorance, 
for which he isn’t to blame. 

Vicar: In fact, to your mind sin is all moonshine. 

John: I think it a pity that Christianity has laid so much 
stress on it. We assert in church that we’re miserable 
sinners, but 1 don’t think we mean it, and what’s more, 
I don’t think we are. 

Mrs. Poole: We are conceived in sin, and sin is part of our 
iidieritance. Why did Christ die if not to atone for the 
sin of men? 

John: In war one gets to know very intimately all sorts of 
queer people. I don’t suppose I shall ever know any 
men so well as I knew the men in my company. They 
were honest and brave and cheerful, unselfish, good 
fellows; perhaps they swore a good deal, and they got 
drunk if they bad the chance, and they had the glad eye 
for a pretty girl. But do you think they were sinners for 
that? I don’t. 

Vicar: Look in your own heart and say if you are not 
conscious of grievous, terrible sin. 

John: Frankly, I’m not. 

Vicar: Do you mean to say that you have nothing to 
reproach yourself with? 

John: I've done a certain number of things which I think 
were rather foolish, but I can’t think of anything that 
I’m particularly ashamed of. 

Vicar: Do you mean to tell me that you’ve always been 
perfectly chaste? 

N* 
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John: Fm normal and healthy. Fve been no more chaste 
than any other man of my age. 

Vicar; And isn’t that sin? 

John: I don’t think so. I think it’s human nature. 

Vicar: We’re arguing at cross-purposes. If when you say 
“white” you mean what the rest of the world calls 
“black,” all words are futile. 

Joi^n: [ Wiih a smile, 1 The singular thing is that if I’d answered 
your question with a “yes,” you would probably have 
thought me a liar or a fool. 

Vicar; This terrible condition of humanity, which seems 
to cry out against the very idea either of man’s dignity, 
or of God’s justice, has but one explanation, and that 
is sin. 

John: You’re referring to the war? It needs some ex- 
plaining, doesn’t it? 

Vicar: Every Christian must have asked himself why God 
allows the infamous horror of war. I’m told the padres 
are constantly being asked by the brave lads at the 
Front why the Almighty allows it to continue. I can’t 
blame anyone for being puzzled. I’ve wrestled with the 
question long and anxiously ... I can’t beheve that 
God would leave His children to suffer without a clue 
to His intention. 

Mrs. Poole: The ways of God are inscrutable. How can 
we tell what are the aims of the eternal? We only know 
that they arc good. 

John: Meanwhile men are being killed like flies, their wives 
and mothers are left desolate, and their children fetherless. 

Vicar: You mustn’t forget exactly what is meant by 
“Almighty.” It means not so much able to do all things 
as powerful over all things. 

John: Ah, the padre of my regiment told me that. I may 
be very stupid, but I think the distinctiori rather fine. 
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For the plain man the difficulty remains. Either God 
can’t stop the war even if He wants to, or He can stop 
it and won’t. 

Mrs. Poole: In my opinion there can be no hesitation. It 
is written; “Not a sparrow shall fall on the ground 
without your Father.” 

Vicar: Remember that we have free will and God 

use of our free will to punish us and to teach us and to 
make us more worthy of His grace and mercy. Man, 
horn in sin, justly brought this long-drawn disaster on 
himself as surely as Adam brought on himself the divine 
punishment which we ail inlierit. 

John: If I saw two small boys fighting Fd separate them, 
even though one was a l^y little beggar and the other 
had stolen Farmer Giles’ apples. I wouldn’t sit by and 
let them seriously hurt one another so that they should 
be better boys in future. 

Mrs. Poole: But you speak as though aU this suffering must 
be useless. We all know how suffering can purify and 
elevate. I’ve seen it myself over and over again. 

Dr. Macfarlane: People say that. They’re generally 
thinking of elderly ladies in comfortable circumstances 
who with the aid of a very good doctor show a becoming 
resignation in a chronic disease. 

John: 1 should like some of those people who talk about 
the purifying influence of suffering to have a mouthful 
of gas and see how they liked it. 

Vicar: The war is terrible. Its cruelty is terrible. The 
suffering it has caused is terrible. There is only one 
explanation for it; and that is the loving kindness and 
the infinite mercy of otu: heavenly Father. 

John: Can you bring yourself to believe that? 

Vicar: Wc were given over to drunkenness and lust, to 
selfishness and flippancy and pride. It needed this tre- 
mendous trial to purify us. It will be a nobler England 
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that comes out of the fuinacc. Oh, I piay to God that 
all this blood may wash our souls clean so that we may 
once more be found worthy in His sight. 

Mrs. Poole: Amen. 

John: You must evidently know much more about it than 
I do. When the men in my company did things I thought 
were wrong I used to jolly them a bit. I fancy I got 
better results than if I’d bashed them on the head with 
a sledge-hammer. 

Vicar; Sin began with the beginning of the human story 
and has continued through all its course. The motive 
of the divine redemption lies in the fact that men, 
though created for so lofty a purpose, have plunged so 
deep into sin and have so deeply defaced in themselves 
the image of God, that only the self-sacrificing act of 
God in redeeming them can raise them from ruin. 

John: I wish you’d been a company-commander and had 
seen how gaily a man can give his Life for his friend. 

Vicar: But I know, my dear boy, I know. And do you 
think God will be unmindful of their sacrifice? I pray 
and believe that they will find mercy in His sight. I am 
sure He is more ready to pardon than to punish. After 
all, our Lord came to call sinners to repentance, and 
who should know better than the Ministers of God that 
to err is human, to forgive, divine? 

[Tie piquet players have played their game with a certain 
distraction, and during the last few speeches have made 
no more pretence of playing at all. Mrs. Littlewood 
has listened attentively. Now she puts down her cards, 
gets up, and walks up to the Vicar. 

hlRS. Littlewood: And who is going to forgive God? 

Mrs. Wharton; \_With ljorrorl\ Charlottel 

Vicar: ]Witb grave disapproval^ Don’t you think that is 
rather blasphemous? 

Mrs. Littlewood; Ifiu ietly and deliberately at first, but with 
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ever-inereasing exeitement.] Ever since I was a child I’ve 
served God with all my might, and with all my heart, 
and with all my soul. I’ve tried always to lead my life 
in accordance with His will. I never forgot that I w.as 
as nothing in His sight. I’ve been wealc and sinful, but 
I’ve tried to do my duty. 

Mrs. Wharton: Yes, dear, you’ve been an example to 
us aU. ^ 

Mrs. Littlewood: [Taking m notice^ Honestly, I’ve done 
everything I could that I thought was pleasing in His 
sight. I’ve praised Him and magnified His name. You’ve 
heard that my husband deserted me when I’d borne him 
two children, and I was left alone. I brought them up 
to be honest, upright and God-fearing men. When God 
took my eldest son I wept, but I turned to the Lord and 
said: “Thy will be done.” He was a soldier, and he took 
bis chance, and he died in a good cause. 

Vicar: A great and a good cause. 

Mrs. Littlewood; But why did God take my second? He 
was the only one I had left, the only comfort of my old 
age, my only joy, the only thing I had to prevent me 
from seeing that my life had been wasted and it would 
have been better if I had never been born. I haven’t 
deserved that. Wlien a horse has served me long and 
faithfully till he’s too old to work, I have the right to 
send him to the knacker’s yard, but I don’t, I put him 
out to grass. I wouldn’t treat a dog as my Father has 
treated me. I’ve been cheated. You say that God will 
forgive us our sins, but who is going to forgive God? 
Not I. Never. Neverl 

[J« a heig/it of frem(j she rushes out into the garden. 
There is silence in the room. 

Mrs. Wharton: Don’t be angry with her. Vicar. She’s 
beside herself with grief. 

Vicar: She’ll come back. She’s like a petulant child that 
has been thwarted for its good. It cries and stamps, but 
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in a little while it throws itself into its mother's arms, 
and begs, all tears, for forgiveness. 

Mrs. Poole: \With a little sigh of reliefs I knew you’d take 
it like that, Norman. You’re so tolerant and broad- 
minded. 

Vicar: I think I see my way to help her, poor soul. 

John; I wonder how. Your only explanation of evil is sin. 
I daresay you can gft people to acknowledge that they’ve 
deserved their own suffering. But you’ll never prevent 
them from being revolted at the suffering of others. 
Why is evil permitted in the world by an all-good God? 

Vicar: I can hardly hope that any answer of mine will 
satisfy you. By God’s grace I am a Christian. You arc 
an atheist, 

XThere is a moments embarrassment. John realises that 
his mother or Sylvia has repeated what he has said. 

John: That suggests a very dogmatic attitude. I don’t 
see how anyone can positively assert that there is no 
God. It would be as reasonable as to assert that there’s 
nothing on the other side of a wall that you can’t look 
over. 

Vicar: Do you believe in God? 

John: I don’t think it’s quite your business to ask me. 
[\Vitb a smile.l Wasn’t it St. Paul who said: "Be not 
aealous overmuch.” 

Vicar; You can’t be unaware that by certain statements of 
yours the other day you gave the greatest pain to those 
nearest and dearest to you. 

Sylvia: What you said made me very unhappy, John. I 
didn’t know what to do. I went to the Vicar and asked 
his advice. 

John: Don’t you think that a man’s belief is his own affair? 
I don’t want to interfere with other people’s. Why can’t 
they leave me quietly to mine? 
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Stlvia: It can’t be entirely your affair, John. You and I 
propose to be married to-morrow. It's only reasonable 
that I should know exactly how you stand in a matter 
that concerns me so closely. 

John: I hadn’t thought of that. I daresay there’s something 
in what you say. I’m willing to do my best to explain 
to you and to father and mother. But 1 really thinlr we 
needn’t drag strangers irL 

Mrs. Wharton: I think it would be much better if you 
would talk with the Vicar, John. We don’t pretend to 
be very clever, and it wouldn’t mean much if you asked 
us questions that we couldn’t answer. 

Vicar: When you’re ill you send for a doctor, he prescribes 
for you, and you get well. 

John: {With a smlle.l What do you think of that, doctor? 

Dr. Macfariane: It is an idea that we do our little best to 
spread about the world. 

Vicar: Anyhow, you take a doctor’s advice and you don’t 
argue with him. Why? Because he’s an expert, and you 
presume that he knows his business. Why should the 
science of the immortal soul be a less complicated affair 
than the science of the perishable body? 

Mrs. Wharton: Look upon us as very silly, old-fashioned 
people, and be kind to us. If various doubts are troubling 
you, put them frankly before the Vicar. Perhaps he can 
help you. 

Vicar: [Sincereljil Believe me. I’ll do everything in my 
power. 

Mrs. Wharton: And if he can convince you that you were 
wrong, I know you too wcU to dream that pride would 
stop you from confessing it. It would give us such 
TipgrtfeTt joy, my dear, if you could believe again as you 
did when you were a little child and used to say your 
prayers kneeling on my lap. 
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Vicar; I really think I can help you. Won’t you forget 
that I’m a stranger and let me try? 

Dr. Macfarlane: Perhaps you’d like me to lea-ve you, I 
was only waiting till the Qilonel had finished his game so 
that I might take him upstairs and have a look at him. 
But I can come back later. 

John: I don’t mind your staying at all. [To the Vicar.] 
What is it you wish to ask me? 

Vicar: Do you believe in the God in whose name you 
were baptized into the Church? 

John: No! 

Vicar: That at aU events is frank and honest. But aren’t you 
a little out of date? One of the most gratifying oc- 
currences of recent years has been the revival of belief 
among thoughtful men, 

John: I should have thought it was a revival of rhetoric 
rather than of religion. I’m not enormously impressed 
by the cultured journalist who uses God to balance a 
sentence or adorn a phrase. 

Vicar: But it hasn’t only been among educated men. Not 
the least remarkable thing about the war has been the 
return of our brave lads at the Front to the faith which so 
many of us thought they had forgotten. What is your 
explanation of that? 

John: Fear with the most part. Perplexity with the rest. 

Vicar: Don’t you think it very rash to reject a belief that 
aU the ablest men in the world have held since the dawn 
of history? 

John: When you’re dealing with a belief, neither the 
number nor the ability of those who hold it makes it a 
certainty. Only proofean do that. 

Mrs. Poole: Are you quite sure that at the bottom of your 
heart it’s not conceit that makes you think differently 
from the rest of ns? 
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Vicar: No, my deat, let us not ascribe unworthy motives to 
our antagonist. 

John: \SmUing^ At all events, not yet. 

Vicar: What makes you think that the existence of God 
can’t be proved? 

John: I suppose at this time of day people wouldn’t still be 
proving it if proof were possible. 

Vicar: My dear fellow, the fact that there is no people on 
the face of the earth, however barbarous and degraded, 
without some belief in God, is the most conclu.sive 
proof you can want. 

John: What of? It’s conclusive proof that the desire for 
His existence is universal. It’s not proof that the desire is 
fulfilled. 

Vicar: I see you have the usual Rationalistic arguments at 
your fingers’ ends. Believe me, they’re old friends, and 
if I’ve answered them once I’ve answered them a 
thousand times. 

John: And have you ever convinced anyone who wasn’t 
convinced before? 

Vicar: I can’t make the blind to see, you know. 

John: I wonder that hasn’t suggested to you a very obvious 
conclusion. 

Vicar: What? 

John: Why, that arguments are futile. Think for a minute. 
You don’t believe in God for any of the reasons that are 
given for His existence. You believe in Him because 
with all your heart you feel that He exists. No argument 
can ever touch that feeling. The heart is independent of 
logic and its rules. 

Vicar: I daresay there’s something in what you say. 

John: Well, it’s the same with me. If you ask me why I 
don’t believe in the existence of God I suppose I can 
give you a certain number of reasons, but the real one. 
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the one that gives all the others their force, is that I feel 
it in my heart. 

ViCAK.; What is the cause of your feeling? 

John: I’m sure you’ll think it very insufficient. I had a 
friend and he was killed. 

Vicar: I’m afraid one must be prepared to lose one’s 
friends in a war like this. 

John: I daresay it’s very silly and sentimental of me. One 
gets used to one’s pals dying. Someone says to you: 
"So-and-So’s knocked out.” And you answer: “Is he 
really? Poor chap.” And you don’t think very much 
more about it. Robbie Harrison wasn’t quite an ordinat)- 
man. 

Mrs. Wharton: I was afraid you’d feel his death very much. 
You never mentioned it in your letters. I felt it was 
because you couldn’t bear to speak of it. 

John: He was one of those lucky beggars who do every- 
thing a little better than anybody else. He was clever and 
awfully nice-looking and amusing. I never knew 
anyone who loved life so much as he did. 

Mrs. Wharton: Yes, I remember his saying to me once: 
“Isn’t it ripping to be alive?” 

John: But there was something more in him than that. He 
had one quality which was rather out of the ordinary. 
It’s difficult to explain what it was like. It seemed to 
shine about him like a mellow light. It was like the jolly 
feeling of the country in May. And do you know what it 
was? Goodness. Just goodness. He was the sort of man 
that I should like to be. 

Mrs. Wharton: He was a dear. 

John: I was awfully excited when war was declared. I was 
in India at the time. I moved heaven and earth to get out 
to the Front. I thought war the noblest sport in the 
world. I found it a dreary, muddy, dirty, stinking, 
bloody business. And I suppose Robbie’s death was the 
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last straw. It seemed so unjust. I don’t know that it was 
grief so much that I felt as indignation. I was revolted 
by all the horror and pain and suffering, 

Mrs. Poole: You must have seen some dreadful things, 

John: Perhaps it’s Christianity that has shown us the 
possibility of a higher morality than Christiani ty teaches. 
I daresay I’m quite wrong. I can only tell you that all 
that’s moral in my soul revolts at the thought of a God 
who can permit the monstrous iniquity of war. I can’t 
believe that there is a God in heaven. 

Vicar: But do you realise that if there isn’t, the world is 
meaningless? 

John: That may be. But if there is it’s infemous. 

Vicar: What have you got to put in the place of religion? 
What answer can you give to the riddle of the uiuverse? 

John: I may think your answer wrong and yet have no 
better one to put in its place. 

Vicar: Have you nothing to tell us at all when we ask you 
why man is here and what is his destiny? You are like a 
rudderless ship in a stormy sea. 

John: I suppose the human race has arisen under the 
influence of conditions which are part of the earth’s 
history, and under the influence of other conditions 
it will come to an end. I don’t see tW there is any mote 
meaning in life than in the statement that two and two 
are four. 

Sylvia: [With suppressed passion. 1 Then you think that all 
our efforts and struggles, our pain and sorrow, our aims, 
are senseless? 

John: Do you remember our going to the Russian ballet 
before the war? I’ve never forgotten a certain gesture 
of one of the dancers. It was an attitude she held for an 
instant, in the air; it was the most lovely thing I ever saw 
in my life; you felt it could only have been achieved by 
infinite labour, and the fact that it was so fleeting, like 
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the shadow of a bitd flying ovet a river, made it all the 
more wonderful. I’ve often thought of it since, and it 
has seemed to me a very good symbol of life. 

Sylvia: John, you can’t be serious. 

John: FU teU you what I mean. Life seems to me like a huge 
jig-saw puzzle that doesn’t make any picture, but if we 
like we can make little patterns, as it were, out of the 
pieces. 

Sylvia: What is the use of that? 

John: There’s no use, and no need. It’s merely something 
we can do for our own satisfaction. Pain and sorrow are 
some of the pieces that we have to deal with. By making 
the most of all our faculties, by using all our oppor- 
tunities, out of the manifold events of life, our deeds, our 
feelings, our thoughts, we can make a design which is 
intricate, dignified, and beautiful. And death at one 
stroke completes and destroys it. 

[Tiere is a moments sihm, 

Mrs. Poole: I wonder why you’re coming to church 
to-morrow to be married? 

John: {With a smile!\ I think Sylvia would be outraged at 
the thought of being married in a registry office. 

Mrs. Poole: It’s lucky for you the Vicar is broad-minded. 
A stricter man might think it his duty to refuse the 
blessing of the Church to an unbeliever. 

Mrs. Wharton; [Anxiouslj.\ Vicar, you’re not thinking of 
doing anything like that? 

Vicar: I confess the question has crossed my mind. 
[Kindljil I don’t think I can bring myself to expose such 
good Christians as you and Sylvia to such a humiliation. 

Sylvia: You need not harass yourself. Vicar. I’ve decided 
not to marry John. 

John; Sylvial Sylvia, you can’t mean that! 

Sylvia; I was dreadfully troubled the other day when you 
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told US you’d lost youi faith, but I hadn’t the courage to 
say anything then. It came as such an awful shock, 

John: But you never made the least sign. 

Sylvia: I hadn’t time to think it out, but I’ve been thinking 
hard ever since, day and night, and I’ve listened very 
carefully to what you’ve said to-day. I can’t keep up the 
pretence any more. I’ve quite made up my mind. I 
won’t marry you, 

John: But in God’s name, why? 

Sylvia: You are not the John I loved and promised myself 
to. It’s a different man that has come back from abroad. 
I have notliing in common with that man. 

John: Sylvia, you don’t mean to say that you don’t care for 
me any more because on certain matters I don’t hold the 
same views as you? 

Sylvia: But those matters are the most important in the 
world. You talk as though it were a difference of 
opinion over the colour of our drawing-room curtains. 
You don’t even understand me any more. 

John: How can I understand something that seems 
absolutely unreasonable to me? 

Sylvia: Do you think religion is something I take up with 
my Prayer-book when I go to church, and put away on a 
shelf when I get home again? John, God is a living 
presence that is always with me. I never at any moment 
lose the consciousness of that divine love which with 
infinite mercy tends and protects me. 

John: But, dear heart, you know me well enough. You 
know I would never hinder you in the exercise of your 
religion. I would always treat it with the utmost 
respect. 

Sylvia: How could we possibly be happy when all that to 
me is the reason and the beauty of life, to you is nothing 
but a lie? 

John: With tolerance on both sides, and, I hope, respect. 
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theie’s no reason why two people shouldn’t live peace- 
ably together no matter how dilFerent their views 
are. 

Sylvia: How can I be tolerant when I see you deep in error? 
Oh, it’s more than error, it’s sin. You’ve had your 
choice between light and darkness, and you’ve deliber- 
ately chosen darkness. You are a deserter. If words 
mean anytliing at all you are condemned. 

John: But, my dear, a man believes what he can. You don’t 
seriously think that a merciful God is going to punish 
him because he’s unable to believe something that he 
finds incredible? 

Sylvia: No one doubts that Our Lord will have mercy on 
those who have never had the chance of receiving His 
teaching. You’ve had the chance, and you’ve refused 
to take it. Do you forget the Parable of the Ten Talents? 
It is a terrible warning. 

JdHN: After all, if I’m wrong I hurt nobody but myself. 

Sylvia: You forget what marriage is. It makes us one flesh. 
I am bidden to cleave to you and to follow you. How 
can I, when our souls must ever be separated by an 
unsurpassable abjrss? 

Mrs. Wharton; Sylvia, this is a dreadfully grave decision 
you’re making. Be careful that you’re acting rightly. 

John: Sylvia, you can’t throw me over like this after we’ve 
been engaged for seven years. It’s too heartless, 

Sylvia: I don’t trust you. I have no hold over you. What 
have you to aim at beside the satisfaction of your own 
vulgar appetite? Sin means nothing to you. 

John: My dear, you don’t suppose it’s religion that makes a 
man decent? If he’s kind and honest and truthful it’s 
because it’s his nature, not because he believes in God or 
fears hell. 

Sylvia: We’re neither of us very young any more, there’s 
no reason why we should make a mystery of natural 
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things. If we married my greatest hope was that we 
should have children. 

John: It was min i* too. 

Sylvia; Have you asked yourself how this would affect 
them? Which are they to be, Christians or Agnostics? 

John: My dear, I promise you I will not interfere with your 
teaching of them. 

Sylvia: Do you mean to say you will stand by while they 
ate taught a pack of worthless lies? 

John: Your feith has been the fidth of our people for 
hundreds of years. In the case of a difference of opinion 
I could not take it on myself to refuse children in- 
struction in it. When they reach years of discretion they 
can judge for themselves. 

Sylvia: And supposing they ask you about things? The 
story of Our Saviour appeals to children, you know. It’s 
very natural that they should put you questions. What 
will you answer? 

John: I don’t think you could ask me to say what I thought 
untrue. 

Mrs. Wharton: He could always refer them to you, 
Sylvia dear. 

Sylvia: You naturally wouldn’t come to church. What sort 
of an example would you set your children in a matter of 
which I was impressing on them the enormous im- 
portance? 

John: [With a stnile.'\ My dear, surely you’re letting a lack 
of humour cloud a lively intelligence. Vast numbers of 
excellent churchmen don’t go to church, and I’m not 
aware that their children are corrupted by it. 

Sylvia: [Passionatelf.} You don’t xmderstand. You’ll never 
understand. It’s a joke to you. It’s all over and done 
with, John. Let me go. I beseech you to let me go. 

Colonel Wharton: [Half rising from bis ebair.\ I feel most 
awfully ill. 
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Mrs. Wharton: [la aJariH.] Georgel 

John: \SmtiltaneousljI\ Father! 

[Mrs. Wharton, John, and the Doctor htrrj 
towards him. 

Dr. Macfarlane: What’s the matter? 

Mrs. Wharton: George, ate you in pain? 

Colonel Wharton: Awful! 

Dr. Macfarlane: You’d better lie down on the sofe. 

Colonel Wharton: No, I’d rather go upstairs. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Don’t crowd round him. 

Colonel Wharton: I feel as if I were going to die. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Do you think you can manage to walk? 

Colonel Wharton: Yes. Help me, Evelyn. 

John: Put your arm round my neck, father. 

Colonel Wharton: No, it’s all right. I can manage. 

Dr. Macfarlane: We’ll get you upstairs and put you to 
bed. 

Mrs. Wharton: Come, darling, put all your weight on me. 

Dr. Macfarlane: That’s right. You needn’t come, John. 
You’ll only be in the way. 

[Mrs. Wharton and the Doctor help the Colonel 
out of the room. 

Mrs. Poole: We’d better go, Norman. [To John.] I hope 
it’s nothing very serious. 

John: I’m sure I hope not. 

Mrs. Poole: Please don’t bear us a grudge for any of the 
things Norman or I have said to you to-day. You know, 
I saw the letter your Colonel wrote to Mrs. Wharton 
when you were wounded, and I know how splendid 
you’ve been. 

John: Oh, nonsense! 

Vicar: I’m afraid you may have to go through a good deal 
of distress in the near fomre. If you should change your 
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mind in some of the things that we’ve talked about this 
afternoon no one would be more happy than myself. 

John: It’s very good of you to say so, but I don’t think it 
likely. 

Vicar: One never knows by what paths the Most High will 
call His creatures to Himself. He is more cunning to 
save His children than they are to lose themselves. If you 
listen to the call, come to the Communion Table. I will 
ask no questions. It will be a joyful day for me if I am 
privileged to offer you the Blessed Sacrament of Our 
Lord and Saviour. 

[He stretches out his band and John takes it. 

John: Good-bye. 

[The Vicar and Mrs. Poole go into the garden. John 
turns to Sylvia. 

John: Is it the question that the Vicar put me when we were 
talkin g about sin that has upset you, Sylvia? 

Sylvia: No, I don’t think it was very nice of him to put it. 
I never thought about the matter. I don’t see why I 
should expect you to be better than other men. 

John: Did you really mean all you said just now? 

Sylvia: Every word. 

[She takes off ber engagement ring and hands it to him. 
He does not take it. 

John: [With deep emotion.\ Sylvia, I couldn’t say it before aU 
those people, it seemed too intimate and private a matter. 
Doesn’t it mean anything to you that I love you? It’s 
been so much to me in all I’ve gone through to think of 
you. You’ve been ever3rthing in the world to me. 
"When I was cold and wet and hungry and miserable, I’ve 
thought of you, and it all grew beatable. 

Sylvia: I’m very sorry. I can’t marry yon. 

John: How can you be so cold and heartless? Sylvia, my 
dear, I love youl Won’t you give it a chance? 
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[She looks at him steadily for a moment. She braees 
herself for the final effort. 

Sylvia: But I don’t love you any more, John. 

[She hands him the ring again and be takes it silently. 

John: It’s not a very STvagger one, is it? I -was none too 
flush in those days and I didn’t -want to ask father to help 
me. I wanted to buy it out of ay own moiiey. 

Sylvia: I’ve worn it for seven years, John. 

[He turns away from Sylvia and walks over to the fire- 
place. When Sylvia sees what he is going to do she 
makes a gesture as though to prevent him, but im- 
mediately controls herself. He stands looking at the 
fire for a moment, then throws the ring in; be watches 
what will happen to it. Sylvia clutches her heart. 
She can hardly prevent the sobs which seem to tear her 
breast. 

Sn.viA: I think I’U be getting home. John — ^if your fether 
or mother want me you can send, can’t you? 

John: [Looking over bis shoulder.] Of course. I’ll let you 
know at once. 

Sylvia: [In a natural voice.] Good-bye, John, 

John: Good-bye, Sylvia. 

[H# turns back to look at the fire, and she walks slowly out 
of the room. 


END OB THE SECOND ACT 
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The Seem is the same as in the preceding Arts. It is earh morning 
on the folloyj'ing Wednesdty. The dead ashes of yesterday' s fire 
an still in the grate. Not far array is heard the ringing of a 
church hell to call the faithful to the first service. 

Mrs. Wharton is standing by a table on which is a large basket of 
white flowers which she had just brought in from the garden. 
She picks up a rose, and with a faint smile gjves it a little 
caress. Sylvia comes in from the garden. 

Sylvia: {With surprise?^ Mrs. Whartonl 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, Sylvia, is it you? 

Sylvia: It startled me to see you there. I came in this 'way 
because I saw the door was open and your front-door 
bell’s so noisy, I thought if the Colonel was asleep it 
might wake him. 

Mrs. Wharton: It’s early, isn’t it? 

Sylvia: Yes, I’m on my way to the early service. I thought 
I’d look in just to ask how the Colonel was. But I didn’t 
expect to see you. I thought Kate or Hannah might be 
about. 

Mrs. Wharton: George is dead, Sylvia. 

Sylvia: [In amazement.] Mrs. Whartonl 

Mrs. Wharton: He died quite peacefully about an hour 
ago. I’ve just been to gather some flowers to put in his 
room. 

Sylvia: Oh, Mrs. Wharton, Tm so sorry. I’m so dreadfully 
sorry for you. 

Mrs. Wharton: [Patting her hand.] Thank you, my dear; 
you’ve been very kind to us during these days. 

Sylvia: Where is John? 
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Mrs. Wharton: I think he must have gone out for a walk. 
I went to his room a little while ago and he wasn’t there. 
He wanted to sit up with me last night, but I wouldn’t let 
him. 

Sylvia: But . , . but doesn’t John know his hither is dead? 

Mrs. Wharton; No, not yet. 

Sylvia; Didn’t you call him? 

Mrs. Wharton: I had no idea the end was so near. George 
wanted to be alone with me, Sylvia. We’d been married 
for thirty-five years, you see. He was conscious almost 
to the last. He died quite suddenly, like a child going to 
sleep. 

Sylvia: It’s such a terrible loss. You poor dear, you must 
be quite heart-broken. 

Mrs. Wharton: It’s a very great loss, but I’m not heart- 
broken. George is happy and at rest. We should be very 
poor Christians if the death of those we love made us 
unhappy. George has entered into eternal life. 

Sylvia: Oh, Mrs. Wharton, what a blessed thing it is to 
have a faith like yours. 

Mrs. Wharton: My dear, a very wonderful thing happened 
last night. I can’t feel grief for dear George’s death 
because of the recollection of that. I feel so strange. I 
feel as though I were walking in an enchanted garden. 

Sylvia; I don’t know what you mean. 

Mrs. Wharton: Since that day when George refused to 
talk with the Vicar I never dared mention the subject. 
He was not himself. It made me so unhappy. And then 
last night, soon after Dr. Macfarlane went away, he 
asked of his own accord for Mr. Poole. The Vicar’s a 
dear, kind man. He’d said to me that if ever George 
asked for him he’d come at once, at any hour of the day 
or night. So I sent for him. He gave George the Holy 
Sacrament. And Sylvia, a miracle happened. 

Sylvia: A miracle? 
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Mrs. Wharton: No sooner had the bread and the wine 
touched his lips than he was transfigured. jVli his — his 
anxiety left hinij and he was once more his dear, good, 
brave self. He was quite happy to die. It was as though 
an unseen hand had pulled back a dark curtain of clouds 
and he saw before him, not night and a black coldness, 
but a path of golden sunshine that led straight to the 
arms of God. 

Sytvia: I’m so glad. Pm happy too now. 

Mrs. Wharton; The Vicar read the prayers for the dying 
and then he left us. We talked of the past and of our 
reunion in a little while. And then he died. 

Sylvia: It’s wonderful. Yes, it was a miracle. 

Mrs. Wharton: All through my life I’ve been conscious of 
the hand of God shaping the destinies of man. I’ve 
never seen His loving mercy more plainly manifest. 

[Kate opens the door and stands on the threshold, but does 
not come into the room. 

Kate; The woman’s come, ma’am. 

Mrs. Wharton: Very well. I’m just coming. 

[Kate goes out and shuts the door behind her. Mrs. 
Wharton takes up her basket of flowers. 

Mrs. Wharton: John will be in immediately, Sylvia. He 
promised to come and relieve me at half-past eight, so 
that I might get sometliing to eat. Will you see him? 

Sylvia: Yes, Mrs. Wharton, if you wish me to. 

Mrs. Wharton: Will you tell him that his father is dead? I 
know you’ll do it very gently. 

Sylvia: Oh, Mrs. Wharton, wouldn’t you prefer to tell him 
yourself? 

Mrs. Wharton: No. 

Sylvia: Very well. 

Mrs. Wharton: You know he loves you, Sylvia. It would 
make me so happy if you two could arrive at some 
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understanding. It seems such a pity that the happiness of 
both of you should be tuined. 

Sylvia; I would do anything in the world for John, but I 
can’t sacrifice what is and must be dearer to me even 
than he. 

Mrs. Wharton: Can’t you teach him to believe? 

Sylvia; Oh, I wish I could. I pray for him night and day. 

Mrs. Wharton: I wished afterwards that I’d asked him to 
be present when his father and I received the Com- 
munion. I think at that last solemn moment he might 
have been moved to receive it with us. 

Sylvia: D’you think. . . . Perhaps a miracle would have 
taken place in him, too. Perhaps he would have believed. 

Mrs. Wharton: I must go upstairs. 

[An idea seizes Sylvia, and she gives a strange little gasp. 
As Mrs. Wharton is about to leave the room she 
stops her with a sudden question. 

Sylvia: Mrs. Wharton. . . . Mrs. Wharton, do you tliink 
the end can ever justify the means? 

Mrs. Wharton: My dear, what an extraordinary questioal 
It can never be right to do evil that good may come. 

Sylvia: Are you quite sure that that’s so always? After all, 
no one would hesitate to tell a lie to save another’s life. 

Mrs. Wharton: Perhaps not. {With a faint smilel\ We must 
thank God that we’re not likely to be put in such a 
position. Why did you ask me that? 

Sylvia: I was wondering what one should do if one could 
only rescue somebody from terrible danger by com- 
mitting a great sin. Do you think one ought to do it or 
not? 

Mas. Wharton: My dear, you haven’t the right to offend 
God for the sake of anyone in the world. 

Sylvia: Not even for the sake of anyone you loved? 

Mrs. Wharton: Surely not, my dear. And no one who 
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loved you would wish you for a moment to do a wicked 
thing for his sake. 

Sylvia: But take your own case, Mrs. Wharton; if you saw 
the Colonel or John in deadly peril wouldn’t vou risk 
your life to save them? 

Mrs. Wharton: \Witb a smile\ Of course I should. I 
should be happy and thankfiil to have the opportunity. 
But that’s not the same. 1 stiouid only be risking my 
life, not my soul. 

Sylvia: [Almost beside herself.] But if their souls were in 
peril, wouldn’t you risk your soul? 

Mrs. Wharton: My dear, what do you mean? You seem so 
excited. 

Sylvia: [Controlling herself with a ffeat effortl] I? You 
mustn’t pay any attention to me. I haven’t been sleeping 
very well the last three or four nights. I daresay I’m a 
little hysterical. 

Mrs. Wharton: Wouldn’t you prefer to go home, darling? 

Sylvia: No, I’d like to stay here if you don’t mind. I’d bke 
to see John. 

Mrs. Wharton: Very well. I shan’t be very long. 

[She goes out. The ebureh hell gives a hurried tinkle and 
then stops. Sylvia walks up and down the room and 
stands still in front of a photograph of John in bis 
uniform. She takes it up and looks at it. Then 
putting it dawn she clasps her hands and raises her ejes. 
She is seen to be praying. She bears a sound in the 
garden, inclines her head to listen, and goes to the 
window. She hesitates a moment and then braces 
herself to a decision. She calls, 

Sylvia: JohnI 

[He comes, stops for a moment on the threshold, and then 
walks forward casual^. 

John: Goodmorningl You’re very early. 
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Sylvia: I looked in to ask how your father was. 

John; When I left him last night he was fairly comfortable. 
rU go and find out from mother how he is. 

Sylvia: No, don’t — don’t disturb him. 

John: I’m going to take mother’s place in a few minutes. 
I awoke eady, so I went for a walk. . . . You’ve been 
very good and kind to all of us during these wretched 
days, Sylvia. I don’t know what we should have done 
without you. 

Sylvia: I’ve been so dreadfully sorry. And you all had so 
much to bear. It wasn’t orJy the thought that the poor 
dear couldn’t — can’t recover, but ... it was so much 
worse than that. 

John: {Withaqukkgltmtat ber^ I suppose it was inevitable 
that you should see it too. Somehow I hoped that only 
I and mother knew. 

Sylvia: Oh, John, you can’t mind about me. I’ve loved 
your father as though he were my own. Nothing he did 
could make me love him less. 

John: He’s afraid to die. It’s dreadful to see his terror and 
to be able to do nothing to help him. 

Sylvia: Would you do anything to help him if you could? 

John: Of course. 

Sylvia: It’s unfortunate that you fotmd it necessary to say 
what you did about religion. He’s always been a very 
simple man. He always accepted without question the 
faith in which he was brought up. Perhaps he’s not 
quite so sure now. 

John: Nonsense, Sylvia. Father’s faith is very much too 
steady for it to be unsettled by any opinions of mine. 

Sylvia: Ordinarily, I dare say. But he’s ill, he’s in terrible 
pain, he’s not himself. I think perhaps it’s a pity you 
didn’t hold your tongue. It’s so easy to create doubts and 
so hard to allay them. 
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John: \Mjicb disturhedl\ That’s an awful thought to have 
put into my head, Sylvia. I should never forgive 
myself if. . . . 

Sylvia: If you’d believed as we believe, he would have been 
supported, as it were, by all our faith. It would have 
made that terrible passage from this life to the life to 
come a little less terrible. You’ve failed him just when he 
needed you. 

John: Oh, Sylvia, how can you say anything 

so heartless? 

Sylvia: \Coldly\ It’s true. 

John: Heaven knows, I know that death isn’t easy. You 
can’t think I’d be so inhuman as to do anything to make 
it more difficult? 

Sylvia: Except mortify your pride. 

John: \ltHpathntly\ What has pride got to do with it? 

Sylvia: There was pride in every word you said. Are you 
sure it’s not pride of intellect that’s responsible for your 
change of heart? 

John: Perhaps. How do you suggest I should 

mortify it? 

Sylvia: Well, you see, you can confess your error, 

J ohn: I don’t think it’s an error. 

Sylvia: At least you can undo some of the harm you’ve 
done. Do you know what is chiefly tormenting your 
father? Your refusal to receive the Holy Communion. 
He keeps talking about it to your mother. He keeps 
harping on it. He’s dreadfully distressed about it. If you 
received the Communion, John, it would give your 
father peace. 

John: Sylvia, how can I? 

Sylvia: All your life your father has done everything in the 
world for you. Nothing’s been too good for you. You 
owe him all your happiness, everything you are and hope 
to be. Can’t you do this one little thing for him? 


o 



ACTni 


74 theunknown 

John: No, it’s out of the question. I really can’t. I’la 
awfully sorry. 

Sth-via; How can you be so hard? It’s the last wish he’ll ever 
have in the world. It’s your last chance of showing your 
love for him. Oh, John, show a little mercy to his 
weakness! 

John: But, Sylvia, it would be blasphemous. 

Stlvia: What are you talking about? You don’t believe. 
To you it’s merely an idle ceremony. What can it matter 
to you if you go through a meaningless form? 

John: I’ve been a Christian too long. I have a hundred 
generations of Christianity behind me. 

Sylvia: You never hesitated at coming to church when we 
were going to be married. 

John: That was different. 

Sylvia; How? That was a sacrament, too. Are you afraid 
of a little bread and wine that a priest has said a few 
words over? 

John: Sylvia, don’t torment me. I tell you I can’t. 

Sylvia: {Scornfally.l I never imagined you would be 
superstitious. You’re frightened. You feel just like 
people about sitting thirteen at table. Of course it’s all 
nonsense, but there may be something in it. 

John: I don’t know what I feel. I only know that I, an 
unbeliever, can’t take part in a ceremony that was 
sacred to me when I believed. 

•Sylvia: [J3//*r^.] It’s very natural. It only means that you 
love yourself better than anyone else. Why should one 
expect you to have pity for your father, or gratitude? 

John: Oh, Sylvia, where did you learn to say such cruel 
things? I can’t, I tell you, I can’t. If father were in his 
normal mind, neither he nor mother would wish me to 
do such a thing. 

Sylvia: But your mother does wish it. Oh, John, don’t be 
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stubborn. For God’s sake give yourself the oppor- 
tunity. Your father’s dying, John; you h.ive no time 
to lose. . . . John, the Communion Service has only 
just begun. If you get on your bicycle you’ll be there in 
time. The other day the Vicar said if you presented 
yourself at the Communion table he would not hesitate 
to administer it. 

[John looks steadily in front of him for a moment, then 
makes up his mind; he stands up suddenly and mitbout a 
n-ord goes out of the room. 

Sylvia: [In a whisper.} O God, forgive me, forgive me, 
forgive mel 

[The Curtain is lowered for one minute to denote the lapse of 
half an hour. When it rises Sylvia is standing at the 
window, looking out into the garden. Mrs. Littus- 
wooD enters. 

Mrs. Littlew'ood: May I come in? 

Sylvia: Oh, Mrs. Littlewood, dol 

Mrs. Littlewood: I met Dr. Macfarlane just outside my 
house, and he told me the Colonel was dead. I came with 
him to see if I could be of any use. 

Sylvia; It’s very kind of you. Is Dr. Macfadanc here? 

Mrs. Littlewood: Yes. He went upstairs. Where is 
John? 

Sylvia: He’ll be here directly. 

[Mrs. Wharton comes in, followed by Dr. Macfar- 
lane, Mrs. Littlewood gw up to her and the two 
old ladies kiss one another. For a moment they stand 
clasped in one another's arms. 

Mrs. Littlewood; My dear old friendl 

Mrs. Wharton: It was dear of you to come, Charlotte. I 
knew you’d feel for me. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Now sit down, my dear Mrs, Wharton, 
sit down and rest yourself. 

[He puts her into a chair and places a aisbion behind her. 
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Mrs. Wharton: Hasn’t John come in yet? 

Sklvia: I’m sure he won’t be long now. He should be here 
almost at once. 

Dr. Macfareane; Sylvia, my dear child, won’t you go and 
get Mrs. Wharton a cup of tea? I think it would do her 
good. 

Sylvia: Certainly. 

Mrs. Wharton; Oh, my dear, doii’t trouble. 

Sylvia: But it’s no trouble. You know I love doing 
things for you. 

[Sbi goes ouK 

Mrs. Wharton: Everybody’s so very kind hi this world. 
It mates one feel humble. . . . George and I have been 
married for five-and-thirty years. He never said a cross 
word to me. He was always gentle and considerate. I 
daresay I was very troublesome now and then, but he 
was never impatient with me. 

Mrs. Littlewood: Is it true that John and Sylvia arc not 
going to be married after all? 

Mrs. Wharton: I’m afraid so. 

Mrs. Littlewood; Isn’t it strange how people in this world 
seem to go out of their way to make themselves un- 
happy! 

Mrs. Wharton; I’ve talked it over with Sylvia. Religion 
means so much to her. She wouldn’t have minded if 
John had come back blind and crippled, she’d have 
devoted her life to him without a murmur. 

Dr. Macfarlane: People always think they could put up 
with the faults we haven’t got. Somehow or other it’s 
always those we have that stick in their throats. 

Mrs. Wharton; Oh, Doctor, don’t say satcastic things. 
You don’t know how deeply Sylvia is suffering. But it’s 
a matter of conscience. And I do see that one can’t ask 
anyone to compromise with bis soul. 
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Dr. Macfarlane: I have an idea our souls are like our 
manners, all the better when we don’t think too mucli 
about them. 

Mrs. Wharton: Sylvia’s giving up a great deal. I don't 
know what’s to become of her if she doesn’t marry 
John. When her mother dies she’ll only have thirty 
pounds a year. 

[Stlvia comes back with a cap of tea on a staall tray end 
puts it on a table by Mrs. Wharton’s side. 

Stlvia; Here is the tea, Mrs. Wharton. 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh,thankyou,my dear, so much. You do 
spoil me. ... I can’t imagine why John is so long. 
He’s generally so very punctual. 

Sylvia: ]ln aIotPvoicel\ johneamein, Mrs. Wharton. 

Mrs. Wh.vrton: Oh, then, you saw him? 

Sylvia: Yes. 

Mrs. Wharton: Did you speak to him? 

Sylvia; Yes. 

Mrs. Wharton: Why did he go out again? Where has he 
gone? 

Sylvia: He’ll be back immediately. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Drink your tea, dear lady, drink your 
tea. 

[Sylvia takes her place again at the window and lool-j into 
the garden. She takes mr notice of the people in the 
room. 

Mrs. Wharton: I’m glad to have you two old friends with 
me now. The only thing that really seems to belong to 
me any more is the past, and you were both so much part 
of it. 

Dr. Macfarlane: You came here immediately after your 
honcymoonu Is that really thirty-five years ago? 

Mrs. Littlewood: My mother and I were the first people 
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who called on you. I remember how stylish we thought 
you in your green velvet, Evelyn. 

Mrs. WtURTON: I remember it well, I had it dyed black its 
third year. I think the fashions were very much more 
ladylike in those days. A bustle did set off a woman's 
figure, there’s no denying that. 

Dr. Macfarlane: What waists you had and how tight you 
used to lacel 

Mrs. Wharton: I often wonder if the young people ever 
enjoy themselves as much as we used to. Do you 
remember the picnics we used to have? 

Mrs. Littlewood: And now it’s all as if it had never been, 
all our love and pain and joy and sorrow. We’re just 
two funny old women, and it really wouldn’t have 
mattered a row of pins if we’d never been born. 

Dr. Macfarlane: I wonder, I wonder. 

Mrs. Wharton: You’ve had the privilege of giving two 
sons to a noble cause. Wasn’t it worth while to be born 
for that? 

Mrs. Littlewood: Sometimes I’ve asked myself if this 
world in which we’re living now isn’t hell. Perhaps all 
the unhappiness my husband caused me and the death of 
those two boys of mine is a punishment for sins that I 
committed in some other life in some other part of the 
universe. 

Mrs. Wharton: Charlotte, sometimes you say things that 
frighten me. I’m haunted by the Dar that you may 
destroy yourself. 

Mrs. LrrrLEWOoa: I? No, why should I? I don’t feel that 
life is important enough for me to give it a deliberate 
end. I don’t trouble to kill the fly that walks over my 
ceiling. 

Dr. Macfablane: I’ve been curing or killing people for 
hard on fifty years, and it seems to me that I’ve seen 
innumerable generations enter upon the shifting scene. 
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act their little part, and pass zvrsiy. Alas, who can deny 
that in this world virtue is very often unrewarded and 
vice unpunished? Happiness too rarely comes to the 
good, and the prizes of this life go too frequently to the 
undeserving. The rain falls on the just and on the 
unjust alike, but the unjust generally have a stout 
umbreUa. It looks as though there were little justice in 
the world, and chance seems to rule man and all his 
ekazmstmees. 

Mrs. Wharton: But we know that all that is mere idle 
seeming. 

Dr. MLacfarlane: Seeming perhaps, but why idle? Seeming 
is all we know. The other day when you were tallcing I 
held my tongue, because I thought you’d say I was a 
siUy old fool if I put my word in, but I’ve puzzled over 
suffering and pain too. You see, in my trade we see so 
much of them. It made me unhappy, and for long I 
doubted the goodness of God, as you doubt it, dear 
friend. 

Mrs. Littlewood: [With a smih\ I think you’re preaching 
at me. Doctor. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Then it’s the first time in my life. 

Mrs. Littlewood: Go on. 

Dr. Macfarlane: I want to tell you how I found peace. 
My explanation is as old as the hills, and I believe many 
perfectly virtuous persons have been frizzled ahve for 
accepting it. Our good Vicar would say I was a heretic. 
I can’t help it. I can’t see any other way of reconciling 
the goodness of God with the existence of evil. 

Mrs. Littlewood: Well, what is it? 

Dr. InIacfarlane: I don’t believe that God is ah-powerful 
and all-knowing. But I think He struggles against evil as 
we do. I don’t believe He means to chasten us by 
suffering or to purify us by pain. I believe pain and 
suffering are evil, and that He hates them, and would 
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crush them if He could. And I believe that in this age- 
long struggle between God and evil we can help, all of 
us, even the meanest} for in some way, I don’t know how, 
T believe that all our goodness adds to the strength of 
God, and perhaps — ^who can tell? — ^will give Him such 
power that at last He will be able utterly to destroy evil — 
utterly, with its pain and suffering. [V/iib a smih.\ 
When we’re good, we’re buying silver bullets for the 
King of Heaven, and when we’re bad, well, we’re 
trading with the enemy. 

STLVii\: \Wiihout looking roimd.\ John has just ridden back 
on his bicycle. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Come, Mrs. littlcwood, they don’t want 
us here just now. 

Mrs. Littlewood: [Getting «pl\ No, I’m sure you will 
prefer to be alone with John. 

Mrs. Wharton: It was very good of you to come. Good- 
bye, my dear, and God bless you. 

Mrs. Littlewood: Good-bye. 

\Thej kiss one another and Mrs. Littlewood goes out. 

Dr. Macfarlane: [Shaking hands with Mrs. Wharton.] I 
may look in. later in the day to see how you ate. 

Mrs. Wharton: Oh, my dear doctor. I’m not in the least 
ill, you know. 

Dr. Macfarlane: Still, don’t try to do too much. You’re 
not quite a young woman, you know. Good-bye, 
Sylvia. 

[Stlvia does not answer. Dr. Macfarlane goes out. 
Sylvia advances into the room and then turns and looks 
again at the door tbroti^ which John must come. She 
does all she can to control her gpeat nervousness . 

Mrs. Wharton; Sylvia, is anything the matter? 

Sylvia: No. Why? 

Mrs. Wharton: You seem so strange. 
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Sylvia: [Pujing m atteniion to the remark.] John is just 
coming. 

Mrs. Wharton: You know, my dear, it seems to me that 
in this life most difficulties can be arranged if both 
parties are willing to give way a little. 

Sylvia: Sometimes it’s impossible to give way, and then the 
only hope is — a. miracle. 

\She says the last word with a little smile to comeal the fact 
that she attaches the ff-eatest importance to it. John 
comes in. He is pale and looks extremely tired. He 
stops for a moment in surprise on seeing his mother. 
He goes over and kisses her. 

John: Oh, mother, 1 thought you were upstairs. I’m afraid 
I’m very late. 

Mrs. Wharton: It doesn’t matter, my dear. How dread- 
fully white you look. 

John: I went for a walk this morning. I’ve had nothing to 
eat. I’m rather tired. 

Mrs. Wharton: My dear, you frighten me, your face is all 
drawn and pinched. 

John; Oh, mother, don’t worry about me. I shall be all 
right after breakfast. After all, it’s quite enough to have 
one invalid on your hands. 

[Mrs. Wharton looks at him in surprise. Sylvia 
gives a nervous start, but immediately controls herself. 

Sylvia: Have yon been — ^where you said you were going? 

John: Yes. 

[Sylvia opens her mouth to speak, but stops; she g/ves 
John a long, searching look; she realises that what she 
had hoped for has not taken place, and with a little gasp 
of misery turns away her bead and sinks, defected and 
exhausted, into a chair. John has held her look with 
bis and now turns to bis mother. 

John: Is father asleep? 

Mrs. Wharton: {With a little shiver.] John; 
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John: What’s the matter? 

Mrs. Wharton: I thought you knew. My dearest, your 
father’s dead. 

John: Motherl 

Mrs. Wharton: I asked Sylvia to break it to you. I 
thought. . . . 

Sylvia: [Li a dull voice.\ I didn’t tell him when you asked 
me to, Mrs. Wharton. 

John: I don’t understand. It seems impossible. He was 
well enough last night. When did he die? 

Mrs. Wharton: At about seven this morning. 

John: But, mother dear, why didn’t you call me? 

Mrs. Wharton: I didn’t expect it. We’d been tallcing and 
he said he was tired and he thought he could sleep a 
little. Pie do2ed off quietly, and in a little while I saw he 
was dead. 

John: Oh, my poor mother, how will you bear your grief? 

Mrs. Wharton; You Icnow, it’s so strange, I’m not in the 
least unhappy. I don’t feel that he’s left me. I feel him 
just as near to me as before. I don’t know how to 
explain it to you. I think he’s never been so much alive as 
now. Oh, John, I know that the soul is immortal. 

John; Darling, I’m so glad you’re not unhappy. Your dear 
eyes are positively radiant. 

Mrs. Wharton: If you only knew what I seem to see with 
theml 

J ohn: Won’t you take me up and let me see him? 

Mrs. Wharton: I think the women are not done yet, John. 
I’ll go up and see. I’ll call you as soon as everything is 
ready. 

John: I’m sorry I’ve caused you so much pain since I came 
back, mother. I wish I could have avoided it. 

Mrs. Wharton: [She puts hit arms round bis neck, and he kissts 
Aer.] My dear son! 
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[She goes out. John goes towards the window and looks 
out into the garden. For a moment Stlvta does not 
dare to speak to him. At last she makes an effort. 

Sylvia: [Desperately.'\ Joha, whatever you liave to say to 
me, say it. 

John: [With frigid politeness^ I don’t think I have anything 
in particular to say to you. 

Sylvia: I suppose you think I’m just a wicked liar. 

John: I ask you no questions. I make you no reproaches. 
What is the matter? 

Sylvia: Oh, John, after all we’ve been to one another it’s 
brutal to talk to me like that. If you think I did wrong, 
say so. 

John: Why? 

Sylvia; You’re cruel and hard. [She goes up to him.] John, 
you must listen to me. 

John; Well? 

Sylvia; Your mother asked me to tell you of your father’s 
death. I concealed it from you. I told you a whole tissue 
of lies. I traded deliberately on your tenderness for your 
father. I was horrified at myself. It was my only chance 
of getting you to take the Communion. 

John: If you’d had any affection for me, you couldn’t have 
done such an abominable thing. If you’d had any 
respect for me, you couldn’t have done it. 

Sylvia; Let me speak, John. 

John: Be quietl You’ve insisted on talking about it, and 
now, by God, you’re going to listen to me. Do you 
know what I felt? Shame. When I took the bread and 
the wine, I thought they’d choke me. Because once I 
believed so devoutly it seemed to me that I was doing 
an awful thing. Deliberately, with full knowledge of 
what I was doing, I told a dirty lie. And I feel dirty to the 
depths of my soul. 
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Sylvia: I thought perhaps it wouldn’t be a lie. I had to do 
it, John. It was my only chance. 

John: Why did you do it? 

Sylvia: Don’t look at me so sternly. I can’t bear it. You 
frighten me. I can’t collect my thoughts. 

John: Why did you do it? Shall I tell you? Because at the 
back of all youi Christian humility there’s the desire to 
dominate. It isn’t so much that I didn’t believe as that I 
didn’t bcHeve what you wanted me to believe. You 
wanted to grind my face in the dust. 

Sylvia: [PassJaaa/e^.J John, if you oidy knewl I only 
thought of you. I only thought of you all the time. 

John: Don’t be such a hypocrite. 

Sylvia: [BroAe/i/y.] I expected a miracle. 

John: At this time of day? 

Sylvia: For God’s sake have mercy on mel It was your 
mother who put the idea in my head. Your father 
received the Communion last night. 

John: You have no charity for human weakness. You were 
all so terrified that he shouldn’t make an edifying end. 
As if it mattered if the poor dear’s nerve failed him at the 
last. 

Sylvia: [Eagerly.] But it didn’t. That’s just it. You 
noticed your mother’s face yourself. Notwithstanding 
all her grief she’s happy. Do you know why? 

John: Why? 

Sylvia: [As though sudden/j inspired.] Because when he’d 
received the Blessed Sacrament the fear of death left him. 
He was once more a brave and gallant gentleman. He 
bad no dread any longer of the perilous journey before 
him. He was happy to die. 

John; [More gently.] Is that true? Dear father, I’m very 
glad. 

Sylvia: It was a miracle. It was a miracle. 
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John: I still don’t follow. 

Symia; I thought that when you knelt at the chance! steps, 
and received the Communion as you used to receive it 
when you were a boy, all the feelings of your boyhood 
would rush back on you. I had to make you take it. 

John: In my frame of mind? Surely I had no right to. 

Sylvia: I know. That’s what makes my sin the greater. 
Perhaps I was mad. To God all things are possible. 1 
felt certain you’d believe. 

John: [Ve^ £rave^.J Perhaps you have worked a miracle, 
but not the one you expected. 

Sylvia; What do you mean? 

John: When you said you wouldn’t marry me I was — was 
knocked endways — felt like a man who’s been ship- 
wrecked. All my plans for the future had been bound up 
with you. I couldn’t imagine it without you. I felt 
utterly forlorn. 

Sylvia: But don’t you know what it cost me? 

John: At first I couldn’t think you meant it. When you 
said you didn’t love me, I couldn’t believe it. It seemed 
too preposterous. I was awfully miserable, Sylvia. 

Sylvia: John, I didn’t want you to be unhappy. 

John: And then, when I received the Communion some- 
thing quite strange took place in me. I can’t tell you 
what I felt. I felt as though mother had heard me 
saying something obscene. I forced myself to g(f 
through with it, because I really did think it might 
give poor father some peace of mind. But it was you who 
made me do it. The thought of you filled me with 
horror. 

Sylvia: [Wr/A Johnl 

John: You’ve cured me, Sylvia. I ought to be grateful 
to you for that. My love for you has fallen from me as a 
doak might fall from one’s shoulders. 1 see the truth 
now. You were quite right. In these long years we’ve 
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become different people and we have nothing to say to 
one another any more. 

Sylvia; \Passionatelj^ But I love you, John! How can 
you be so blind? Don’t you see that I only did it because 
I loved you? Oh, John, you can’t leave me nowl I’ve 
waited for you all these years. I’ve longed for you to 
come back. Forgive me if I did wrong. I can’t lose you 
now. I love you, John, you won’t leave me? 

John: [Afteramment'spause.'\ Of course I won’t leave you. 
I thought you didn’t want to marry me. 

Sylvia; [Hardly knowing what she is siting.] I’m not young 
any more. I’ve lost my freshness. I’ve got nobody 
but you now. Oh, John, don’t forsake mel I couldn’t 
bear it. 

John; [As tbougp be were talking to a ebild.'\ My dear, don’t 
distress yourself. I’m not thinking of forsaking you. 
Wo’ll be married as soon as ever we can. 

Sylvia: Yes, we’ll be married, won’t we? I love you so 
much, John, I’ll make you love me. I couldn’t lose you 
now. I’ve waited too long. 

John: Come, darling, you mustn’t be unhappy. It’s all 
settled now. Dry your eyes. You don’t want to look a 
fright, do you? 

Sylvia; [Clinging to him, ^ I’m so miserable. 

John: Nonsense, give me a nice kiss, and we’ll forget all 

>' about our troubles. I’ll try to make you a good husband, 
Sylvia. I’ll do all I can to make you happy. Give me a 
kiss. 

[Whet! he seeks to raise her face in order to kiss her, she 
teen's herself violently from him. 

Sylvia: No, don’t! Don’t touch mel God give me strength! 
I’m so pitifully weak. 

John: Sylvia! 

SYI.VIA: Don’t come near mel For God’s sake! [She puts 
her hands before her face, trying to control and to collect 
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herself, and there is a moment's pause.] It never occurred 
to me that you didn’t care for me any more, and when 
you told me, for a moment I lost my head. Forgive me 
for that, dear, and forget it. I’m not going to marry 
you, 

John: Now, Sylvia, don’t be idiotic. It would be so 
unseemly if I had to drag you to the altar by the hair 
of your head. 

Sylvia: You’re very kind, John. I suppose it wouldn’t be 
very good form to back out of it now. I’m poor, and 
I’ve wasted my best years waiting for you. You needn’t 
worry about what is going to happen to me. I can earn 
my living as well as other women. 

John: Oh, Sylvia, you’re torturing yourself and me. Can’t 
you forget what I said in a moment of exasperation? You 
must know how deep my affection is for you. 

Sylvia: I don’t want to forget. It is the will of God. I lied. 
I did an abominable and evil thing, I don’t think you 
can imagine how terrible my sin has been. I risked my 
soul to save you, John, and God has inflicted on me a 
punishment infinitely less than I deserved. He has taken 
out of your heart the love you bore me. 

John: But you love me, Sylvia. 

Sylvia: Better than anyone in the world. I’ve loved you 
ever since I was a child of ten. That’s only the weakness 
of my flesh. My soul exults in the great mercy that God 
has shown me. 

John: Oh, my dear, you’re going to be so unhappy. 

Sylvia: No, don’t be sorry for me. You’ve given me a great 
opportunity. 

John: IP 

Sylvia: Fve been mortified because I was able to do so little 
in the war. I knew it was my duty to stay here and look 
after mother. But I wanted to go out to France and do 
my bit like all my friends. 
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John; That was very natural. 

S’SXVIa: Now at last I have the chance to do something. No 
sacrifice is worthless in the eyes of God. A broken and a 
contrite heart, O God, thou wilt not despise. I sacrifice 
now all that was precious to me in the world, my love 
and my hope of happiness in this life, and I sacrifice it 
with a cheerful heart, and I pray that God may accept it. 
So shall I do my part to atone for the sins which have 
brought on this horrible war. 

John: It would have been better if I’d never come back. 
I’ve caused misery and sufiering to all of you. 

Stlvia: John, you took away the ring you gave me when 
we became engaged. You threw it in the fire. 

John: I’m afraid that was very silly of me. I did it in a 
moment of bitterness. 

Stlvia: You went into Canterbury to buy a wedding ring. 
What have you done with it? 

John: I have it here. Why? 

Stlvia: Can I have it? 

John; Of course. 

[He takes it out of bis waistcoat pocket, and, wondering, 
gfves it to her. 

Stlvia; [dipping the ring on her finger. I will put the love of 
man out of my life. I will turn from what is poor and 
transitory to what is everlasting. I will be the bride of 
One whose love is never denied to them that seek it. 
The love of God is steadfast and enduring. I can put all 
my trust in that and I shall never find it wanting. . . . 
Good-bye, John, God bless you now and always. 

John: Good-bye, dear child. 

[She goes out quickly. In a minute Kate comes in. She is 
carrying a square wooden box in which are papers, 
firewood a hearth-brush, and a large soiled gfm. 

Kate; Please, sir, Mrs. Wharton says, will you go upstairs 
now? 
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John: Yes, 

[He goes oat. Kate goes to the fireplace, kneels donn, pats 
on the glove and begins to raltje out the ashes. The 
Cook inters. She is a stout homely body of forty-five. 

Cook: The butcher’s come, Kate. I don’t exactly lite to go 
up to Mrs. Wharton just now. I’ve got the cold beef for 
lunch, but they’U be wanting something for dinner. 

K.^TE: Oh, well, they always like best end. You can’t go far 
wrong if you have that. 

Cook; I’ve got a fine lot of pease. 

Kate: Well, they’ll do nicely. 

Cook: I was thinking I’d make a frait tart. I think p’raps 
I’d better order two and a half pounds of best end. 

[She gow oat. Kate coniinites to lay the fire. 

THE end 
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A PLAY 




CHARACTERS 


Leonard Ardslet 
Charlotttb Ardslet, his wife 
Sydney, his son 

Lois } unmarried daughters 

Ethel Bartlett, his married daughter 
Howard Bartlett, her husband 
Collie Stratton, Commander, R.N. 
Wilfred Cedar 
Gwen, his wife 

Dr. Prentice, Mrs. Ardsley’s brother 
Gertrude, the Ardslcys’ parlourmaid 


Tie aetion takes place in the Ardslejf hoit\e at Ranblestcn, 
a small countrj town in Kent near the cathedral c'.lj of StanLirj 
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ACT I 

Tie seene is a terrace at the back of the ArdskjT bouse. French 
windows lead out on it from the bouse, and beyond is the 
garden. 

Leonard Ardslet is the only solicitor in 'Rambleston and bis 
bouse faces the village street. Fart of it is used as his office. 
Tea is laid. It is five o’clock on a warm afternoon in September, 
Mrs. Ardsley is sitting in a chair, hemming a napkin. She is 
a thin, ff-ey-baired wotnan of more thasi siecty, with a severe 
face but kind eyes. She is very quietly dressed. 

The Maid brings in the tea. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Is it tea-time? 

Gertrude: The church clock’s striking now, ma’am. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [Getting up and putting her sewing asidei\ Go 
down to the tennis court and tell them that tea is ready. 
Gertrude: Very good, ma’am. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Have you told Mr. Sydney? 

Gertrude: Yes, ma’am. 

[She goes out into the garden. Mrs. Ardsley brings 
two or three light chairs up to the table. Sydney 
comes in from the bouse. He is a beaiy man of hard 
on forty, with a big, fat face. He is blind and walks 
with a stick, but he knows bis wey about and moves 
with little hesitation. 

Mrs. Ardsley; 'Where would you like to sit, dear? 
Sydney: Anywhere. 

[He lets himself down into a chair by the table and puts 
down bis stick. 
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Mrs. Ardsley: What have you been doing all the afternoon? 

Sydney: Nothing very much. Knitting a bit. 

Mas. Ardsley: Ethel’s here. Howard’s coining to fetch her 
on his way home from Stanbury. He’s gone to the 
cattle-market. 

Sydney: I suppose he’ll be as tight as a drum. 

Mrs, Ardsley; Sydaeyl 

Sydney: [VW/i a little cbHcklt\ What rot it all is. Does 
Ethel really think we don’t know he drinks? 

Mrs, Ardsley: She’s proud. She doesn’t want to admit 
that she made a mistake. 

Sydney: I shall never stop asking mjrself what on earth she 
saw in him. 

Mels. Ardsley; Everything was so different then. He looked 
very nice in uniform. He was an officer. 

Sydney: You and father ought to have put your foot down. 

Mrs. Ardsley: They were madly in love with one another. 
When all that slaughter was going on it seemed so 
snobbish to object to a man because he was just a small 
tenant farmer. 

Sydney; Did you think the war was going on for ever? 

Mrs. Ardsley: No, but it looked as though the world 
would be a changed place when it stopped. 

Sydney: It’s funny when you think of it. Everything goes 
on in the same old way, except that we’re all broke to 
the wide and a few hundred thousand fellows like me 
have had our chance of making a good job of life 
snatched away from us. 

[Mrs. Ardsley gists a sigf) and makes an unhappy 
gesture. Sydney utters a little sardonic chuckle. 
Cheer up, mother. You must console yourself by 
thinking that you’ve got a hero for a son. M.C. and 
mentioned in despatches. No one can say I didn’t do 
my bit. 
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Mrs. Ardsi-Ey: They’re just coming. 

[Gv’en Cedar and Ethel Bartlett corns in Jro/.i 
the garden. Ethel Bartlett, Mrs. Ardsley’s 
second dangbier^ is a handsome woman of thirtj-fivc, 
with regtdar features and fine eyes. Gwen Cedar 
is fifty, a good deal painted, with dyed hair; she is 
too smartly Messed in a manner hardly becoming to 
her age. She has the mechanical brightness of a woman 
who is desperately banging on to the remains of her 
youth. 

Ethel: The others are coming as soon as they’ve finished 
the set. HuUoa, Sydney. 

Sydney: Hulloa. 

Gwen: {Shaking hands with html\ How are you to-day, 
Sydney? You’re looking very well. 

Sydney: Oh, Pm all right, thanks. 

Gwen; Busy as a bee as usual, I suppose. You’re simply 
amazing. 

Mrs. Ardslby: [T^ing to head her off.] Let me give you 
some tea. 

Gwen: I do admire you. I mean, you must have great 
strength of character. 

Sydney: {With a ffin,] A will of iron. 

Gwen: I remember when I was ill last spring and they 
kept me in a darkened room for neatly a week, it was 
quite intolerable. But I kept on saying to myself, well, 
it’s no thing compared to what poor Sydney has to put 
up with. 

Sydney: And you were right. 

Mrs. Ardsiey: One lump of sugar? 

Gwen: Oh, no, I never take sugar. It’s Lent all the year 
round for me, {Bright^ attacking Sydney againl] It’s a 
marvel to me how you pass the time. 
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Sydney: Charming women like you are very sweet to me, 
and my sisters ate good enough to play chess with me. 
I improve my mind by reading, 

Gwen: Oh, yes, Braille. I love reading. I always read at 
least one novel a day. Of course Fve got a head like a 
sieve. D’you know, it’s often happened to me to read 
a novel right through and never remember till the end 
that I’d read it before. It always makes me so angry. I 
mean, it’s such a waste of time. 

Sydney: How’s the farm, Ethel? 

Ethel: We’re maldng the most of the fine weather. 

Gwen: It must be so interesting, living on a farm. Making 
butter and all that sort of thing. 

Ethel: One’s at it from morning till night. It keeps one 
from thinking. 

Gwen; But of course you have people to do all the rough 
work for you. 

Ethel: What makes you think that? 

Gwen: You don’t mean to say you do it yourself. How on 
earth d’you keep your hands? 

Ethel: \WUb a g^anee at them^ smiling^ I don’t. 

\Tbtre is a sound of voices from the garden, 

Mrs. Ardsley: Here are the others. 

[Her two daughters come in with the two men they have 
been playing with. These are Wilfred Cedar and 
Collie Stratton. Wilfred Cedar is a stout, 
elderly man, but well preserved, with a red face and 
grey, crispy curling hair. He is stout, jovial, brees^' 
and sensual. He is out to enjty all the good things of 
life. Collie Stratton is between thirty-five and 
forty. He has been in the Royal Nosy and has the 
rather school-boyish manner of those men who have 
never quite gyown up. He has a pleasant, frank look, 
Eva is Mrs. Ardsley’s eldest doubter. She is 
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thin and of a somewhat haggard appearance. She is 
very gentle, a trifle subdued, bat she does not give you 
the impression of being at peace with herself. B:br: i 
the placidity is a strange restlessness. She is thirty - 
nine. Lois Ardsley is the yourgcst of the family. 
She is twenty-six, but the peaceful, tnomtonous life 
she has led has preserved her youth and she looks little 
more than twenty. She is gay and natural. She is a 
very pretty young woman, but what is even more 
attractive in her than her blue ^es and straight nose 
is the air she has of immense healthiness. 

Lois; Tea. Tea. Tea, 

Wilfred; By George, they made us run about, Hulloa, 
Sydney, 

Mrs. Ardsley: How were you playing? 

Wilfred: Lois and me against Eva and Collie. 

Eva: Of course Wilfred’s in a different class from us. 

Collie; That forehand drive of yours is devilish. 

Wilfred: I’ve had a lot of practice, you know, piaying in 
tournaments on the Riviera and so on. 

Gwen; Of course he was too old for singles, but a few 
years ago he was one of the best doubles players in 
Cannes. 

Wilfred: [Nar too pleased\ I don’t know that I play any 
worse than I played a few years ago. 

Gwen: Well, you can’t expect to get across the court as 
you used to when you were young. I mean, that’s silly. 

Wilfred: Gwen always talks as if I was a hundred. What 
I say is, a woman’s as old as she looks and a man as 
old as he feels. 

Sydney; It has been said before. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [To Wilfred.] How do you like your tea? 

Lois: Oh, mother, I’m sure they want a drink. 



lOo FOR SERVICES RENDERED ACTI 

Wilfred: Clever girl. 

Mrs. Ardsley: What •would you like? 

Wilfred: Well, a glass of beer sounds good to me. What 
about you. Collie? 

Collie: Suits me. 

Eva; I’ll tell Gertrude. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [As Eva is golng^ Tell your father that if 
he wants any tea he’d better come noiv. 

Eva: Very well. 

[Sbe goes into the boast. 

Wilfred: Damned convenient for your husband hav ing 
his office in the house. 

Lois: He’s got a private door so that he can slip away 
without the clients seeing him. 

G'Wen: Evie’s looking a little tired, I think. 

Mrs. Ardsley: She’s been rather nervy lately. I’ve wanted 
her uncle to have a look at her, but she won’t let him. 

Gwen: So sad the man she was engaged to being killed in 
the war. 

Mrs. Ardsley: They were very much in love with one 
another. 

Ethel: She’s never really got over it, poor dear. 

Gwen: Pity she never found anyone else she liked, 

Mrs. Ardsley: In a place like this she could hardly hope to. 
By the end of the war there were very few young men 
Irft. And girls were growing up all the time. 

Gwen: I heard there was someone. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Not very desirable. I believe he did ask her 
but she refused him. 

Gwen: I’m told he -wasn’t quite, quite. It’s always a 
mistake to marry out of one’s own class. It’s never a 
success. 



ACT I 


101 


FOR SERVICES RENDERED 

[Gwen has dropped a brick. Ethel has married 
beneath her. 

Lois: Oh, what nonsense. As if that sort of thing mattered 
any more. It depends on the people, not on their class. 

[Gwen suddenly realises robot she has said, gives Ethel a 
hurried look and tries to make everjfhhig right. 

Gwen; Oh, of course. I didn’t mean that. All sorts of 
people keep shops nowadays and go in for poultry farm- 
ing and things like that. I don’t mind what a man is as 
long as he’s a gentleman. 

Collie: It’s a relief to hear you say that, as I run a garage. 

Gwen: That’s just what I mean. It doesn’t matter your 
running a garage. After all you were in the Navy and you 
commanded a destroyer. 

Sydney: To say nothing of having the D.S.O. and the 
Legion of Honour. 

Wilfred: In point of fact what made you go into the motor 
business when you were axed. Collie? 

Collie; I had to do something. I was a pretty good 
mechanic. I got a bonus, you know, and I thought I 
might just as well put it into that as anything else. 

Wilfred: I suppose you do pretty well out of the motor- 
buses. 

Collie: Lot of expenses, you know. 

[Gertrude comes out of the house with two tankards of 
beer on a tray. 

Wilfred: Look what’s here. 

[He takes one of the tankards and takes a great pull at it. 
Eva comes back. 

Eva: Father’s just coming. He wants to see you. Collie. 

Collie: Oh, does he? 

Wilfred: That doesn’t look too good, old man. When a 
solicitor wants to see you it’s generally that he has some- 
thing disagreeable to say to you. 
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Lois: Hurry up and finish your beer and -ws’ll give them 
their revenge. It’ll be getting dark soon. 

Gwen: Oh, are you going to play again, Wilfred? Don’t 
you think it’s time we went home? 

Wilfred: What’s the hurry? You take the car. I’ll have 
another set and I’ll walk back. 

Gwen: Oh, if you’re not coming, I’ll wait. 

Wilfred: [T/yi/i£ to hide his irritation behind bis joviality^ 
Oh, come on, you can trust me out of your sight just 
this once. I promise to be a good boy. 

little look passes between them. She stifles a si^ and 
smiles brightly. 

Gwen: Oh, all right. A brisk walk won’t do your figure any 
harm. 

[She turns towards Mrs. Ardslet to say gpod-Iye. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I’ll come as far as the door with you. 

[The two of them go out. 

Sydney; Where’s my stick, Evie? [She groes it to him and he 
gets npl\ I think I’ll totter down to the court and see 
how you all play. 

Ethel: I’ll come with you, shall P 

Eva: I think I’d better get some fresh tea for father. 

Lois: Hurry up, then, or the light’ll be going. 

Eva: I shan’t be a minute. 

[JiJ? goes into the house. 

Lois: Wliat should we do in this house without Evie? 

Sydney: What would Evie do without us? You can’t 
sacrifice yourself unless there’s someone about whom 
you can sacrifice yourself for. 

Wilfred: You’re a cynical bloke. 

Lois: [With a smilel\ And ungrateful. 

Sydney: Not at all. It’s jam for Evie to have an invalid to 
look after. If she could make me see by saying a magic 
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word, d’you think she’d say it? Not on your life- 
Nature destined her to be a saint and it’s damned lucky 
for her that I’m around to give her the opportunity of 
earning a heavenly crown. 

Ether: [WiW a chuckle^ Come on, give me your arm. 

Stdney: [Putting on a eotkney accent^ Sparc a coppet for a 
poor blind man, sir. 

\Thty go out. 

Lois: I’ll just go and hunt for that ball. I tliink I know 
more or less where it is. 

Wilfred: I’d come with you if I weren’t so lazy. 

Lois: No, stay there. You’ll only wreck the flower beds 
with your big feet. 

Wilfred: I like that. I flatter myself not many men of my 
size have smaller feet than I have. 

Lois: Modest fellow, aren’t you? Give me a shout when 
Evie comes. 

[She disappears into the garden. 

Wilfred: Good-looking girl that. Nice too. And she’s got 
a head on her shoulders. 

Collie: Plays a good game of tennis. 

Wilfred: Funny she shouldn’t have been snapped up 
before now. If I was a young fellow and single I 
shouldn’t hesitate. 

Collie: She hasn’t got much chance here, poor thing. Who 
the devil is there she can marry in a place like this? 

Wilfred: I wonder you don’t have a cut in yourself. 

Collie: I’m fifteen years older than she is. And I haven’t 
got a bean. 

Wilfred: Girls nowadays who live in the country have to 
take what they can get. 

Collie: Nothing doing as far as I’m concerned. 

Wilfred: [With a shrewd look at bim\ OhI 
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Collie: Why d’you want to know? 

Wilfred: Only that she’s a nice girl and I’d like to see her 
settled. 

Collie: I say, old man, I suppose you wouldn’t do me a 
favour. 

Wilfred: Of course, I will, old boy. What is it? 

Collie: Well, to tell you the truth, I’m in a bit of a hole. 

Wilfred: Sorry to hear that. What’s it all about? 

Collie: Business has been rotten lately. 

Wilfred: I know it has. And I don’t know when things 
are going to improve. I can tell you I’m damned glad 
I got out when the going was good. 

Collie; I expect you are. 

Wilfred: Everyone told me I was a fool to retire. But I 
smelt a rat. I said, no. I’ve worked a good many years 
and I’ve made a packet. Now I’m going to live like a 
gentleman. I sold out at the top of the market. Just 
in time. 

Collie; Lucky. 

Wilfred: Lucky be damned. Clever, I call it. 

Collie: Look here, old man, I hate asking you, but I’m 
terribly hard up just now. I should be awfully grateful 
if you could lend me a bit. 

Wilfred: [Ve>y beartily.] Why, my dear old boy, of course 
1 will. I’m always glad to oblige a friend. How much 
d’you want? 

Collie: That’s awfully kind of you. Could you manage 
two hundred pounds? 

Wilfred: Oh, I say, that’s teal money. I thought you were 
going to say a tenner. Two hundred pounds is quite 
another story. 

Collie: It’s not very much for you. 

Wilfred: I’m not made of money, you know. My invest- 
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ments have gone down like eveiybody else’s. Believe 
me, I haven’t got more than 1 can spend. 

Coleie: I’m in a most awful Jam. 

Wilfred: Why don’t you go to the bank? 

Collie; I’m overdrawn already. They won’t lend rne 
a bob. 

Wilfred: But haven’t you got any security? 

Collie; Not that they’ll accept. 

Wilfred: Then what d’you expect me to lend you the 
money on? 

Collie: I’ll give you my word of honour to return it as 
soon as ever I can. 

Wilfred: My dear old boy, you’re a damned good cliap 
and a D.S.O. and all that sort of thing, but this is 
business. 

Collie: You’ve known me for six months now. You must 
know I’m honest. 

Wilfred: I took a furnished house down here for my wife’s 
health, and when I heard you’d been in the navy of 
course I came to you for my petrol and tyres and 
repairs. I know it’s hard for you fellows who’ve been 
axed. I’ve paid all my bills on the naiL 

Collie; I’ve given you good service. 

Wilfred: I know you have. Tm very sorry your garage 
hasn’t proved a good proposition. If you’d been a 
business man you’d have known it was crazy to settle 
down in a little tin-pot place like this. But I really don’t 
see that I’m called upon to make you a present of two 
hundred, pounds. 

Collie: I’m not asking it as a present. 

Wilfred: It comes to the same thing. I’ve lent dozens of 
fellows money and they never pay it back. I think it’s 
a bit thick to ask me to lend you a sum like that. 



Io6 FOR SERVICES R E D E R E D jiCTl 

Coixie: You don’t think I like it. T tell you I’m absolutely 
up against it. It means life and death to me. 

Wilfred: Fm awfully sotiy, old boy, but there’s nothing 
doing. ... I wonder if Lois has found that ball yet. 

[JJtf gets up and goes into the garden. Collie sits on 
dejectedly. In a moment Eva comes in with the 
teapot. 

Eva; What’s the matter? You’re looking terribly depressed. 

CoLUE; \J!rying to collect himself.^ I’m sorry. 

Eva: Are they waiting for us? 

Collie: [With a slight sigh.] I suppose so. 

Eva: Tell me what the matter is. 

Collie: [Forcing a smile.] It wouldn’t interest you. 

Eva: Why do you say that? Don’t you know that anything 
that concerns you interests me. 

Collie: That’s very sweet of you. 

Eva; I suppose I’m rather reserved. It’s difficult for me to 
show my feelings. I should like you to look upon me 
as a friend. 

Collie: I do. 

Eva: Tell me what it is then. Perhaps I can help you. 

Collie: I’m afraid not. I think you’ve got troubles enough 
of your own without sharing mine. 

Eva: You mean looking after Sydney. I don’t look upon 
that as a trouble. I’m glad to do what I can for the poor 
boy. When I think of what the war did to him, it’s 
only right that I should sacrifice myself. 

Collie; It’s very good of you, all the same. 

Eva; You sec, Ethel was matried and Lois was so young. 
Mother isn’t very strong. Looking after Sydney helped 
me to bear the loss of poor Ted. 

Collie; That was the man you were engaged to? 

Eva: Yes. 1 was terribly unhappy when he was killed. 
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Fm afraid I ms rather morbid about it. One can’t 
afford to give in, can one? I mean, life is given to us, 
and it’s our duty to make the best we can out of it. 

Collie: [Ra/hr vaguely \ Naturally one gets over everything 
in course of time. 

Eva: I suppose one ought to consider oneself fortunate 
that one can. And I think a girl ought to many, don’t 
you? I mean, it’s a woman’s province to have a home 
of her own and children to look after. 

Collie: Yes, I suppose it is. 

\Thert is a mmenfs pause. 

Eva: It’s rather strange that you should never have married. 
Collie. 

Collie: [With a grm.} I never had anything to marry oil 

Eva: Oh, money isn’t eveiything. A clever woman can 
manage on very little, [Brightly.] I must have a look 
round and see if I can’t fed someone to suit you. 

Collie: I’m afraid I’m too old now. 

Eva: Oh, what nonsense. You’re just the same age as I 
am. Every woman loves a sailor. Between you and 
me and the gate-post I don’t believe there’s a girl here 
who wouldn’t jump at the chance if you asked her. 

Collie: [A trifle embarrassed.] I’m not likely to do that. 

Eva: Arc you waiting for her to ask you? That’s wanting 
almost too much. 

Collie: I suppose it is really. 

Eva: After all, a nice girl can’t do much more than show a 
man she’s not indifferent to him and leave him to draw 
what conclusions he pleases. 

Collie: I’ve got an awful headadie. I wonder if you’d tell 
the others that I can’t play tennis again to-day. Perhaps 
Ethel will make a four. 
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Eva: Oh, my dear, I am sorry. Of course you mustn’t play. 
That’s quite all right. 

[Leonard Ardsley comes otrt from the house. He is a 
red-faced, hearty man of sixty-five, with blue ejes and 
white hair. He looks more like the old-fashioned 
sporting squire than the country solicitor. He is on 
familiar terms with the local gentry and in the season 
enjoys a d^s shooting. 

Oh, there you arc, father. We’ve all had tea. 

Ardsley: I had somebody with me. [With a nod to bim.'\ 
How are you, Stratton? Run along, Evie, FU help 
myself. I want to have a word with our young friend. 

Eva: Oh, all tight. 

[She goes out into the garden. 

Ardsley; Fve just seen Radley. 

Collie: Yes. 

Ardsley: I’m afraid I haven’t got very good news for you* 

Collie: He won’t wait? 

Ardsley: Pie can’t wait. 

Collie: Then what’s to be done? 

Ardsley: The only sensible thing is to file your petition. . 

Collie: It’s ridiculous. It’s only a matter of a hundred and 
eighty-seven pounds. I’m sure if I can hang on a little 
longer I can manage. When does Radley want to be 
paid? 

Ardsley: The first of the month. 

Collib: I’ve just got to get the money before then, that’s all. 

Ardsley: You’ve had a hard struggle and you’ve deserved 
to succeed. Believe me, no one will be sorrier than I 
if you’re beaten. You know, you needn’t worry about 
my fees. We’ll forget about them. 

Collie: That’s very kind of you. 

Ardsley: Not a bit of it. I think it’s very tough on you 
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fellov/s who’ve been Idcked out of the navy. A man 
■with your record. You put all your eggs in the one 
basket, didn’t you.5 

Coixie; Everything. If I go bust 1 haven’t a shilling. I’ll 
be thankful if I can get a job driving a motor bus. 

Ardsley; [C/;fen^.] Oh, I hope it won’t come to that. It 
would be rather a come-down for a man who’s com- 
manded a destroyer and has all the ribands you have. 

[Mrs. Ardsley comu out of the house with Da. 
Prentice. He is a tlAu, elderly man with iron-grey 
hair, a stem face and sem'ching eyes, 

HuUoa, Charlie. 

Prentice; How are you? Oh, Stratton. 

Ardsley: Just in time for a cup of tea. [To Collie.] Don’t 
you bother about us if you want to go and play tennis. 

Collie: No, I’m not playing any more. I’ll hop it. Good- 
bye, Mrs. Ardsley. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Arc you going already? 

Collie; I’m afraid I must. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Well, good-bye. Come ag.Tin soon. 

Collie: Good-bye. 

[He nods to the two men and goes out tbrou^ the house, 

Mrs. Ardsley: [To Prentice.] Will you have some tea? 

Prentice: No, thank you. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Collie looks rather worried. Is anything the 
matter? 

Prenttce: I’m told his garage isn’t doing any too well. 

Ardsley: It’s the same old story. All these ex-ofBcers. 
They go into business without knowing anything about 
it. And by the time they’ve learnt how many beans 
make five they’ve lost every bob they’d got. 

Mrs. Ardsley; It’s very hard on them. 

Ardsley; Of course it is. But what’s to be done about it? 
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The nation can’t afford itself the luxury of supporting 
an army of officers it has no use for, 

Prentice: The unfortunate thing is that the lives they’ve 
led in the service has unfitted them for the rough and 
tumble of ordinary life. 

Ardslet: Well, I must get back to my office. Is this just a 
friendly call, Charlie, or arc you hunting a patient? 
Personally, I am in robust health, thank you very much. 

Prentice: [With humour^ That’s what you say. I expect 
your blood pressure’s awful. 

Ardsley: Get along with you. I’ve never had a day’s illness 
in my life. 

Prentice: Well, don’t blame me if you have a stroke. I 
always have my suspicions about a man who looks as 
well as you do. 

Mrs. Ardsuey: As a matter of fact, I wanted to have a little 
talk with Charlie about Eva. She’s been very jumpy 
lately. 

Ardsley: Oh, that’s only your fancy, my dear. She’s getting 
a little old maidish. The great thing is to give her 
occupation. Fortunately Sydney gives her plenty to do. 

Prentice: Sydney keeping pretty fit? 

Mrs. Ardsley: As fit as can be expected. 

Ardseey: Poor old Sydney. The only thing we can do is 
to make things as easy for him as we can. It’s been a 
great blow to me. I was hoping he’d go into the 
business. He’d have been able to take a lot of the work 
off my hands now. I’ve paid for the war all right. 

Prentice: [Wi/i a twinkle in his eyel\ He has too, in a way, 

Ardseey: Of course. But he’s got used to it. Invalids do, 
you know. Well, it’s lucky Pve got my health and 
strength. Anyhow, I must go back and do a job of 
work. 

[Hff nods to the doctor and goes into the house. 
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Prentice; Leonard’s a -wonderfiil fellow. He alwafs looks 
at the bright side of things. 

Mrs. Ardslet: It’s a strength. 

Prentice; You’ve spoilt him. 

Mrs. Ardsuey; I’ve loved him. 

Prentice; I wonder why. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [Wifi a smile . I can’t imagine. I suppose 
because he can never see further than the end of his 
nose and I’ve always had to take care that he didn’t trip 
over the obvious and hurt himself. 

Prentice: You’ve been a good wife and mother, Charlotte. 
There aren’t many left like you now. 

Mrs. Ardsiey: Times are difficult. I think one should make 
allowances for all these young things who are faced with 
problems that we never dreamed of. 

Prentice; What did you want to say to me about Evic? 

Mrs. Ardsley: I want her to come and see you. She’s been 
losing weight. I’m rather uneasy about her. 

Prentice; I daresay she wants a holiday. I’ll have a talk 
to her. But you know Fm more concerned about you. 
I don’t like this pain you’ve been complaining of. 

Mrs. Ardsuey: I don’t think it’s very important. It’s just 
pain, you know. I suppose most women of my age have 
it now and then. 

Prentice: I’ve been thinking about it. I want you to let 
me make a proper examination. 

Mrs. Ardsuey; I’d hate it. 

Prentice: I’m not a bad doctor, you know, even though I 
am your brother. 

Mrs. Ardsley: You can’t do anything for me. When the 
pain gets bad I take some aspirin. It’s no good making 
afiiss. 
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Prentice: If you won’t let me examine you I shall go to 
Leonard. 

Mrs. Ardsusy: No, don’t do that. He’ll have a fit. 

Prentice: Come along, then. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Now? 

Prentice: Yes, now. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I disliked you when you were a little boy 
and used to make me bowl to you, and every year that 
has passed since then has made me dislike you more. 

Prentice: You’re a wrinkled old hag, Charlotte, and women 
ought to be young and pretty, but upon my word there’s 
something about you that I can’t help lildng. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [J’/Wi/wg.] You fool. 

[Lois and Wilfred Cedar saunter in from the garden. 

Lois: Hulloa, Uncle Charlie. Tennis is OS'. Evle says 
Collie’s got a bad head. 

Mrs, Ardsley; He’s gone home. 

Prentice: I’m just taking your mother off to have a look 
at her. 

Lois: Oh, mother, you’re not ill? 

Mrs. Ardsley: No, darling, of course not. Uncle Charlie’s 
an old fuss-pot. 

[Tbej go into tbt bouse, 

Wilfred: D’you want me to take myself off? 

Lois: No, sit down. Would you like a drink? 

Wilfred: Not at the moment. Let’s have a talk. 

Lois: The days ate drawing in. Oh, how I hate the winter. 

Wilfred: It must be pretty grim down here. 

Lois: The windl When d’you go south? 

Wilfred: Oh, not for another month. 

Lois: Shall you take a house here again next year? 

Wilfred: I don’t know. Would you like me to? 
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Lois: Naturally. It’s awful when there’s no one at the 
hlanor. 

Wilfred: D’you know, you’re a very pretty girl. 

Lois: It doesn’t do me much good. 

Wilfred: I wonder you don’t go on the stage. 

Lois: One can’t go on the stage just like that. 

Wilfred: With your looks you could always get a job in 
the chorus. 

Lois: Can you see father’s face if I suggested it? 

Wilfred: You haven’t got much chance of marrying in a 
place like this. 

Lois: Ob, I don’t know. Someone may rurn up. 

Wilfred: I believe you’d be a success on the stage. 

Lois: One has to have training. At least a year. Fd have 
to live in London. It costs money. 

Wilfred: I’ll pay. 

LoiS: You? What do you mean? 

Wilfred: Well, Fm not exactly a poor man. I can't bear 
the thought of your going to seed in a rotten little hole 
like this. 

Lois: Don’t be silly. How can I take money from you? 

Wilfred: Why not? I mean, it’s absurd at this time of day 
to be conventional, 

Lois: What do you think Gwen would say? 

Wilfred: She needn’t know. 

Lois: Anyhow, it’s too late. I’m twenty-six. One has to start 
at eighteen. . . , It’s extraordinary how the years slip 
by, I didn’t realise I was grown up till I was twenty. 
I vaguely thought of becoming a typist or a hospital 
nurse. But I never got beyond thinking of it. I suppose 
I thought I’d marry. 

Wilfred: What’ll you do if you don’t? 

p* 
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Lois: Become an old maid. Be the solace of my parents* 
declining years. 

Wilfred; I don't think much of that. 

Lots; I’m not complaining, you know. Life’s so monotonous 
here. Time slips by without your noticing it. 

Wilfred: Has no one ever asked you to marry him? 

Lois: Oh yes. An assistant of Uncle Charlie’s did. An 
odious little man. And there was a widower with 
three children and no money. I didn’t think that rn uch 
catch. 

Wilfred: I don’t blame you. 

Lois: What made you suggest that just now? Paying for 
my training? 

Wilfred: Oh, I don’t know. I was sorry for you. 

Lois: You don’t give me the impression of a philanthropist. 

Wilfred: Well, if you must know. I’m crazy about you. 

Lois; And you thought I’d show my gratitude in the usual 
way. , 

Wilfred: I never thought about it. 

Lois: Oh, come olf it. 

Wilfred: You’re not angry with me? It’s not my feult if 
I’m just dotty about you. 

Lois: After all, you are old enough to be my fethcr. 

Wilfred: I know. You needn’t rub it in. 

Lois: I think it’s just as well that you’re going away in a 
month. 

Wilfred: I’d do anything in the world for you, Lois. 

Lois: Thank you very much, but there’s nothing you 
can do. 

Wilfred: You don’t know what you’re talking about. 
You’re just mouldering away here. I can give you a 
better time than you’ve ever icamed of. Paris. You’ve 
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never been there, have you? By God, you’d go mad 
over the clothes. You could buy as many as you liked. 
Cannes and Monte. And what price Venice? Gwen 
and I spent the summer before last at the Lido. It was 
a riot, I can tell you. 

Lois: You’re a monstrous old man. If I were a properly 
brought up young woman I should ring for a flunkey 
and have you shown the door. 

Wilfred: I’m not a bad sort. I’m sure I could make you 
happy. You know, you could turn me round your 
little finger. 

Lois: \l^oking at bsr fingers.\ Blazing with jewels? 

Wilfred: Rather. 

Lois: \y/ith a langh.^ You fool. 

Wilfred: God, how I love you. It’s a relief to be able to 
say it at all events. I can’t make out how you never 
guessed It, 

Lois: It never occurred to me. Does Gwen know? 

Wilfred: Oh, no, she never sees anything. She hasn’t got 
the brains of a louse. 

Lois: You’re not going to make a nuisance of yourself, 
are you? 

Wilfred: No, I’m going to leave you to think about it. 

Lois; That’s not necessary. There’s nothing doing. I can 
teU you that at once. Take care, there’s someone 
coming. 

[Howard Bartlett /» /n>m the house. He is 
a big, fine man of forty, somewhat on the stout side, 
ha still with the hisbinggood looks that had attracted 
Ethel during the war. He wears rather shabby plus- 
fours and a §)lf coat of rather too lotid a pattern. 
He is altogether a little slo-oy. He does mi drop his 
aitehes often, but his accent is slightly common. At 
the moment be is not quite sober. You would not say 
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be was drmky hut the liquor he has bad during the 
day has made Mm jovial. 

Hot^^ard: Well, heie I am. 

Lois: HuUoa, Howard. 

Howard: IVe caught you, have I? What are you doing 
with my sister-in-law. Cedar? Eh? You be careful of 
that man, Lois. He’s up to no good. 

Lois; [With a laugh. Oh, shut up, Howard. 

Howard: I know him. He’s just the kind of fellow to lead 
a poor girl astray, 

Lois: [Coolly.] Howard, you’ve had a couple. 

Howard: I know I have, and Fm feeling all the better for it. 
[Harking back.] Don’t you listen to a word he says. 
He’s a wicked old man. 

Wilfred; Go on. I like flattery. 

Howard: You know, his intentions aren’t honourable. 
[To Wilfred.] Now, as one man to another, are your 
intentions honourable? 

Wilfred: If you put it like that . . . 

Howard: One man to another, mind you. 

Wilfred: I don’t mind telling you they’re not, 

Howard; There, Lois, what did I tell you? 

Lois: At all events I know where I am now. 

Howard: Don’t say I didn’t warn you. When you’re 
walking the streets of London, with a baby on your 
arm and no home to go to, don’t say, Howard never 
warned me, 

Lois: Ethel’s waiting for you, Howard. She wants to go 
home. 

Howard: No place like home and home’s a woman’s place. 

Lois: You’ll find her somewhere in the gardem 

Howard: A good woman. You always know where to find 
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her. She’s not one of your gad-abouts. One of the best. 
And a lady, naind you. [Te Wilfred.] I don’t mind 
telling you I’m not a gentleman by birth. 

Wilfred: Aren’t you? 

Howard: The King made me a gentleman. His Majesty. 
I may be only a farmer now, but I’ve been an ofBcer 
and a gentleman. And don’t you forget it. 

Lois: You’re drivelling, Howard. 

Howard: What I mean to say is, leave the girl alone. Cedar. 
A poor motherless child. An innocent village maiden. 
I appeal to your better nature. 

Wilfred: D’you know what’s the matter with you, 
Bartlett? 

Howard: I do not. 

Wilfred: You’re tight. 

Howard: Me? I’m as sober as a judge. How many drinks 
d’you think I’ve had to-day? 

Wilfred: More than you can count. 

Howard: On the fingers of one hand, maybe. [WiVA 
triumph^ But not on the fingers of two. It wants more 
than that to make me tight. 

Wilfred: You’re getting older. You can’t carry your 
liquor like you used to. 

Howard: Do you know, when I was an officer and a gentle- 
man, I could drink a bottle of whisky at a sitting and 
not turn a hair. [He sees Mrs. Ardslbv ami Dr. Prentice 
through the draming-room^ Here’s the Doctor. We’ll 
ask him. 

]Tbey come out. 

Mrs, Ardsley: Oh, Howard. I didn’t know you were here. 

Howard: As large as life. 

Dr. Prentice: Been in to Stanbury? 

PIoward: Market-day to-day. 
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Dr. Prentice: Do any business? 

Howard: Business is rotten. Just wasting my time, 1 am. 
Farming’s gone all to hcli. 

Mrs. Ardsley: You look tired, Howard. Would you like 
me to have a cup of tea made for you? 

Howard: Tited? I’m never tired. \Pobitmg to Wilfred.] 
Do you know what this chap says? He says I’m tight. 

Wilfred; I was only joking. 

Howard: \Soh/i/nlyI\ I’m going to get a professional opinion. 
Uncle Charlie and Dr. Prentice, as one man to another, 
tell me, am I tight? Don’t mind hurting my feelings. 
I’ll bear it, whatever you say, like an officer and a 
gentleman. ’Shun. 

Dr. Prentice; I’ve seen men a lot tighter. 

Howard; You examine me. I want to get to the bottom of 
this. Tell me to say British Constitution. 

Dr. Prentice: Say British Constitution. 

Howard: I’ve already said it. You can’t catch me that way. 
Now what about the chalk line? 

Dr. Prentice: What about it? 

Howard: Look here, do you want me to teach you your 
business? Draw a chalk line and make me walk along 
it. That’ll prove it. Go on. Draw a chalk line. Draw 
it straight, mind you. 

Dr. Prentice: I don’t happen to have any chalk. 

Howard: You haven’t got any chalk? 

Dr. Prentice: No. 

Howard: Then I shall never know if I’m tight or not. 

[Sydney cornu from the garden, accompanied ip/ Ethel. 
^ moment later Eva follows them. 

Ethel; Howard. Had a good day? 

Sydney: Hulloa. 
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Howard; Yes, I met a lot of good chaps, white men, fine 
upstanding fellows. Straight as a die. Pick of the 
British nation. 


[Ethel gives a little start as she realises that he is tipsj, 
hut pretends to notice nothing. 

Ethel: \Brightlyl\ How was business? 

Howard: Rotten. Everybody’s broke. Farming — ^what a 
game. What I ask you is, why the Government don’t do 
something. 

Ethel: Well, they’ve promised to. 

Howard: Are they going to keep their promises? You 
know they’re not, I know they’re not, and they know 
they’re not. 

Ethel: Then the only thing is to grin and hear it as we’ve 
grinned and borne it all these years . 

Howard: Are we the backbone of the country or not? 

Stdnet: I’ve never heard a Member of Parliament who 
didn’t say so. 

Howard: [About to get «»gry.] I know what I’m talking 
about. 

Ethel: [Soothinglj.l Of course you do. 

Howard: Then why does he contradict me? 

Sydney; I wasn’t contradicting you. J was agreeing with 
you. 

Howard: {Mollifiedl\ Were you, old boy? Well, that’s 
damned nice of you. You’re a sport. I’ve always liked 
you, Sydney. 

Sydney: Good. 

Howard: I was born on a farm. Born and bred. Except 
when I was an officer and a gentleman, I’ve been a farmer 
all me life. Shall I tell you what’s wrong with farming? 

Sydney: No. 

Howard: No? 
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Stdnet: No. 

Howard: All right, I won’t. 

[He sinks back, comatose, into his chair. At that moment 
Gwen Cedar comes in from the drawing-room. She 
has a fixed, bright smile on her face. 

Mrs. Ardsiey: [A little surprised.] Oh, Gwen. 

Gwen: I’m like a bad penny. I was just passing your door 
and the maid told me Wilfred was still here, so I thought 
I’d step in for him. 

Mrs. Ardslet: Of course. 

[WiLFRED’s/tfffi is sullen with ang^, 
Wilfred: What’s the idea, Gwen? 

Gwen: I didn’t think you’d want to walk all that way, 
Wilfred: You said you were going home. 

Gwen; I remembered I had some things to do. 

Wilfred: I prefer to walk. 

Gwen; [With a bright smile.] Why? 

Wilfred: Good God, surely I don’t have to explain why I 
want a walk. 

Gwen: It seems so silly when the car is there. 

Wilfred: I need the exercise. 

Gwen; You’ve had lots of exercise. 

Wilfred: You’re making a fool of yourself, Gwen. 

Gwen: How rude you are, Wilfred. 

Wilfred: It’s maddening that you can never trust me out of 
your sight for ten minutes. 

Gwen: [Still very hrightl] You’re so fasdnating. I’m 
always afraid some bold bad woman will be tunning 
after you. 

Wilfred: [Surlyl] Come on, then. Let’s go. 

Gwen: [Turning to shake hands with Mrs. Ardslet.] Tire- 
some creatures men are, aren’t they? 
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Wilfred: Good-bye, Mrs. Ardsley. Thank you very much 

Gwen: It’s been a lovely afternoon. So kind of you to ask us. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I hope you’ll come again very soon. 

[Wilfred g/w a sullen md to the others. He waits at the 
window for his wife and when she flutters out he follows 
her. 

Sydney: What’s the trouble? 

Lois; What a fool of a woman. 

Sydney: I bet he gives her hell in the car. 

[Howard gives a little snore. He has fallen into a 
drunken sleep. "Erissx. gives a start, 

Ethel: Listen to Howard. He’s tired out, poor dear. One 
of the cows has something the matter with her and he 
was up at five this morning. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Let him sleep for a little, Ethel. Sydney, 
hadn’t you better come in. It’s beginning to get quite 
chilly. 

Sydney: All right. 

[Mrs. Ardsley, Dr. Prentice and Sydney go into the 
bouse. 

Dr. Prentice: [.As they go.] How has the neuralgia been 
lately? 

Sydney: Bearable, you know. 

[Mrs. Akdsi^’s three daughters are left mitb the 
drunken,, sleeping man. 

Ethel; Poor Howard, he works so hard. Fm glad to sec 
him get a few minutes rest. 

Eva: You work hard too and you get no rest. 

Ethel: I love it. I’m so interested in it, and Howard’s a 
wonderful person to work with. 

Ev.\: Would you marry him over again if you could put the 
dock back? 

Ethel: Why, of course. He’s been a wonderful husband. 

[Mrs. Ardsley comes to the door of the drawing-room. 
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Mrs, Ardsley: Evie, Sydney would like a game of chess. 
Eva: All right, mother. I’ll come. 

[Mrs. Ardsley withdraws into the room. EvA^e/j up. 
Lois; Don’t you hate chess? 

Eva: I loathe it. 


Ethel: Poor Evie. 

Eva: It’s one of the few games Sydney can play. Fm glad 
to do anything I can to make life a little easier for him. 

Ethel: That horrible war. 

Lois: And the chances are that it’ll go on like this till we’re 
all weary old women. 

[Howard ^ves another snore. 

Eva; I’ll go. 

[She makes her we^ into the house. 

Lois: At all events you’ve got your children. 

Ethel: I’ve got nothing to complain of. 

[Lois gets up and bending oner Ethel kisses her on the 
ebeek. Then she saunters away into the darkening 
garden. Ethel looks at her husband and the tears flow 
down her cheeks. She takes out her handkerchief and 
nervously pulls it about as she tries to control herself. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 



ACT n 


The scene represents the dhimg-reom of the Ardsleys’ house. It is 
jitrnished in an old-fashioned stjJe^ with a mahogany sidd sard, 
mahogany chairs mth leather seats and hacks, and a solid 
mahogany dining-table. On each side of the fireplace are two 
easy chairs, one with arms for the master of tic house and one 
without for the mistress. On the walls are large framed 
engravings of academy pictures. 

There is a bow window, looking on the High Street, and here Eva 
and Sydney are seated, playing chess. Limcheon is Just over 
and Gertrude, the maid, is clearing away. 

Mrs. Ardsley is sitting in her easy chair reading the paper. 

Eva: Uncle Charlie’s car has just driven up. 

Sydney; Do attend to the game, Evie. 

Eva: It’s your move. 

Mrs. Ardsley: You’d better gy. ond open the door, 
Gertrude. 

Gertrude: Very good, ma’am. 

]Shes>es out. 

Eva: He’s been here rather often lately. 

Mrs. Ardsley; You know what he is. He will fuss. 

Sydney; You’renotill, mother, are you? 

Mrs. Ardsley; No, only old. 

Sydney: I doubt whether even Uncle Charlie can do much 
about that. 

Mrs. Ardsley: That’s what I tell him. 

[Gertrude shows in Dr. Prenhcb. 

Gertrude: Dr. Prentice. 

113 
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[He comes in, kisses Mrs. Ardsley and waves to the 
others, 

Db, Prentice: How are you? Don’t let me disturb your 
game. 

Sydney: D’you want us to leave you? 

Dr. Prentice: No. This isn’t a doctor’s visit. I’m only 
stopping a minute. 

Sydney: Queen’s knight to queen’s bishop third. 

[Eva moves the piece he indicates. The Doctor sits 
down and holds out Us hands to the fire. 

Dr. Prentice: Chilly to-day. 

Mrs. Ardsley; Have you arranged something? 

Dr. Prentice: Yes, three o’clock to-morrow afternoon. 
Mas. Ardsley: That’ll suit very welL 
Dr. Prentice: Where’s Lois? 

Mrs. Ardsley: She’s playing golf. She thought it would be 
a rush to get back, so she lunched at the dub house. 
Sydney: She’s playing with Wilfred. She said she’d bring 
him back with her and Collie’s coming in so that we can 
have a rubber or two of bridge. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Oh, that’ll be nice for you, Sydney, 

Sydney: Is there a fire in the drawing-room? 

Mrs. Ardsley; I’ll have one lit. Gertrude. 

[Gertrude has been clearing the rest of the things away 
and now has finished. 

Gertrude: Very good, ma’am. 

[She puts the table-cloth away in the sideboard drawer and 
gies out. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [To Dr. Prentice.] Can’t you stay and 
have a man’s four. 

Dr. Prentice; I wish 1 could. I’m too busy. 

Eva: King’s knight to queen’s third. 
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Sydney: That’s an idiotic move, Evie. 

Eva: There’s no reason why I shouldn’t make it if I want to. 

Sydney: You must protect your bishop. 

Eva: Play your own game and let me play mine. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Evie. 

Sydney: You won’t look ahead. 

Eva: \Violmtly\ Good God, don’t I spend my life looking 
ahead. And a damned cheerful prospect it is. 

Sydney: My dear, what on earth’s the matter with you? 

Eva: \^gamng her self-control^ Oh, nothing. Fm sorry. 
Fll protect my bishop. Queen’s bishop’s pawn to 
bishop’s fourth. 

Sydney: Fm afraid that’s not a very good move. 

Eva: It’ll do. 

Sydney; There’s not the least use playing chess imless 
you’re prepared to give it some attention. 

Eva: Oh, can’t you stop nagging. It’s enough to drive one 
insane. 

Sydney; I didn’t mean to nag. I won’t say another word. 

Eva: Oh, Fm sick of it. 

[She takes the hoard and throws all the pieces on the floor. 

Mrs. Ardsley; Evie. 

Eva: Damn it. Damn it. Damn it, 

Mrs. Ardsley: Evie, what’s the matter with you? You 
mustn’t lose your temper because you’re losing a game. 
That’s childish. 

Eva: As if I cared whether I lost or won. I hate the filthy 
game. 

Dr. Prentice; [Soothingly l\ I think it’s very boring myself. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Sydney has so few amusements. 

Eva: Why should I be sacrificed all the time? 



Acm 


12(5 FOR SERVICES RENDERED 

Sydney: \Witb an amused smiU\ My deaf, we thought you 
liked it. 

Eva: I’m sick of being a drudge. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I’m sorry, I never knew you looked at it 
like that. I thought you wanted to do everything you 
could for Sydney. 

Eva: I’m very sorry he’s blind. But it’s not my fault. I’m 
not responsible for the war. He ought to go into a hotnf- , 

Mrs. Ardsi-ey: Oh, how cruel. How callous. 

Eva: He took his chance like the rest of them. He’s lucky 
not to have been killed. 

Sydney: That of course is a matter of opinion. 

Eva: It’s monstrous that he should try to prevent anyone 
else from having a good time. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I thought it was a privilege to be able to 
do what we could to make life easier for him when he 
gave so much for us. And I felt that it wasn’t only for 
him we were doing it, but also for all those others who, 
for our sakes, and for what at least they thought was 
honour, have sacrificed so much of what makes life 
happy and good to live. 

Eva: I’ve given enough. I gave the man I was going to 
marry. I adored him. I might have had a home of my 
own and children. I never had another chance. And 
now . . . now. Oh, I’m so unhappy. 

bursting into tears, she rushes out of the room. There is a 
moment’s awkward pause. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Wliat is the matter with her? 

Sydney: She wants a man, that’s all. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Oh, Sydney, don’t. That’s horrible. 

Sydney; But not unnatural. 

Mrs. Ardsley: You mustn’t take any notice of what she 
said to you. 

Sydney: \With an indulgent smile.\ Oh, my dear, I knew it 
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already. The day’s long past since I was a wounded hero 
for whom nothing was good enough. Fifteen years is a 
long time. 

Mrs. Ardsley: If you could bear it there’s no reason why 
others shouldn’t. 

Sydney: It was easier for me, you know. Being blind is an 
occupation in itself. It’s astonishing how quickly the 
time passes. But of course it’s hard on the others. At 
first it gives them a sort of exaltation to look after you, 
then it becomes a habit and they take you as a matter of 
course, but in the end, human nature being what it is, 
you become just a damned bore. 

Mrs. Ardsley; You’ll never be a bote to me, Sydney. 

Sydney: \AffectionaUly\ I know. You’ve got that queer, 
incomprehensible thing that’s called the mother instinct. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I can’t live for ever. It was a comfort to me 
to think that you’d always be safe with Evie. 

Sydney: \Ainmt gaily\ Oh, don’t bother about me, mother. 
I shall be all right. They say suffering ennobles. It hasn’t 
ennobled me. It’s made me dy and cunning. Evie says Tm 
selfish. I am. But I’m damned artful. I know how to get 
people to do things for me by working on their sym- 
pathy. Evie’U settle down. I shall be as safe as a house. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Her not marrying and all that. It seemed so 
natural that she should look after you. Ethel’s got her 
husband and children. Lois is so much younger. She 
doesn’t understand. She’s hard. 

Sydney: {With a good-natmd shrug of the shoulders^ Oh, I 
don’t know. She’s got the healthy, normal selfishness 
of youth. There’s no harm in that. She doesn’t see 
why she should be bothered with me, and she damned 
well isn’t going to. I don’t blame her. I know exactly 
where I am with her. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I suppose I ought to go to Evie. 
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Dr, Prentice: Fd leave her alone for a little longer. 

[Gertrude comes in with a note. 
Gertrude: Mrs. Cedar asked me to give you this, ma’am. 
Mrs. Ardsley: Oh. \She opens the letter and reads //.] Is she 
in the drawing-room? 

Gertrude: No, ma’am. She’s waiting in her car, 

Mrs. Ardsley: Ask her to come in. 

Gertrude; Very good, ma’am. 

[Gertrude goes out. 

Mrs. Ardsley: How very strange. 

Dr. Prentice: What is it? 

Mrs. Ardsley: It’s from Gwen. She asks if she can see me 
alone for a few minutes. 

Sydney: I’ll get out then. 

[He rises, takes bis stick and stumps out of the room. 
Dr. Prentice: I’ll go, too, 

Mrs. Ardsley; I wonder what she wants. 

Dr. Prentice; Probably an address or something. 

Mrs. Ardsley: She could have telephoned. 

Dr. Prentice; Am I right in thinking she’s a very silly 
woman? 

Mrs. Ardsley: Quite right. 

[Dr. Prentice has been watching Sydney go and as 
soon as the door is closed on him he changes his manner. 
Dr. Prentice: I’ve had a long talk with Murray. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I hate this consultation that you’ve forced 
me into. 

Dr. Prentice; My dear, it’s essential. I don’t want to 
alarm you, but I must tell you I’m not satisfied with 
your condition. 

Mrs. Ardsley; Oh, well. It’s at three o’clock to-morrow 
afi;emoon? 
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Dr. Prentice: Yes. He’s promised to ring me up after he’s 
seen you. 

Mrs. Ardsley: him her band^ You’re very nice to 

me. 

Dr. Prentice: \^ssmgher cheeky Pm very fond of you. 

[He goes out. In a minute Gertrude shows Gwen 
Cedar into the room, and after announcing her, goes 
out. 

Gertrude: Mrs. Cedar. 

Mrs. Ardsley: How d’you do. 

Gwen: I hope you don’t think it very strange my sending in 
a note like that. I simply had to see you. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Do sit down. We shan’t be disturbed. 

Gwen: I thought I’d better talk it over with you. I mean, 
I thought it only fair to you. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Yes? 

Gwen: I think I’d better come straight to the point. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [With a little smile.] It’s always a good plan. 

Gwen: You know that I’m Wilfred’s second wife. 

Mrs. Ardsley: No, I didn’t. 

Gwen: He’s my second husband. We fell very much 
in love with one another. And there were divorce 
proceedings. We've been married for twelve years. 
It’s all so long ago, I didn’t see any reason to say any- 
thing about it when we came down here, 

Mrs. Ardsley: It was nobody’s business but your own. 

Gwen: We’ve been awfully happy together. It’s been a 
great success. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I imagine he’s a very easy man to get on 
with. 

Gwen: Of course he’s always been very attractive to 
women. 
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Mrs, Ardslet: That’s a thiag I’m no judge about. 

Gwen: He’s got a way with him that takes them. And he 
pays them all kinds of little attentions that flatter them. 
But of course it doesn’t mean anything. 

Mrs. Ardslet: It seldom does. 

Gwen: All women don’t know that. It’s the kind of thing 
that’s quite likely to turn a girl’s head. It would be silly 
to take him seriously. After all he’s a married man and I 
would never divorce him whatever he did. Never. 

Mrs. Ardslet: My dear, you said you were coming straight 
to the point. Aren’t you beating about the bush a good 
deal? 

Gwen: Don’t you know what I mean? 

Mrs. Ardslet: I haven’t an idea. 

Gwen; I’m very relieved to hear it. 

Mrs. Ardslet: Won’t you explain? 

Gwen: You won’t be angry with me? 

Mrs. Ardslet: I shouldn’t think so. 

Gwen: He’s been paying a lot of attention to your Lois. 

Mrs. Ardslet: [With a ebuckie^ Oh, my dear, don’t be so 
ridiculous. 

Gwen: I know he’s attracted by her. 

Mrs. Ardslet; How can you be so silly? 

Gwen; They’re together all the time. 

Mrs. Ardslet: Nonsense. They play tennis and golf 
together. They’re playing golf now. There are very 
few men for your husband to play with during the week. 
It’s been nice for both of them. You don’t mean to say 
you’re jealous of that? 

Gwen; But you see, I know he’s madly in love with her, 

Mrs. Ardslet: Oh, my dear, that’s only fency. 

Gwen; How do you know that she isn’t in love with him? 
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Mrs. Ardsley: He’s old enough to be her father. 

Gwen: What does that matter? 

Mrs. Ardsley: A lot, I should say. I don’t want to hurt 
your feelings, but you know, a girl of Lois’s age looks 
upon you and me, your husband and mine, as older than 
God. 

Gwen: It isn’t as if there were a lot of men here. A girl 
can’t pick and choose in a place like this. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Now I’m afraid I think you’re not being 
very polite. 

Gwen: Fm sorry. I don’t mean to be rude. I’m so utterly 
miserable. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [With kindness.^ You poor dear. I’m sure 
you’re mistaken. And in any case you’re going away 
soon and that’ll end it. 

Gwen; [^uicMy\ Then you think there’s something to 
end? 

Mrs. Ardsley: No, no. End your fear, I mean. I know 
very little about men like your husband. I daresay men 
of that age are often rather taken by bright young things. 
I think a sensible wife just shrugs her shoulders and 
laughs. Her safety is that the bright young things look 
upon her husband as an old fogey. 

Gwen: Oh, I hope you’re tight. If you only knew the 
agony I’ve been through since I found out. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I’m sure I’m tight. And if there is any truth 
in what you think, I’m convinced that a fortnight after 
you’ve left here he’ll have forgotten all about her. 

[She gets up to put an end to the conversation, Gwen 
rises too. She glances out of the window and sees a car 
stopping at the door. 

Gwen: Hete they are. 

Mrs. Ardsley: \ljooMng oat of window^ Who? Oh, youi 
husband and Lois. 
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Gv^en: He’s coming in. 

Mrs. Ardsley: He promised Sydney to play bridge. You 
don’t object to that, do you? 

Gwen: I don’t want him to sec me. He’ll think I’m spying 
on him. He’ll be furious, 

Mrs. Ardsley: He won’t come in here. He’ll go into the 
drawing-room. 

Gwen: You won’t say anything to Lois, will you? I don’t 
want to put her back up. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Of course I won’t say anything. I’m sure 
she’s absolutely unconscious of what you’ve been 
talking about. It would only make her shy and un- 
comfortable. 

GvrEN: I’ll slip away the moment the coast is clear. 

\The door is burst open and Lois comes in. She is radiant 
with health and spirits. 

Lois: Hulloa! Are you here, Gwen? 

Gwen: Yes, your mother wanted to see me about the sale of 
work. I’m just going. 

Lois: Wilfred is here. 

Gwen: Is he? Give him my love and tell him not to be late 
for dinner. You’re going to play bridge, aren’t you? 

Lois: Yes. Collie and Howard are coming. They’ll have a 
man’s four. 

Gwen: Wilfred says your brother plays just as well as if he 
could see. 

Lois: Yes, it’s rather marvellous. Of course we have 
special cards. 

Gwen: [Catching sight of a pearl necklace Lois has o».] Pretty 
chain that is you’re wearing. I’ve never seen it before. 

Lois: \Instinctbely putting her band to her neck and fingering the 
headsi\ I bought it the other day when I went into 
Stanbury. 
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Gwen: How extravagant of you. I didn’t know anyone 
could afford to buy pearls now. 

Lois: It only cost a pound. 

Gwen: Aren’t they real? 

Lois: Of course not. How could they be? 

Gwen: [Go/ag up to Lois and feeling the pearls \ I think I know 
something about pearls. I would have sworn they were 
real. 

Lois: I wish they were. 

Gwen: It’s the most wonderful imitation I’ve ever seen. 

Lois: They do make them marvellously now. I wonder 
anyone bothers to have real pearls at all. 

[Gwen is taken aback. She still looks at the pearls 
doubtfully. Then she makes an effort over herself. 

Gwen: Good-bye, Mrs. Ardsley. I’ll have everything ready 
in good time. 

Mrs, Ardsley: Good-bye, my dear. Lois will see you out. 

[Gwen and Lois go out. Mrs. Ardsley is left re- 
flective. Sbeis alitthpii!(pled. IjOIS comes in again. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Lois dear, I’ve been thinking you looked 
rather peaked. Don’t you think it would be a good idea 
if you went to stay at Aunt Emily’s for a week or two? 

Lois: I should hate it. 


Mrs. Ardsley; She does love having you there. 

Lois: It’s so incredibly boring. 

Mrs. Ardsley: You’ll have to go before the end of the 
year. Much better go now and get it over. 

Lois: I loathe the idea. 


Mrs. Ardsley: Think about it a little. I can’t have you not 
looking your best, you know, or I shall never get you oS 
my hands. 

\She goes out. Her voice is beard through the still open 
door: Ob, here’s Collie. You’ll find Sydney in the 
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drawing-room, Gselie passes the door be sees 

Lois. 

Collie: HuUoa, Lois. 

Lois: You’re early. 

[He pauses at the door. 
Collie: I had an appointment with your father, but he’s 
had to go out. I’ve left a message with the clerk to say 
I’m here when I’m wanted. 

Lois; Oh, good. 

Collie: I’U go along to the drawing-room. 

Lois; Right-ho. 

[He passes on. Lois ^es to the looking-"! ass and looks 
again at the little string rotmd her neck. She feels the 
pearls. ^sis^vP^voice is heard: Lois. 

Lois: HuUoa. 

Wilfred: [Still outsidei\ Where are you? 

Lois: In the dining-room. 

[ife corns to the door, 

Wilfred: As ColUe’s here why shouldn’t we start? 

Lois: Howard’s coming. 

Wilfred: I know. But there’s no reason why you shouldn’t 
play a rubber or two before he does. 

Lois; Come in a minute, will you. 

Wilfred: Why? 

Lois: Shut the door. 

Wilfred: ^losing the door behind bm.} It’s shut. 

Lois; These pearls you gave me, they are false, aren’t 
they? 

Wilfred: Of course. 

Lois: How much did they cost? 

Wilfred: I told you. A pound. 

Lois: Gwen’s just been here. 
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Wilfred: Why? 

Lois: Oh, I don't know. She came to sec mother about 
the sale of work. 

Wilfred: Oh, is that all? She’sbeenvery funny lately. 

Lois: She says they’re real. 

Wilfred: What does she know about it? 

Lois: She says she knows a great deal. She has pearls of her 
own. 

Wilfred; And a pretty packet they coat me. 

Lois: Is she right? 

Wilfred; \Sffnling.'\ I wouldn’t swear she wasn’t. 

Lois: Why did you say they were false? 

Wilfred; I didn’t think you’d take them if you thought 
they were reaL 

Lois: Naturally. 

[She puts her fingers to the clasp, 

Wilfred: What are you going to do? 

Lois: I’m going to give them back to you. 

Wilfred: You can’t do that now. You’ll give the whole 
show away. 

Lois: There’s nothing to give away. 

Wilfred: Oh, isn’t there? You don’t know Gwen. She’s 
got the tongue of a serpent. 

Lois: I can’t accept a valuable pearl necklace from you. 

Wilfred: At aU events you must go on wearing it till we go 
away. 

Lois; How much did you pay for it? 

Wilfred: My dear, it’s not very good m anners to ask what 
a present costs. 

Lois: Several hundred pounds? 

Wilfred: I shouldn’t wonder. 



ACT II 


136 BOK SERVICES RENDERED 

Lois; D’yoii know. I’ve never had a valuable thing in my 
life. I shall be scared stiff of losing it. 

Wilfred: Don’t give it a thought. I’m not a very poor man, 
and if you do I shall survive it. 

Lois: But I might never have known. I might have worn 
it for years under the impression it was worth nothing. 

Wilfred: That’s what I hoped. 

Lois: [With a smih^ You know, that’s rather sweet of you. 
I would never have thought you capable of that, 

Wilfred; Why? 

Lois: Well, I’ve always looked upon you as rather a show- 
off. I should have thought you the sort of man who, 
when he gave a present that cost a lot of money, made 
pretty sure that you knew it. 

Wilfred: That’s not very ikttering. 

Lois: You couldn’t expect me to be so awfully grateful. I 
mean, a string of false pearls. Howard might Imve 
bought me that when he’d won a fiver on a horse. 

Wilfred: I liked to think of you wearing pearls I’d given 
you. It gave me rather a thrill to think of them round 
your pretty neck. 

Lois: It seems a lot to pay for it. 

Wilfred: You see. I’m so terribly in love with you. Give 
me a kiss, Lois. 

[He puts his arm round her waist. He tries to kiss her 
lips, but she turns her face awe^, and he kisses her 
cheeki\ You do like me a little, don’t you? 

Lois: \Coollyi[ Yes. 

Wilfred: D’you think you could ever love me? 

Lois: It wouldn’t be much use, would it? 

Wilfred: I’d do an3rthing in the world for you. You know 
Gwen and I don’t get on. We’d be mudh happier apart. 
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I know I could make you happy. After all you don’t 
■want to stay in this deadly little place all your life. 

Lois: What are you asking me to do now? Run away with 
you? 

Wilfred: Why not? 

Lois: And be chucked the moment you were sick of me? 
Thank you. 

Wilfred: I’ll settle twenty thousand pounds on you to- 
morrow, and if you don’t like to run away with me you 
needn’t. 

Lois: Don’t be such a donkey. 

Wilfred: Gwen would divorce me if I made it worth her 
while and then we’d be married. 

Lois: I’ve always understood that when the gay seducer 
had worked his wicked will on the village maiden he 
screamed like a hyena at the thought of making an 
honest woman of her. 

Wilfred: Oh, Lois, don’t laugh at me. I love you with all 
my heart. Oh, I know I’m as old as the hills. I wish to 
God I "Was twenty years younger. I want you so awfully. 
I want you for keeps. 

[Lois looks at him for a moment seriously^ 

Lois: Let’s go and play bridge. 

[Ethel comes in, 

Ethel: Sydney’s getting impatient. [To Wilfred, btimor^ 
ously^ And Howard says, if you don’t come along at 
once you’ll have to marry the girl. 

Lois: I didn’t know you were here. 

Ethel: We’ve only just come. 

Lois: Oh, well, if Howard’s here you don’t want me. 

Wilfred: All right, we’ll start a rubber. But come and cut 
in later, won’t you. 

Lois: I must go and powder my nose. 

[Wilfred ^es out, 
0 
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Etiiel: I hear Evie’s been making a scene. 

Lois: Has she? What about? 

Ethel: Oh, I don’t know. Nerves. She ought to get 
married. 

Lois: Who can she marry, poor dear? 

Ethel: Collie. They’re just about the same age. I think it 
would be very suitable. 

Lois: Wilfred says he’s going smash. 

Ethel: They could manage. Nobody’s got any money 
nowadays, but one gets along somehow. Even a 
marriage that isn’t quite satisfactory is better than not 
being married at aU. 

Lois: Is that your experience? 

Ethel: I wasn’t talking of myself. I haven’t got anything 
to grumble at. 

Lois: Wilfred wants me to run away with him. 

Ethel: Wilfred? What do you mean? Why? 

Lois: He says he’s in love with me. 

Ethel; The dirty old man. I don’t understand. What does 
he suggest? 

Lois: Well, I suppose his idea is to keep me till he gets his 
divorce and then I suppose his idea is to marry me. 

Ethel; The beast. 

Lois: I’m getting on, you know. I’m twenty-six. 

Ethel: Lois. 

Lois: "What have I got to look forward to exactly? Getting 
jumpy like Eva or making the best of a bad job like you. 

Ethel: I ha^e my children. Howard has his faults like 
everybody else. But he’s fond of me. He looks up to me. 

Lois: My dear, you’ve got a wonderful character. I haven’t. 
D’you think 1 haven’t seen what a strain it is on you 
sometimes? 
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Ethel: Of course it’s a hard life. I ought to have known it 
would be when I married a tenant farmer. 

Lois: But you didn’t expect he’d drink. 

Ethel: I don’t suppose he drinks any more than most men 
of his class. 

Lois: Have you ever really quite got used to him? 

Ethel: [Defiantlj.l 1 don’t know what you mean? 

Lois: Well, he’s common, isn’t he? 

Ethel: Are you quite sure that you and I are any 

great shakes? 

Lois: At aU events we do talk the King’s English. We have 
decent table manners and we wash. 

Ethel: I don’t believe you’d wash much if you had to get 
up at six and milk the cows. All that’s convention. 
One oughtn’t to let oneself be upset by things like that. 

Lois: But aren’t you? 

Ethel: Sometimes. I blame myself. 

Lois: What have you got in common with him really? 

Ethel: A recollection. That first year or two when I loved 
him so madly. He was gallant and young. He was 
manly. I loved him because he was of the soil and his 
strength had its roots in it. Nothing mattered then. 
Nothing that he did offended me. 

Lois: My dear, you’re so romantic. I'm not. Romance 
doesn’t last. When it’s dead what is left but dust and 
ashes? 

Ethel: And the consciousness that you’ve done your best. 

Lois: Oh, that. 

Ethel: It’s something. I’ve made my bed and I’m ready to 
lie on it. Have you ever heard me complain? 

Lois: Never. 

Ethel: I’ve carried my head high. I’ve tried to make 
Howard a good wife. I’ve tried to be a good mother to 
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my children. Sometimes Fm inclined to be a little proud 
of myself. 

Lois: I suppose it’s never occurred to you that it -would 
have been better for Howard really if he’d married 
someone in his own class? 

Ethel: Oh yes, often. That’s why I feel I must always have 
patience with him. I ought to have known. I oughtn’t to 
have been carried away. 

Lois: My dear, you’re so noble it makes me positively airlr , 

Ethel: Fm not noble at all. I merely have a good deal of 
common sense . . . Lois, you’re not really thinking of 
going a-way -with that man? 

Lois: No, not really. It’s only that it’s rather exciting to 
have the chance. 

Ethel: Oh, Fm so glad. 

[Leonard Ardslet eoms in, 

Ardszjst: What arc you two girls doing in here? Discussing 
frocks and frills, Fll be bound. 

Ethel: [Kissing iim.] How are you, father? 

Ardslet: Chatter, chatter, chatter all day long. I know yon. 
It’s a marvel to me that you never get tired of talking 
about clothes. Collie’s here, isn’t he? 

Lois: Yes, he’s playing bridge. 

Ardslet: Well, run along both of you and send him in 
here. I want to see him. 

Lois: All right. 

Ardslet: Kiddies weU? 

Ethel; Oh yes. They always are. 

Ardslet: Fine thing for them living on a form like that. 
Grand thing a country life. 

Ethel; They’ve gone back to school now. 
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Ardslet: Of course. I remember. Best thing in the world 
for them. Happiest time in their lives. [The two girls 
go out. Ardsley catches sight of a ladies’ paper and takes 
it up.l I knew it. 

[He gives a complacent smile at his own perspicacity. The 
door opens and Collie comes in. Ardsley at the 
sigpt of him assumes Ms professional ai'-\ How d’you 
do? 

Collie; You weren’t in when I turned up at the office just 
now. 

Ardsley: No. I’ve got someone waiting that I thought 
you’d better not meet, and I wanted to see you before I 
saw him. So I came through my private door. 

Collie: I’m just as glad. I’m not used to solicitors’ offices 
and I’m always rather intimidated. 

Ardsley: I’m afraid I’ve got something very serious to say 
to you. 

Collie: Oh, Lord. 

Ardsley: In the three years you’ve been here we’ve seen a 
good deal of you. We all liked you. 

Collie: It’s been a snip for me having this house to come to. 
Except for all of you I should have had a pretty thin 
time. 

Ardsley: I’m sure you’ll realise that it’s not very pleasant 
for me to find myself in my present position. 

Collie: I suppose that means die game’s up. I’ve made a 
damned good fight for it. Have I got to ^ my petition? 

Ardsi.ey: The bank wrote to you last month telling you 
that you were overdrawn and that they wouldn’t cash 
any fhrther cheques you drew until your account was put 
in order. 

Collie: Yes. 

Ardsley: And after that you gave several post-dated 
cheques in payment of various accounts. 
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Collie: I was being pestered for money all over the shop. 
I couldn’t help myself. 

Ardsley: You were hopelessly insolvent. How did you 
expect to meet them? 

Collie: I thought something would turn up, 

Ardsley: Don’t you know that’s a criminal offence? 

Collie: Oh, what rot. It’s the sort of thing anyone might 
do when he was up against it. 

Ardsley: Not without going to gaol. 

Collie: Good God, you don’t mean to say they’re going to 
prosecute? 

Ardsley: You can’t expect the injured parties to take it 
lying down. 

Collie: But it’s absurd. They know I didn’t mean any 
harm. 

Ardsley: It’s almost incredible that you should be so 
unbusinesslike. 

Collie: Wliat should I know about business? I’m a sailor. 
I was in the navy for twenty years. 

Ardsley: I’m afraid you’ve been very unwise. 

Collie: Then what’s going to happen? 

Ardsley: The bank-manager is in my office now. You must 
be prepared for the worst. Collie. A warrant will be 
applied for. 

Collie: Does that mean I shall be arrested? 

Ardsley; Of course you’ll be released on bail. I’ll arrange 
that. If you elect to be tried by a jury the justices vdll 
refer the case to quarter sessions. It’s early days yet to 
decide, we’ll see what counsel has to say. My own 
opinion at the moment is that the best thing you can do 
is to plead guilty and throw yourself on the mercy of the 
court. 

Collie: But I’m not guilty. 



ACT II FOR SERVICES RENDERED 143 

Ardslet: Don’t be such a fool. You’re just as guilty as the 
thief who sneaks ten bob from your till when no one is 
loolcing. 

Collie: What will they do to me? 

Ardsley: In consideration of your previous good character 
and your record in the navy, I have little doubt that the 
judge will be lenient. I should be very disappointed if 
you got more than from three to sis months in the 
second division. 

Collie: {With a flash of anger at the casual way he takes it.\ 
You don’t care, do you? 

Ardsley: My dear boy, don’t thinlc I’m happy about it. In 
my profession one often finds oneself in very disagreeable 
situations, but I don’t remember ever having found 
myself in a more painful one than this. 

Collie: Fortunately most people get over seeing the other 
fellow come a cropper. 

Ardsley: It’s not only the pleasant social relations we’ve 
always had with you, but that you should have got the 
D.S.O. and been in command of a destroyer — ^it aE 
makes your fall so much more distressing. I’m afraid it 
makes it also much more disgraceful. 

Collie: They’ll take my D.S.O. away from me. 

Ardsley: I suppose so. 

Collie: I suppose it doesn’t occur to you that when a fellow 
has served the country for twenty years in a job that’s 
unfitted him for anything else, it’s rather distressing and 
rather disgraceful that he should be shoved out into the 
world with no means of earning his living and nothing 
between him and starvation but a bonus of a thousand 
pounds or so? 

Ardsley: I can’t go into that. Though of course it’s a good 
point to take up at the trial. I’ll make a note of that. 
Of course the answer is that the country was up against 
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it and had to economise and if a certain number of 
individuals had to suffer it can’t be helped. 

Collie: When I was torpedoed during the war and they 
fished me out, God, what a bit of luck I said. I never 
knew. 

Ardslet: Do me the justice to admit that I begged you six 
months ago to file your petition. You wouldn’t take 
my advice. 

Collie: I’d had it drummed into me for so many years that 
nothing is impossible in the British Navy. It was hard 
to give in while I still had some fight in me. 

Ardsley: You mustn’t despair. 

Collie: There’s not much of a future for an ex-naval 
officer, forty years of age, aftejr six months in gaol. 

Ardsley: I’ve been a hunting man. It’s a very good plan 
not to take your fences before you come to them. Now 
look here, I must be off. There’s whisky and soda on the 
sideboard. You help yourself to a drink. I’m sure yon 
want it. 

Collie: Thanh you. 

Ardsley: [Giving him his hand.\ Good-bye, my boy. I’ll let 
you know about things as soon as I hear. 

Collie: Good-bye. 

[Ardsley goes out. Collie, sinking into a chair y hnries 
his face in his hands; but hearing the door open be looks 
up and pulls himself together. Eva comes in. 

Eva: Oh, I beg your pardon. I was looking for my bag. 
I didn’t know anyone was here. 

Collie: I was just going. 

Eva: Please don’t. 1 won’t disturb you. 

Collie: What are you talking about? Surely you can come 
into your own dining-room. 

Eva: I wasn’t speaking the truth. I knew you were here 
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and my bag’s upstairs. I heard father go. I -wanted to 
see you. I’m so frightfully anxious. 

Coixie: "What about? 

Eva: Everyone knows you’re in difRculties. Father let fall 
a hint at luncheon. I knew he was seeing you this 
afternoon. 

Collie: It’s kind of you to bother, Evie. I’ve had rather a 
rough passage, but at ail events I know where I am 
now. 

Eva: Can nothing be done? 

Collie; Not very much, I’m afraid. 

Eva: Won’t you let me help you? 

Collie: [With a smk.l My dear, how can you? 

Eva: It’s only a matter of money, isn’t it? 

Collie: Only is good. 

Eva: I’ve got a thousand pounds that my god-mother left 
me. It’s invested and I’ve always dressed myself on the 
interest. I could let you have that. 

Collie: I couldn’t possibly take money from you. It’s out 
of the question. 

Eva; Why? If I want to give it you. 

Collie: It’s awfully generous of you, but . , : 

Eva: ]Interrupting.\ You must know how frightfully fond I 
am of you. 

Collie: It’s very nice of you, Evie. Besides, your father 
would never heat of it. 

Eva: It’s my own money. Tm not a child. 

Collie: Can’t be done, my dear. 

Eva: Why shouldn’t I buy an interest in your garage? I 
mean, then it would be just an investment. 

Collie: Can you see your father’s face when you suggested 
it? It looked all right when I bought it. Things were 
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booming then. ■ Bat the slump has killed it. It isn’t worth 
a bob. 

Eva: But surely if you can get more capital you can afford to 
wait till times get better? 

Coilie; Your father doesn’t think much of me as it is. He’d 
thmk me a pretty mean skunk if he thought I’d induced 
you to put your money into an insolvent business. 

Eva: You keep on talking of father. It’s nothing to do with 
him. It’s you and I that are concerned. 

CotLiE: I know you’re a damned good sort and you’re 
always going out of your way to do things for people, 
but there are limits. Perhaps you’ll want to get married 
one of these days and then you’ll find your thousand 
pounds devilish useful. 

Eva; I shall never have a better use for it than to give it to 
someone who means so much to me as you do. 

Coiub; I’m awfully sorry, God knows I want the money, 
but I really can’t take it from anyone like you. 

Eva: I thought you liked me. 

Collie; I like you very much. You’re a jolly good friend. 

Eva: I thought perhaps some day we might be more than 
friends. [Tiers is a moments silence. She is very nervous, 
but forces herself logo on.\ After all, if we were engaged, 
it would be very natural that I should come to the 
rescue when you were in a hole. 

Collie; But we’re not engaged. 

Eva: Why shouldn’t we pretend to be? Just for a little 
while, I mean. Then I could lend you the money and 
fether would help you to get straight. 

Collie: Oh, my dear, that’s absurd. That’s the sort of thing 
they do in novels. You mustn’t be so romantic. 

Eva: Y ou could always break it off when you got straight. 
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Collie: That’s not a very pretty role you’re asking me to 
play. 

Eva: [In a hus/^ voiced Perhaps rrhen you got used to the 
idea you wouldn’t want to break it off. 


Collie: My dear, what on earth ever put such an idea in 
your head? 

Eva; You’re alone and I’m alone. There’s no one in the 
world that cares twopence for either of us. 

Collie: Oh, what nonsense. Your family’s devoted to you. 
They depend on you so enormously. Why, the whole 
house centres round you. 

Eva: I want to get away. I’m so unhappy here. 

Collie: I can’t believe that. You’re just nervous and run 
d.o'wn. I daresay you want a bit of change. 

Eva: You won’t understand. How can you be so cruel? 

Collie: I’m not cruel. I’m awfully grateful to you. 

Eva: I can’t say any more than I have. It’s so humiliating. 

Collie: I’m dreadfully sorry. I don’t want to hurt your 
feelings. 

Eva: After all I’m not so old as all that. Plenty of men have 
wanted to marry me. 

Collie: I don’t doubt that for a minute. I’m quite con- 
vinced that one of these days you’ll find someone that 
you really like and I’m sure you’ll make him a perfectly 
grand wife. [J/Ss he^ns to crj and be looks at her with 
troubled eyes.] I’m sorry. 

[She does not answer and quietly he leaves the room. She 
sobs. But she hears the door open and starts to her 
feet, turning her face aseqy so that her tears should not 
be seen. The newcomer is Howard. He is quite 
sober. 

Howard: Where’s Collie? 
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Eva: How should I know? 

Howard: We want him for bridge. 

Eva: Well, you can see he isn’t here, can’t you? 

Howard: He was here. 

Eva: [Stamping her footil Well, he isn’t here now. 

Howard: Temper, temper. What price the angel of mercy 
now? 

Eva: You’re very funny, aren’t you? Terribly amusing. 

Howard: I know what you’ve been doing. You’ve been 
asking him to marry you. 

Eva: \Fmotisly.'\ You drunken brute. Damn you. Blast 
you. 

[She flings out of the room. Howard purses his Ups and 
grins. Then he goes over to the sideboard and helps 
himself to a whisky and soda. While he is sipping it 
Lois comes in. 

Lois: Hulloa, I thought you were playing bridge. 

Howard: No. Your father wanted to sec Gillie, and 
Sydney and Wilfred are having a game of piquet. 

Lois; So you seized the opportunity to have a drink on the 
quiet. 

Howard: My dear girl, I had to have something to pull 
myself together. Evie’s been swearing at me. Such 
language, my dear. Called me a drunken brute. I mean, 
it shakes a chap’s morale when a properly brought-up 
young lady forgets herself like that. 

Lois; Are you obliged to drink? 

Howard: Well, in a manner of speaking I am. My poor old 
father died of drink and his poor old father died of 
drink. So it’s in the family. See? 

Lois: It is rotten for Ethel. 

Howard: She has a lot to put up with, poor gitl. You 
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don’t have to tell me. I know it. Fact is, she’s too good 
for me. 


Lois: Much. 


Howard: That’s what I say. She’s a lady. I mean yon only 
have to look at her to know that. And mind you, she 
never lets up. I can be a gentleman when I want to, but I 
don’t want to all the time. I mean to say, I like to have a 
good old laugh now and again. She never does. Truth 
is, between you and me, she has no sense of humour. 

Lois: I daresay after being married to you for fifteen years 
it’s worn rather thin. 


Howard: I like a girl as has a bit of fun in her. Let’s have a 
good time while we’re alive, I say; we can do all the 
sitting quiet we want when we’re dead and buried. 

Lois: There’s something in that. 

Howard: Mind you. I’m not complaining of Ethel. Too 
much of a gentleman to do that. She’s class. I know 
that. And Tm only a common former. Only, you know 
what I mean, you don’t always want to be looking up to 
your wife, do you? 

Lois: No one asked you to marry Ethel. 

Howard: Pity you wasn’t old enough then. I’d have 
married you instead. 

Lois: Complimentary, aren’t you? 

Howard: You’re not half the lady what Ethel is. And 
you’re a bit of a devil I shouldn’t wonder. You and 
me’d get on like a house on fire. 

Lois: You’re drunk. 

Howard: No, I’m not. I’m cold stone sober. 

Lois; Then I lilte you better drunk. 

Howard: Give me a kiss, honey, 

Lois: D’you want your face slapped? 
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Howard: I don’t mind. 

Lois: The nerve of it. 

Howard: Come on. Be a sport. 

Lois: Go to hell. 

Howard: I would with you. 

[WUh a sudden movement be catches hold of her and gives 
her a kiss full on the lips. She tears herself away from 
him. 

Lois: How dare you? 

Howard: Oh, come off it. You didn’t mind. You liked it. 

Lois: It almost made me sick. You stink of cows. 

Howard: A lot of girls like that. Makes them go all 
funny. 

Lois: You filthy beast. 

Howard: Want another? 

Lois: If it weren’t for Ethel I’d go straight to father. 

Howard: Don’t make me laugh. D’you think I don’t 
know about girls? And if you don’t know about men 
it’s high time you did. A good-looking girl like you. 
You ought to be ashamed of yourself. I mean, think 
what you’re missing. 

Lois: You’ve got a pretty good opinion of yourself, haven’t 
you? 

Howard: And not without cause. Of course I don’t say 
it’s like the war. God, I wish it had gone on for ever. 
Those were the days. If you liked the look of a girl you 
just walked her up the garden path. Of course the 
uniform had a lot to do with it and being a blasted herog 

Lois: Brute. 

hlowARD: [Confidentiallyl\ Look here, why don’t you come 
up to the ferm for a few days? We could have a grand old 
time. 

Lois: I don’t know what you take me for, Howard, 
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Howard: Don’t talk that sort of rot to me. You’re human, 
same as I am, aren’t you? What’s the good of mouldering 
away without having a bit of fun in your life? You come 
up to the farm. Now the kids have gone to boarding- 
school their room’s empty. 

Lois: If you’re not drunk you’re crazy. 

Howard: No, I’m not. You’ll come, my girl. 

Lois: \Contempiuously\ And what makes you think that? 

Howard: I’ll tell you. Because I want you and you know I 
want you and there isn’t a thing that takes a girl like that. 
By God, I want you. 

[He looks at her and the violence of his desire seems heavy in 
the room. Lois instinctively puts her hand to her 
breast. Her breathing is oppressed. There is a silence. 
Mrs. Ardsley comes in. 

Lois: {^covering herself.], Oh, mother. 

Howard: I’ve just been telling this young woman she 
ought to come up to the form for a few days. She looks 
to me as if she wanted a change. 

Mrs. Ardslet: I’m glad you agree with me. Only a little 
while ago I was suggesting that she should go and stay 
with Aunt Emily for two or three weeks. 

Lois: I’ve been thinking it over, mother. I daresay you’re 
quite right. When d’you think I’d better go? 

Mrs. ARDSi.Ey: The sooner the better. To-morrow. 

Lois: All right. I’ll send the old girl a wire and tell her I’m 
coming. 

Mrs. Ardslet: You needn’t do that. I’ve just written to 
her to say that you’ll arrive in time for dinner. 

Lois: Have you? You domineering old lady. 

Mrs. Ardslet: You’re a very good girl, Lois. I didn’t 
think you’d disregard my wishes. 
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Lois: I don’t think I’m a very good girl. But you’re a 
darling old mother. 

{She ^sses her tendtrfy. Mrs. Ardslet, smiling, pats 
her hand. 


end of the second act. 



ACT in 


The drawing-room at the Ardslets’ bouse. It is a large low room, 
with french windows leading on to the terrace that was the 
scene of the first act. It is furnished in an old-fashioned, 
commonplace and comfortable way. Nothing much has been 
added since it was all new when the Ardsleys married. The 
walls are overcrowded with framed engravings and water 
colours, copies of Florentine bas-reliefs, weapons on wooden 
shields and plates in old "English china. The occasional tables 
are laden with knick-knacks. The armchairs and sofas are 
covered with loose-covers of faded cretonne. 

It is a rainy, windy day and there is a fire burning on the hearth. 
The light is failing. It is about half -past four. 

Wilfred is standing at the fire warming his hands. Lois comes 
in. She is wearing a coat and skirt. 

Lois: [Coming towards him with outstretched hand.] How 
d’you do? Mother’s out. She’ll be back to tea. She’s 
gone to Stanbuty. 

Wilfred; 1 know. I asked the maid if I could see you. Is 
it true you’re going away to-day? 

Lois: Yes, Pm spending a fortnight with an aunt near 
Canterbury. 

Wilfred: But in a fortnight I shall be gone. 

Lois: Will you? 

Wilfred: Were you going without saying good-bye to me? 

Lois: I thought mother would say it for me. 

Wilfred: [In a husl^, agytated tonei\ Don’t go, Lois. 

Lois: [Indifferently.] Why not? 

Wilfred: Why are you going? 

IS* 
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Lois: Mother thought I -wanted a change. I generally 
spend a fortnight with Aunt Emily once or twice a year. 
She’s my god-mother and she says she’s going to leave 
me something in her will. 

Wilfred: I was going up to London to-morrow to settle 
that money on you. 

Lois: Don’t be so silly. As if I wanted that. If I ran away 
with you I wouldn’t take it. I’d rather have my in- 
dependence. 

Wilfred: You might have given me the last fortnight. It 
means nothing to you. And so much to me. 

Lois: How did you know I was going? 

Wilfred: Gwen told me. 

Lois: How did she loiow? 

Wilfred: Your mother rang up. 

Lois: Ohl 

Wilfred: Arc you quite sure it was about the sale of work 
that Gwen came to see your mother yesterday? 

Lois: She wouldn’t have dared. You don’t know mother. 
She’d never let anyone say a word against any of us. 
You’ve only seen her when she’s being nice. She can be 
as stiff as a poker if one tries to take a liberty with her. 

Wilfred: Gwen spotted the pearls all right. 

Lois: [Beff/i/ii/ig to mclasp tfam^ Oh, I forgot. I can give 
them back to you now. 

Wilfred: Won’t you keep them? Please. It can’t hurt you 
and it’ll give me so much pleasure. 

Lois; I don’t see bow. The chances are that we shall never 
see one another again. As far as you’re concerned it’s 
Just throwing money away. 

Wilfred: I -want to be able to think that you’re wearing 
something I gave you. Fve held them in my hands. I 
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want to think that they have the warmth of your body 
and they touch the softness of your neck. 

Lois: [Tempted.] I’ve never had anything so valuable. I 
suppose I’m half a strumpet, 

Wilfred: They only cost a pound, Lois. 

Lois: Oh, you liar. Does Gwen know you gave them to me? 

Wilfred: She hasn’t said so. She knows there’s no one 
else who could. 

Lois: Has she been making a scene? 

Wilfred: Oh, no, she’s been holding herself in. She’s 
afraid. 

Lois; Why? Are you so terrifying? 

Wilfred: I don’t think you’d find me so. 

Lois: Ate you awfully in love with me? 

Wilfred: Awfully. 

Lois: Strange, isn’t it? I wonder why. 

Wilfred: I’m broken-hearted, Lois. I know you don’t love 
me. There’s no reason why you should. But you might. 
If I were very kind to you. And patient. I’d do any- 
thing in the world to make you happy. 

Lois: It’s curious, it does give one rather a funny feeling to 
know someone’s in love with you. 

Wilfred: When Gwen told me you were going, the whole 
world went black. She tried to say it casually, but she 
knew she was thrusting a dagger in my heart and she 
watched my fece to see me writhe. 

Lois: Poor Gwen. I suppose people can be rather foul when 
they’re jealous. 

Wilfred: Oh, damn Gwen. I can only think of myself. 
You’re everything in the world to me, and every one 
else can go to hell. It’s my last chance, Lois. 

[She slomlj shakes her head. He looks at her for a moment 
with despair. 
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Wilfred: Is there nothing I can say to persuade you? 
Lois: Nothing. 

Wilfred: I’m done. I’m finished. 

Lois: I don’t think so. You’ll get over it. When are you 
going to the Riviera? 

\S7ilfred: It’s only a joke to you. \yiohntly\ Oh, I hate 
being old. 

[Eva comas in. 

Eva: Why haven’t the curtains been drawn? Oh, Wil&ed. 
Wilfred: [Trying to seem naturally casual^ How are you 
to-day? 

Eva: I’ll turn on the lights. 

[She switches on the electricity while Lois draws the 
curtains. 

Lois: It is a foul day. 

Wilfred: I’ll be getting along. 

Eva: Oh, aren’t you going to stay to tea? Sydney’s just 
coming. He’d love to play piquet with you. 

Wilfred: I’m sorry, I must be off. I only came to say good- 
bye to Lois. 

Eva: We shall be seeing you again soon, I suppose? 
Wilfred: I expect so. 

\They shake bands. Lois gives him her hand. 
Lois: Good-bye. Give my love to Gwen. 

Wilfred; Good-bye. 

[He gpes out qtdekly. 

Eva: What’s the matter with him? He seems 'all funny 
to-day. 

Lois: I didn’t notice that he was any different. 

Eva: Are you all packed up and everything? 

Lois; Yes. 

Eva: Are you taking the five-fifty? 
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Lois: Yes. 

Eva: That gives you nice time to have tea. Ethel’s coming 
in. 

Lois: I know. She wants me to take some partridges to 
Aunt Emily. 

[Sydnet eomis /«. 

Sydney: Tea ready? 

Eva; It’s not five yet. 

Sydney: Thank God for the fire. I hate that gas stove in my 
room. Mother’s not back yet, I suppose? 

Eva: No. She said she’d be in to tea. 

Lois: Howard says he’s expecting a very hard winter. 
Sydney: Cheerful. 

Lois: Oh, I hate the winter. 

Eva: If it weren’t for the winter we shouldn't enjoy the 
spring. 

Sydney: Are you obliged to say things like that, Evie? 

Eva: It happens to be true. 

Sydney: It happens to be true that two and two are four, but 
one needn’t make a song and dance about it. 

Lois: I’ll put on a record, shall P 

Eva: Oh, for goodness’ sake don’t, it drives me mad. 

Lois: Oh, all right. 

[Thj both give her a little look of surprise, 
Eva: I’m rather jumpy to-day, I suppose it’s the east wind. 
Sydney: Give me my tatting, Lois, will you? 

Lois: I will. 

[She gives it to him and while he talks be proceeds mechanic- 
ally with his work. 

Sydney: I wonder if ColEe will turn up? 
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Eva: I rang up to ask him to come in to tea. He hasn’t been 
at the garage ali day. 

[Ethel and Howard come in. 

Ethel: How’s everybody? 

Sydney: Hulloa. 

Howard: We’ve brought the partridges. They’d better be 
hung for a couple of days. They were only shot yester- 
day. 

Sydney; Got many birds this year, Howard? 

Howard: .4 few. What’s that you’re doing? 

Sydney: Tatting. 

Eva: Put on the gramophone if you want to. 

Howard: I’ll put it on. 

[He goes over, gives the machine a wind and starts a record. 
Ethel: I’m afraid it won’t be very amusing for you at Aunt 
Emily’s. 

Lois: I shall read a lot. 

Sydney: Let's hope she’ll die soon and leave you a packet. 
Lois: She’s got very little to leave. 

[Suddenly Mr. Ardsley bursts into the room. 
Ethel: Oh, father. 

Ardsley: Turn off the gramophone. 

Eva: What’s the matter? 

[Howard who is still at the gramophone stops the record. 
Ardsley: Something dreadful’s happened. I thought I’d 
better come in and tell you at once. 

Eva: \Witb a cty.] Collie. 

Aiussley: How d’you know? 

Sydney: What is it, father? 

Ardsley: They’ve just telephoned to me from the police 
station. There’s been an accident. Collie’s been shot. 
Howard: Shot? Who by? 
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Ardsley: I’m afraid he shot himself. 

Howard: Good God. 

Eva: He isn’t dead? 

Ardsley: Yes. 

[Eva gives a loud, long shriek. It is a sound that is only 
just human. 

Ethel: Evie. 

[Eva goes up to her father with arms raised high in the air 
and clenched hands. 

Eva: You killed him, you fiend. 

Ardsley: I? What are you talking about? 

Eva: You fiend. You beast. 

Ethel: [Puttingarestrainmgbandonherl[ Evie. 

Eva: \Shakittgheroffangfilji\ Leave me alone. [To Ardsley.] 
You could have saved him. You devil. I hate you. I 
hate you. 

Ardsley: Are you mad, Eva? 

Eva: You hounded him to his death. You never gave him a 
chance. 

Ardsley: Good heavens, we all gave him chance after 
chance. 

Eva: It’s a lie. He begged for money. He begged for time. 
And not one of you would help him. Not one of you 
remembered that he’d risked his life for you a hundred 
times. You brutes. 

Ardsley: Oh, what rubbish. 

Eva: I hope you’re shamed before the whole world. Let 
everyone know that a brave and gallant gentleman went 
to his death because there wasn’t a soul in this bloody 
place who would lend him two hundred pounds. 

Ardsley: Pretty language, Eva. In point of fact two 
hundred pounds wouldn’t have helped him. It would 
have saved him from going to gaol, but that’s all. 
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Eva; Gaol? 

Ardseey: Yes, a warrant for his arrest was issued this 
morning. 

Eva: \With angtusb^ Poor Collie. I can’t bear it. Cruel. 
Cruel. 

\Sbe begins to sob desperately. 

Ardsley: Now, my dear, don’t take it so much to heart. 
Go and lie down in your room. Ethel will come and 
bathe your forehead with eau-de-Cologne. Of course 
the whole thing is very unfortunate. No one regrets it 
more than I do. The poor fellow was in a hopeless mess 
and perhaps he took the best way out of a situation 
that could only have thrown discredit on the uniform 
he’d worn. 

\Wbile he says this Eva raises her bead and looks at 
him with eyes of horror. 

Eva: But he was alive and he’s dead. He’s gone from us 
for ever. He’s been robbed of all the years that were 
before him. Haven’t you any pity for him? He used 
to come here almost every day. 

Ardslby: He was a very nice fellow and a gentleman. 
Unfortunately he wasn’t a very good business man. 

Eva: As if I cared if he was a good business man, 

Ardsiey: There’s no reason why you should. But his 
creditors did. 

Eva: He was everything in the world to me. 

Ardsley: My dear, what an exaggerated way to speak. You 
ought to have more sense at your age. 

Eva: He loved me and I loved him. 

Ardsley: Don’t talk such nonsense. 

Eva: We were engaged to be married. 

Ardsley: [With astonishment^ What’s that? Since when? 

Eva: Since ages. 
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Ardslet: WiJIj my dear, you’re well out of that. He was in 
no position to marry. 

Eva: [With anguish. \ It was my only chance. 

Arbslev: You have a good home. You’d much better stay 
here. 

Eva: And make myself useful? 

Ardsxjet: There’s no harm in that. 

Eva: I’ve got just as much right to life and happiness as 
anyone else. 

Ardslev: Of course you have. 

Eva: You’ve done everything you could to prevent me from 
marrying. 

Ardsley: Rubbish. 

Eva: Why should I be sacrificed all the time? Why should 
I be at everybody’s beck and call? Why should I have 
to do everything? I’m sick of being put upon. Fm sick 
of you, I’m sick of Sydney, I’m side of Lois. Fm sick 
of you all, 

[During the speech her notation has become quite uncon~ 
trolled. There is a table covered with ornaments bj 
her, and now with a violent gesture she throws it over 
so that everything is scattered on the floor, 

Ethel: Evie. 

Eva: Damn you. Damn you. Damn you. 

[Shrieking she throws herself down and lysterically heats 
upon the floor with her fists, 

Ardsley: Stop it. Stop it. 

Howard: Better get her out of here. 

[He picks her up and carries her out of the room. Ardsley 
opns the door. He and Ethel follow her out. Lois 
and Sydney are left alone. Lots, pale and 
trembling, has watched the scene with terror. 
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Lois: What’s the matter with het? 

Sydney: Hysterics. Upset you? 

Lois: I’m frightened. 

Sydney: I’ll telephone for Uncle Charlie. I think she wants 
a doctor. 

[He makes his way out of the room. Lois stands stock 
still. She cannot control the nervous trembling that 
seizes her. Howard comes in. 

Howard: I’ve put her on the dining-room sofa. 

Lois: Are Ethel and father with her? 

Howard: Yes. [He looks at her and sees the condition she is in. 
He puts his arm round her sbouldersi\ Poor old girl, gave 
you quite a turn, didn’t it? 

Lois: [Unconscious of his toucb.'l I’m frightened. 

Howard: It’s not serious, you know. Do her good to let 
off steam like that. You mustn’t take it to heart. 

[He bends down and kisses her on the cheek, 
Lois: Why do you do that? 

Howard: I don’t like to see you miserable. 

[She turns round a little and gives him a thou^tful look. 
He smiles rather charmingly. 

Howard: I’m quite sober. 

Lois: You’d better take your arm away. Ethel can come 
in any minute. 

Howard; I’m terribly fond of you, Lois. Don’t you 
like me? 

Lois: \Miserahlyl\ Not much. 

Howard; Shall I come over and see you when you’re 
staying at Aunt Emily’s? 

Lois: Why should you? 

Howard; [In a low passionate whisper Lois. 

\Sbe looks at him curiously and with a cold bosHUty. 
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Lois: Isn’t human nature funny? I know with my minH 
that you’re a rotter. And I despise you. Isn’t it lucky 
you can’t see into my heart? 

Howard: Why, what should I see there? 

Lois: Desire. 

Howard: WTiat for? I don’t Icnow what you mean. 

Lois: I didn’t think you would or I shouldn’t have told you. 
How shameful and ugly. I sec that all right. It’s fuimy, 
it doesn’t seem to make any difference. 

Howard: Oh, I see what you mean now. That’s quite O.K, 
Give it time, girlie. I’ll wait. 

Lois: [Coolly, indiffemitljl] You swine. 

[Sydney comes in. 

Sydney: Uncle Charlie’s on his way round now. 

Lois: Mother will be back in a minute. 

Sydney: How are you going to get to the station? 

Howard: I’ll drive you if you like. 

Lois: Oh, it’s all arranged. 

[Ardsley comes in. 

Ardsley: Prentice has come. They’re putting Evie to bed. 

Lois: I’ll go and see if I can do anything. 

[She goes out. 

Ardsley: [To Sydney.] Sydney, did you know anything 
about her being engaged to Collie? 

Sydney: I don’t believe she was. 

Ardsley: D’you mean to say you think it was pure 
invention? 

Sydney: I shouldn’t wonder. But I think she’ll stick to it. 
After all no one can now prove she wasn’t. 

Ardsley: It’s a terrible thing about poor Collie. No one 
can be more distressed than 1. 
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Sydney: It seems a bit hard that after going through the 
war and getting a D.S.O., he should have come to 
this end. 

Ardsley: He may have been a very good naval officer. He 
was a very poor business man. That’s all there is to it. 

Sydney: We might put that on his tombstone. It would 
make a damned good epitaph. 

Ardsley: If that’s a joke, Sydney, I must say I think it in 
very bad taste. 

Sydney: \With bitter ealm^ You see, I feel I have a certain 
tight to speak. I know how dead keen we all were when 
the war started. Every sacrifice was worth it. We didn’t 
say much about it because we were rather shy, but 
honour did mean something to us and patriotism wasn’t 
just a word. And then, when it was all over, we did 
think that those of us who’d died hadn’t died in vain, 
and those of us who were broken and shattered and 
knew they wouldn’t be any more good in the world 
were buoyed up by the thought that if they’d given 
everything they’d given it in a great cause. 

Ardsley: And they had. 

Sydney: Do you still think that? I don’t. I know that we 
were the dupes of the incompetent fools who ruled the 
nations. I know that we were sacrificed to their vanity, 
their greed and their stupidity. And the worst of it 
is that as far as I can tell they haven’t learnt a thing. 
They’re just as vain, they’re just as greedy, they’re just 
as stupid as they ever were. They muddle on, muddle 
on, and one of these days they’ll muddle us all into 
another war. When that happens I’ll tell you what I’m 
going to do. I’m going out into the streets and cry; 
Look at me; don’t be a lot of damned fools; it’s all 
bunk what they’re saying to you, about honour and 
patriotism and glory, bunk, bunk, bunk. 
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Howard: Who cares if it is bunk? I had the time of my 
life in the war. No responsibility and plenty of money. 
More than I’d ever had before or ever since. All the 
girls you wanted and aU the whisky. Excitement. A 
roughish time in the trenches, but a grand lark after- 
wards. I tell you it was a bitter day for me when they 
signed the armistice. What havcigotnow? Just the same 
old thing day after day, working my guts out to keep 
body and soul together. The very day war is declared 
I join up and the sooner the better if you ask me. That’s 
the life for me. By God! 

Ardsley: [To his son.] You’ve had a lot to put up with, 
Sydney, I know that. But don’t think you’re the only 
one. It’s been a great blow to me that you haven’t 
been able to follow me in my business as I followed 
my father. Three generations, that would have been. 
But it wasn’t to be. No one wants another war less 
than I do, but if it comes I’m convinced that you’ll do 
your duty, so far as in you lies, as you did it before. It 
was a great grief to me that when the call came I was 
too old to answer. But I did what I could. I was 
enrolled as a special constable. And if I’m wanted again 
I shall be ready again. 

Sydney: [Between bis teeth.] God give me patience. 

Howard: You have a whisky and soda, old boy, and you’ll 
feel better. 

Sydney: Will a whisky and soda make me forget poor Evie 
half crazy, CoUic doing away with himself rather than 
go to gaol, and my lost sight? 

Ardsley: But, my dear boy, that’s just our immediate circle. 
Of course we suffered, perhaps we’ve had more than 
out fair share, but we’re not everyone. 

Sydney: Don’t you know that all over England there are 
families like ours, all over Germany and all over 
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France? We were quite content to go our peaceful way, 
jogging along obscurely, and happy enough. All we 
asked was to be left alone. Oh, it’s no good talking. 

Ardsley: The fact is, Sydney, you think too much. 

Sydney: I daresay you’re right, father. You see, 

I have little else to do. Fm thinking of collecting 
stamps. 

Ardsley: That’s a very good idea, my boy. If you go about 
it cleverly there’s no reason why it shoultii’t be a very 
sound investment. 

[Mrs. Ardsley ^xi/es in. She is still maring her hat 
and coat. 

Sydney: HuUoa, mother. 

\As she sits down, a trifle wearily, her eye catches the 
litter on the floor of all the things Eva threw over 
when she upset the table. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Been having a picnic? 

Ardsley: Evie upset the table. 

Mrs. Ardsley: In play or anger? 

Howard: I’d better pick the things up. 

Mrs. Ardsley: It does look rather untidy. 

[He picks up one piece after the other and sets the table 
straight. 

Ardsley: Poor Collie’s killed himself. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Yes, I’ve heard. I’m sorry. 

Ardsley: Evie’s in rather a state about it. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Poor thing, TU go to her. 

Ardsley: Charlie Prentice is with her. 

Sydney: Why don’t you wait till you’ve had a cup of tea, 
mother? You sound tired. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I am rather. [Dr. Prentice comes in and 
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she gives him a smile.] Oh, Charlie. I was just coming 
upstairs. 

Prentice: I wouldn’t. I’ve given Evie a hypodermic. I’d 
rather she were left alone. 

Ardsley: Take a pew, Charlie. I’m going back to my 
oiBce. One or two things I want to finish up. I’ll he 
along for tea in a quarter of an hour. 

Mrs. Ardsley; Very well, 

[He goer out. 

Howard: \Having finished.] There. That’s all right, I think. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Thank you. 

Howard: I say, I think I’ll just go along to Collie’s garage. 
There are one or two bits and pieces that I’ve got my 
eye on. I’d just as soon make sure that nobody sneaks 
them. 

Sydney: Oh, yeah. 

Howard: Tell Ethel I’ll come bade for her. I slun’t be 
long. 

[He goes out, 

Sydney: What did the specialist say, mother? 

Mrs, Ardsley: What specialist, Sydney? 

Sydney: Come off it, da rling . You don’t generally favour 
your family with a very detailed account of your mov^ 
ments. When you took such pains to tell us exactly 
why you were going into Stanbury this afternoon, I 
guessed that you were going to see a spedalist. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I never believe a word doctors say to me. 

Prentice: Don’t mind me. 

Mrs. Ardsley; Tell me about Evie. 

Prentice: I hardly know yet. It may be it would be better 
if she went into a home for a few weeks. 

hlRS. Ardsley; She isn’t mad? 
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Prentice; She’s very unbalanced. . . I was just coming 
round when Sydney telephoned. Murray rang me up 
after he’d seen you, 

Mrs. Ardsley: Why didn’t he mind his own business? 

Prentice: It was his business. 

Sydney: Would you like me to leave you? 

[Mrs. Ardsley ffves him a little, thoughtful look. 

Mrs. Ardsley: No, stay if you like. But go on with your 
tatting and pretend you don’t hear. 

Sydney: All right. 

[He takes his work and goes on as though absorbed in it. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Don’t interrupt. 

Prentice: I’m afraid Murray could only confirm my 
diagnosis, Charlotte. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [Cheerfully^ I had an idea he would, you 
know. You stick together, you doctors. 

Prentice: He agrees with me that an immediate operation 
is necessary. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I believe he does. 

Prentice: When I spoke to him on the telephone he said 
you were — ^hesitating a little. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Not at all. I didn’t hesitate for a minute. 

Prentice: I’m delighted to hear it. I know your courage, 
I was confident in your good sense. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I’m glad. 

Prentice: I’ll make all the arrangements and we’ll have it 
done as soon as possible. 

Mrs, Ardsley: I’m not going to be operated on, Charlie, 

Prentice: My dear, I must be frank with you. It’s the only 
, chance we have of saving your life. 

Mas. Ardsley: That’s not true, Charlie. It’s the only chance 
you have of prolonging my life. For a few months or 
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a year perhaps. And then it’ll start all over again. Do 
you think it’s worth it? I don’t. 

Prentice: You have your husband and your children to 
think of. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I know. It would be a frightful expense. 
If I got over the operation I should always be an invalid. 
I should have to have a nurse. I should be much more 
bother than I was worth. 

Prentice: That’s unkindj Charlotte. And it’s untrue. 

Mrs. Ardslet: You’ve known me a great many years, 
Charlie. Haven’t you noticed that when once I make 
up my mind I don’t change it? 

Prentice: Don’t be a damned fool, Charlotte. 

Mrs. Aedsley: I have nothing to complain of. I haven’t 
had an unhappy life. I’m prepared to call it a day. 

Prentice: I don’t know if Murray made himself quite clear. 

Mrs. Ardslet: I asked him to. 

Prentice: Listen to me. I mean every word I say. If you 
won’t consent to an operation I’m afraid you have 
only a few months to live. 

Mrs. Ardslet: \Coolly?^ How oddl Those were his very 
words. 

Prentice; WcU? 

Mrs. Ardslet: I’ve often wondered in the past how 1 
should take it when I was told that I was going to die. 
I’ve wondered if I’d scream or faint. You know, I 
didn’t do either. It gave me a funny sort of thrill. I 
felt as if I’d drunk a glass of port on an empty stomach. 
I had some shopping to do at Stanbury afterwards. I’m 
afraid I was rather extravagant. I felt so gay and light- 
hearted. 

Prentice: That’s more than I do. 

Mrs. Ardslet: It shows bow right Leonard is when he 
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says it*s silly to take your jumps before you come to 
them. 

Prentice: Oh, damn Leonard. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I’m free. Nothing matters very much any 
more. It’s a very comfortable feeling. 

Prentice: And the rest? 

Mrs. Ardsley: Oh, the rest, my dear, is between me and 
the pale, distant shadow that is all you clever people 
have left me of God. 

Prentice: \AJter a moment's reflection^ If you take that view 
of it, if you know the facts and are prepared to take the 
consequences, I have no more to say. Perhaps you’re 
right. I admire your courage. I should like to think 
that I should have enough to follow your example. 

Mrs. Ardsley: There is one thing I’m going to ask you to 
do for me. 

Prentice: My dear, anything in the world. 

Mrs, Ardsley: I don’t want to suffer more than I need. 
We’ve always had a great deal of affection for one 
another, Charlie. 

Prentice: I suppose we have. 

Mrs. Ardsley: You doctors are a brutal lot and there’s no 
end to the amount of pain you can bear in other people. 

Prentice: I will do everything medical practice permits 
me to save you from suffering, 

Mrs. Ardsley: But I’m going to ask you to do something 
more. 

[vl long, intent look passes between them. 

Prentice: I’ll do even that. 

Mrs. Ardsley: \Witb a change of manner, ebeerfullyl\ Then 
that’s aU right. And now let’s forget that I have any* 
thing the matter with me. 
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[Sydney gets up and coming over to his mother bends 
damn and kisses her on the forehead. 

Mrs. Ardsley: As you’re up you ring the bell, 

Sydney. Fm simply dying for a cup of tea. 

[As he rings Ethel comes in. 
Ethel: I didn’t kno'w you were back, mother. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Yes, I got in a few minutes ago. [Ethel 
hsses her.'\ I was going up to see Evie, but Uncle 
Charlie thought Fd better wait. 

Ethel: She’s quite comfortable, 

Mrs. Ardsley: Asleep? 

Ethel: No, but resting. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Where’s Lois? 

Ethel: She’s in her room. She’s just cotmag. 

[The Maid comes in mitb a trap, which she puts on a 
little table. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [To ber\ Oh, Gertrude, if anyone calls Fm 
not at home, 

Gertrude: Very good, ma’am. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I don’t feel inclined to cope with visitors 
this afternoon. 

Prentice: I’ll take myself off. 

Mrs, Arbsley: Don’t be so stupid. You’re going to stay 
and have a cup of tea. 

Prentice: I have other patients, you know. 

Mrs. Ardsley: They can wait. 

[Lois comes in. 

Mrs. Ardsley: You ought to be starting soon, Lois, 
oughtn’t you? 

Lois; I’ve got time yet. It won’t take me five minutes to 
get to the station. 
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Ethel: You won’t fotget the partridges? 

Lois: No. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Give Aunt Emily my love. 

Prentice: You might remember me to her, Lois. 

Lois: I will. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Her chrysanthemums ought to be coming 
on just now. 

[Gertrude has gone out of the room after bringing in 
the tray and now comes back. 

Gertrude: Mrs. Cedar has called, ma’am. 

Mrs. Ardsley; I told you to say I wasn’t at home. 

Gertrude: I said you wasn’t, ma’am, but she says it’s very 
important. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Tiresome woman. Tell her I’ve just come 
back from Stanbury and Fm very tired. Say, will she 
forgive me, but I don’t feel up to seeing anybody 
to-day. 

Gertrude: Very good, ma’am. 

is about to go, when the door is burst open and Gwen 
comes in. She is wrougjjt up. 

Gwen: I’m sorry to force myself on you. It’s a matter of 
life and death. I must see you. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I’m not very well, Gwen. Don’t you tbinir 
you can wait till to-morrow? 

Gwen: No, no, no, to-morrow it’ll be too late. Oh, God, 
what shall I do? 

Mrs. Ardsley: Well, since you’re here, perhaps the best 
thing would be to sit down and have a cup of tea. 

Gwen: [In a strangled poice.] Lois and Wilfred are going to 
elope. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Oh, my dear, don’t be so silly. You’re 
making a perfect nuisance of yourself. 
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Gwen: It's true, I tell you, it’s true. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Lois is going to spend a fortnight with my 
sister-in-law. I didn’t think there was anything in what 
you said to me, but I didn’t want any unpleasantness, 
so I arranged that she should be away till after you’d 
gone. 

Gwen: She’s not going to your sister-in-law’s. Wilfred’s 
meeting her at Stanbury. They’re going to London. 

Lois: What are you talking about, Gwen? 

Gwen: I heard every word you said on the ’phone. 

Lois: [Try/«g to bide that she is sfartled.l When? 

Gwen: Just now. Ten minutes ago. You didn’t know I’d 
had an extension put up into my room. I’m not such 
a perfect fool as you thought me. Can you deny that 
you spoke to Wilfred? 

Lois: No. 

Gwen: You said, Wilfred, it’s a go. And he said, what 
d’you mean? And you said, I’m trusting myself to your 
tender mercies. You’re for it, my boy. I’m going to 
elope with you. 

Ethel: She was joking with him. 

Gwen: A funny joke. He said, my God, you don’t mean 
it. And she said, I’ll get out of the train at Stanbury. 
Meet me in the car and we’ll talk it over on the way 
to LondoiL 

Mrs. Ardsley: Is it true, Lois? 

Lois: Yes. 

Sydney: You damned fool, Lois. 

Gwen: Oh, Lois, I’ve never done you any harm. I’ve been 
a good friend to you — you can’t take ray husband 
from me. 

Lois: I’m not taking him from you. You lost him years 
ago. 
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Gwen: You’ie young, you’ll have plenty of chances before 
you’re through. I’m old and he’s all I’ve got. If he 
leaves me I swear to you that I’ll kill myself. 

Mrs. Ardsley: But why have you come i ere? Why didn’t 
you go to your husband? 

Gwen: He won’t listen to me. Oh, what a fool I’ve been. 
I ought to have known when I saw the pearls. 

Mrs. Ardsley: What pearls? 

Gwen: She’s wearing them now. She pretends they’re false, 
but they’re real, and he gave them to her. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Take them off, Lois, and give them to 
Gwen. 

^Nitbout a word Lois mdoes the clasp and throws the 
string on the table, 

Gwen: Do you think I’d touch them? He hates me. Oh, 
it’s so awful to love someone with all your heart and 
to know that the very sight of you maddens him beyond 
endurance. I went down on my knees to him. I begged 
him not to leave me. He said he was sick to death of me. 
He pushed me over. I heard the door slam. He’s gone. 
He’s gone to join her. 

[Shu polls to her knees and bursts into a passion of tears. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Gwen, Gwen, don’t give way like that. 

[Gwen, still on her knees, drags herself up to Mrs. 
Ardsley. 

Gwen: Don't let her go to him. You know what it feels 
like to be old. You Icnow how defenceless one is. She’ll 
regret it. You don’t loiow what he’s like. He’ll throw 
her aside when he’s tired of her as he’s thrown all the 
others aside. He’s hard and cruel and selfish. He’s made 
me so miserable, 

Mrs. Ardsley: If that’s true, if he’s all you say I should 
have thought you were well rid of him. 
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G^wen: I’m too old to start fresh. I’m too old to be left 
alone. Alone. [She struggles up to her He’s mine. I 
went through the divorce court to get liim. I won’t 
let him go. [Tumitig ott Lois.] I swear to you before God 
that you shall never marry him. He forced his first wife 
to divorce him because she hadn’t money, but I’ve got 
money of my own. I’ll never divorce him. 

Lois: Nothing would induce me to marry him. 

Gwen; Take him if you want to. He’ll come back to me. 
He’s old. He tries to keep up. It’s all sham. I know 
the effort it is. He’s tired to death and he won’t give in. 
What good can he be to you? How can you be so 
stupid? You ought to be ashamed. 

Mrs. Ardslet; Gwen. Gwen. 

Gwen: Money. Oh, curse the money. He’s a rich man and 
you haven’t got a bob between you. You’re all in it. 
All of you. You all want to get something out of it. 
You brutes. You beasts. 

[Dr. Prentice gets up and takes her by the arm. 

Prentice: Come, Mrs. Cedar, we’ve had enough of this. 
You go too far. You must get out of this. 

Gwen; I won’t go. 

Prentice: If you don’t, I shall put you out. 

[He urges her towards the door. 

Gwen: I’ll make such a scandal that you’ll never be able 
to hold up your heads again. 

Prentice: That’s enough now. Get out. 

Gwen: Leave me alone, damn you. 

Prentice; I’m going to take you home. Come on. 

\Th^ both go out. There is a moment’s awkivard silence 
when the door is closed on them. 

Lois: I’m sorry to have exposed you to this disgusting 
scene, mother. 
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Sydney: You may well be. 

Ethel: You’re not really going off with that man, Lois? 

Lois: I am. 

Ethel: You can’t be in love with him. 

Lois: Of course not. If I were, d’you think I’d be such a 
fool as to go? 

Ethel: \A^dst^ Lois. 

Lois: If I loved him I’d be afraid. 

Ethel: You don’t know what you’re doing. It would be 
awful and unnatural if you loved him, but there would 
be an excuse for you. 

Lois: Has love done very much for you, Ethel? 

Ethel: Me? I don’t know what you mean. I married 
Howard. I took him for better, for worse. 

Lois: You’ve been a good wife and a good mother. A 
virtuous woman. And a lot of good it’s done you. I’ve 
seen you grow old and tired and hopeless. I’m 
frightened, Ethel, frightened. 

Ethel: I wasn’t obliged to marry. Mother and father were 
against it. 

Lois; You could have stayed on at home like Evie. So can 
I. I’m frightened, Ethel. I’m frightened. I don’t want 
to become like Evie. 

Ethel: Mother, can’t you do something? It’s so awful. 
It’s such madness. 

Mrs. Ardslet: I’m listening to what Lois has to say. 

Ethel: [With a eateh in her breatb.'\ You’re not running 
away from anybody here? 

Lois: [Sailing^ Oh, my dear, that isn’t at all in my 
character. 

Ethel: [Ashamed and awksvard^ I thought that perhaps 
someone had been trying to make love to you. 
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Lois: Oh, Ethel, don’t be so silly. Who is thete to tnalfp 
love to me in this God-forsaken place? 

Ethel: I didn’t know. Perhaps it was only my fancy. It’s 
just the money? 

Lois: Yes, and what money brings. Freedom and oppor- 
tunity. 

Ethel: Those are mere words. 

Lois: I’m sick of waiting for something to turn up. Time 
is flying and soon it’ll be too late. 

Mrs. Ardsley: When did you decide, Lois? 

Lois: Half an hour ago. 

Mrs. Ardslet: Have you considered all the consequences? 

Lois: Oh, mother dear, if I did that I should stay here 
twiddling my thumbs till my dying day. 

Mrs. Ardsley: It’s not a very nice thing that you’re doing. 

Lois: I know. 

Mrs. Ardsley: It’s cruel to Gwen. 

Lois: {With a lArwg.] I or another, 

Mrs. Ardsley: It’ll be a dreadful blow to your father. 

Lois: I’m sorry. 

Mrs, Ardsley: And the scandal won’t be very nice for us. 

Lois: I can’t help it. 

Ethel: It would be bad enough if you were going to be 
married. Gwen says she won’t divorce. 

Lois: I don’t want to marry him. 

Ethel: What’s to happen to you if he chucks you? 

Lois: Darling, you’re years older than I am and a married 
woman. How can you be so innocent? Has it never 
occurred to you what power it gives a woman when a 
man is madly in love with her and she doesn’t cate a 
row of pins for him? 

R* 
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[Gertrude comes in with the teapot and the hot water 
on a tray. 

Mrs. Ardsley: [To Ethel.] Go and tell your father tea is 
ready, Ethel, 

[Wi/A a disheartened gesture Ethel goes out. 

Lois: I’ll go and put on my hat. [Gertrude goes out.] 
Fm sorry to disappoint you, mother. I don’t want to 
cause you pain. 

Mrs. Ardsley; Have you quite made up your mind, Lois? 

Lois: Quite, 

Mrs. Ardsley: That is what I thought. Then perhaps you 
bad better go and put on your hat. 

Lois: What about father? I don’t want him to make a 
scene. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I’ll tell him after you’ve gone. 

Lois: Thank you. 

[She goes out. Mrs. Ardsley and Sydney are left 
alone. 

Sydney: Are you going to let her go, mother? 

Mrs. Ardsley: How can I stop her? 

Sydney: You can tell her what the surgeon told you this 
afternoon, 

Mrs. Ardsley: Oh, my dear, with one foot in the grave it’s 
rather late to start blackmdl. 

Sydney: She wouldn’t go, you know, 

Mrs. Ardsley: I don’t think she would. I can’t do that, 
Sydney. I shouldn’t like to think of her waiting for my 
death. I should feel like apologising for every day I 
lingered on. 

Sydney: She might change her mind, 

Mrs. Ardsley; She’s young, she has her life before her, she 
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must do what she thinks best with it. I don’t belong to 
life any longer. I don’t think I have the right to 
influence her. 

Sydney: Aren’t you afraid she’ll come an awful cropper. 

Mrs. Ardseey: She’s hard and selfish. I don’t tliink she’s 
stupid. She can take cate of herself. 

Sydney: She might be a stranger, to hear you speak. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Does it sound unkind? You see, I feel as if 
nothing mattered very much any more. I’ve had my 
day. I’ve done what I could. Now those who come 
after me must shift for themselves. 

Sydney: You’re not frightened at all? 

Mrs. Ardsley: Not a bit. I’m strangely happy. I’m rather 
relieved to think it’s over. I’m not at home in this 
world of to-day. I’m pre-war. Everything’s so changed 
now. I don’t understand the new ways. To me life is 
like a party that was very nice to start with, but has 
become rather rowdy as time went on, and I’m not at 
all sorry to go home. 

[Ethel comes back. 

Ethel: I’ve told fether. He’s just coming. 

Mrs. Ardsley: I’m afraid we’ve let the tea stand rather a 
long time. 

Sydney: Father likes nothing better than a good strong cup. 

[Lois comes in. She has her bat on. 

Lois: {Startled and anxious.'l Mother, Evie is coming down 
the stairs. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Isn’t she asleep? 

Sydney: Uncle Charlie said he’d given her something. 

[The door is opened and Eva comes in. Her Q/es an 
bright from the drug the doctor has ffven her. She has 
a queer, fixed smile on her face. She has changid inis 
her best frock. 
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Mrs. Ardslet: 1 thought you were lying down, Evie. They 
told me you didn’t fed quite up to the mark. 

Eva: I had to come down to tea. Gillie’s coming. 

Lois; [ Shacked ^ Collie. 

Eva: He’d have been so disappointed if I hadn’t come. 

Mrs, Ardslev: You’ve put on your best dress. 

Eva: It is rather an occasion, isn’t it? You see, I’m engaged 
to be married, 

Ethel: Evie, what do you mean? 

Eva: I’m telling you beforehand so that you should be 
prepared. Colhe’s coming here this afternoon to talk 
to father about it. Don’t say anything about it till he 
comes. 

[Tkere is a momen/’s amkrvard pause. They none of them 
know what to s^' or do. 

Mrs. Ardslet: Let me give you your tea, darling. 

Eva: I don’t want any tea. I’m too excited. {She oatehss sight 
of the string of pearls that Lois bad put on the tablel\ What 
are these pearls doing here? 

Lois: You can have them if you lilte. 

Mrs. Ardsley: Lois. 

Lois: They’re mine. 

Eva: Can I really? It’ll be an engagement present. Oh, 
Lois, that is sweet of you. {Six goes up to her and kisses her, 
then, standing in front of the glass puts them on.] Collie always 
says I have such a pretty neck. 

[Mr. Ardsley and Howard eome in. 

Ardsley: Now what about this cup of tea? 

Howard: HuUoa, Evie. All right again? 

Eva: Oh, yes. There’s nothing the matter with me. 

Ardsley: All ready to start, Lois? 

Lois: Yes. 
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Ardsley: Don’t cut it too fine. 

Howard: I may look you up one of these days, Lois. IVc 
got to go over to Canterbury to see a man on business. 
I don’t suppose I shall be able to get back for the night, 
Ethel. 

Ethel: No? 

Howard: I’ll come over and fetch you in the car, Lois, and 
we’ll do a picture together. 

Lois; \Moe]dttgbim?^ That would be grand. 

Ardsley; Well, I must say it’s very nice to have a cup of tea 
by one’s own fireside and surrounded by one’s family. 
If you come to think of it we none of us have anything 
very much to worry about. Of course we none of us have 
more money than we know what to do with, but we 
have our health and we have our happiness. I don’t 
think we’ve got very much to complain of. Things 
haven’t been going too well lately, but I think the 
world is turning the corner and we can all look forward 
to better times in future. This old England of ours 
isn’t done yet and I for one believe in it and all it stands 
for. 

[Eva beffns to sing in a thin cracked voice. 

Eva: God save our gracious Kingl 

Long live our noble Kingl 
God save our Kingl 

[Tiis others look at her, petrified, in horror-struck surprise. 
When she stops Lois ffves a little cry and hurries from 
the room. 


THE end 
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ACT ONE 

Tie Scene is Bradley’s Hairdressing and Barber’s Saloon in 
JernrfU Street. 

At the hack is the front shop in wbieb the cashier sits, and the door 
from the street leads into it. From this a doorway, closed by a 
curtain, gyves entrance to the saloon. This is lined with mirrors, 
with basins, and in front of each basin is a barber’s chair. In 
the middle of the room is a table on which are papers and 
magaofnes, two or three chairs for customers to sit on if they 
have to wait, and a rotmd coat and hat rack and umbrella stand. 
A door in one of the side walls leads to the room where the 
assistants sit when they are not ocmipied. 

When the curtain rises Two Customers are being served. One of 
them has just bad bis hair cut by Albert, aid Miss Grange, 
the manicurist, is finishing bis nails. Tie other customer is in 
process of being shaved by Sheppey. Sheppey is a stontish, 
middle-aged man, with a red face and twinkling yes. He has a 
fine head of black wavy hair. He has a jovial, wellfed look. 
He is a bit of a character and knows it. Miss Grange is x<ery 
refined. 

Albert: Anything on the ’air, sir? 

Customer: As long as it’s not greasy. 

Albert: Number three, sir? 

Customer: All right. 

[Albert sprinkles some hair wash on the customer’s head. 
During the next few speeches be brushes and combs the 
hair. 
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Albert: Anything you’jce wanting to-day, sir? 

Customer: No. 

Albert: ’Ait’s very dry, sir. 

Customer: That’s how I like it. 

Albert: Getting a bit thin on top, sir. 

Customer: I think it’s rather becoming. 

Albert: Matter of taste, sir. I can thoroughly recommend 
our number three. We sell a rare lot of it. 

Customer: You’re not going to sell any to me. 

Albert: Very good, sir. All I meant to say is, it can’t ’elp 
but do the ’air good. Mr. Bradley makes it ’imself. 
It’s made of the very best materials. I can guarantee that. 

Customer: Shut upl 

Miss Grange: You don’t want a high polish on them, do 
you? 

Customer; Just ordinary. 

Miss Grange: I’ll put a high polish on them if you like. 

Customer: I don’t want to see my face in them, you know. 

Miss Grange: I never like to see a gentleman’s nails too 
liighly polished. 

Customer: I daresay you’re right. 

Miss Grange: I mean to say, I always think it makes one 
look like a foreigner. 

Customer; Oh, do you think it does? 

Miss Grange: I’m positive of it. And one doesn’t want to 
look like one of them Argentines, does he? 

Customer: They look terribly rich, you know 

Miss Grange: 1 can put as much polish on your nails as 
you like, you know. 

Customer: Oh no, don’t trouble. 

Miss Grange: Oh, it’s no trouble. I mean, you’ve only got 
to say the word. 
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Customer: As long as they’ie neat and clean that’ll do me. 
Miss Grange: That’s what I aJ.ways say, neat but not gaudy 
Sheppet: [To the customer bt is shaving.] Razor all right, sir? 
Second Customer: Yes. 

Sheppey: Very mild to-day, sir. 

Second Customer: Yes. 

Sheppey: I shouldn’t be surprised if we 'ad a bit of rain 
to-night, sir. 

Second Customer: Yes? 

Sheppey: I ’ear the French ’orse won the three-thirty, sir. 
Second Customer: Yes. 

Sheppey: ’Ave anything on, sit? 

Second Customer: Yes. 

Sheppey: Bit of luck for you, sir. 

Second Customer: Yes. 

Sheppey: I backed Varsity Boy meself, sir. Shilling etich 
way. 

Second Customer: Yes? 

Sheppey: ’E ’ad a pretty good chance. 

Second Customer: Yes. 

Sheppey: You ’ave to be pretty smart to spot a winner 
every time. 

Second Customer: Yes. 

Sheppey: It’s a mug’s game, backing ’orses. 

Second Customer; Yes. 

Sheppey; That’s what I say. But one must ’ave a bir of 
excitement. Sport of Kings, they call it. 

Second Customer; Yes. 

Sheppey: Pity so many owners giving up. 

Second Customer: Yes. 

Sheppey: ’Ard times for all of us. 



ACT I 


193 S H E P P B T 

Second Customer: Yes. 

[Mr. Bolton comes in. He is a smart-lookings middle- 
aged man. Bradley, the proprietor, precedes him 
through the curtains. 

Bradley: This WRy, sir, 

Bolton: I’m not too late, am I? 

Bradley: No, sir, vrc don’t shut till seven. I told my other 
young lady she might go, but Miss Grange is here. 
[Calling.] Number Three. 

Bolton: I’ll wait for Sheppey. 

Bradley: Just as you like, sir. 

Sheppey: I shan’t be above two minutes, sir. 

[No. 3 comes through the door. 

Bradley; All right, Victor. Mr. Bolton’s going to wait for 
Sheppey. 

[No. 3 nods and goes hack again. 
[Taking Mr. Bolton’s hat and stick.] Evening paper, sir? 

Bolton; Afternoon, Miss Grange. 

Miss Grange: Afternoon, sit. You’re quite a stranger. 
I’m just finished. 

Bolton: I don’t know that I want a manicure to-day. 

Miss Grange: It’s nearly a fortnight since you had them 
done last, Mr. Bolton. 

Bolton: I’m only going to have a shave. 

Miss Grange: That’ll give me plenty of time. I can finish 
by the time Sheppey does, 

Sheppey: Don’t you put me on my mettle, Miss Grange. I 
can shave a customer in four and a ’alf minutes if I 
want to. 

Bolton: You needn't try to make any records on me, 
Sheppey. 

Miss Grange; I don’t say I can make an absolutely first- 
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rdtc job of it in the time it tekes you to give *1 penrlcman 
a shave, but I can make his nails look decent. 

Bradley: That’s right, Mr. Bolton. IVe 'ad to do with a 
good many young ladies in my time. I can’t off ’and 
remember one as was quicker than Miss Grange. 

Miss Grange: Well, practice makes perfect, they say. I 
like a gentleman’s hands to look as if they were a gentle- 
man’s hands, and I don’t mind who knows it. [To tLe 
customer she is servi)tg.\ There, sir, I think that’s all 
right. 

Customer: Grand. 

[He gets up. Albert removes bis gown, and takes up o 
brush and gives him a rapid brush down. 

Albert: Allow me, sir. 

Customer: Oh, that’s all right. 

Miss Grange: [Archlyi] We must send you out of the shop 
nice and tidy, you Icnow. 

Customer: How much do I owe? 

Albert: Pay at the desk, sir. 

The Customer takes a shilling out of his poehst end gives 
it to Miss Grange. 


Customer: Here you are. 

Miss Grange: Thank you, sir. 

Bradley: [Helping him on with bis coat.\ Allow me, sir. 

Albert: [Producing a bottle of hair wasbi\ This is our number 
three, sir. 

Customer: Very pretty. 

Bradley* We sell a rare lot of it, sir. 

Customer: So the gentleman who was cutting my hair said. 
The information left me speechless. 

Bradley; There isn’t a preparation on the market to come 
up to it. And it’s not because I make it myself that I say 
that. 
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sir. 

Customer: I hate surprises. [Hs mds!\ Afternoon. 

[T/6e Customer is ushered out ^ Albert. 

Sheppet: a little oflf the ears, sir? 

Second Customer; No. 

Sheppey: Very good, sir. Shall you be wanting any ’air 
wash to-day, sir? 

Second Customer: No. 

Sheppey: Razor blades? 

Second Customer; No. 

Sheppey: There’s a new safety razor Just been put on the 
market. Beautiful bit of work. I suppose you wouldn’t 
like Just to ’ave a look at it. 

Second Customer: No. 

Sheppey: Very good, sir. Shall I just give the ’air a brush, 
sir? 

Second Customer; No. 

Sheppey; Very good, sir. Then I think that’ll be all, sir. 

[The Customer gets up and Sheppey takes his gown off 
him. The Customer tips him. 

Thank you, sir, [Th Mr. Bolton.] Now I’m ready for 
you, sir. 

Bradley: I’ll just give you a brush, sit. 

Mr. Bolton sits down in Sheppey’s chair and Miss 
Grange brings up her little stool, fetches 

a clean gown. Meanwhile Bradley brushes down the 
second customer and ffves him his hat. 

Miss Grange: Now let me have a look at those nails of 
yours, Mr. Bolton. Oh, Mr. Bolton. I do believe you’ve 
been unfeithful to me. 

Bolton; What makes you think that. Miss Grange? 

Miss Grange: Well, I can see with half an eye that someone 
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has been messing about with your hands. Oh, Mr. 
Bolton, that is too bad of you, 

Bolton: I broke a nail playing golf down in the country. I 
had to do something about it. 

Miss Grange: Well, I am disappointed. I never thought 
you’d do a thing like that. I shall have no end of a job 
getting your nails nice again. The feet is you can’t trust 
anyone in this world. 

Bolton: I apologise, Miss Grange. 

Miss Grange: Oh, I didn’t mean you, sir. You’re a 
gentleman and that nobody can deny. 1 meant that girl 
that done your nails. Well, I ask you. 

[Sheppet tomes back with a gpwn and puts it on Mr. 
Bolton. 

Bolton; Sheppey, I regret to inform you that Miss Grange 
is upset. 

Miss Grange: I am and I’m not going to deny it. 

Sheppey: Why, what’s the trouble? 

Miss Grange: Mr. Bolton’s been unfeithful to me. 

Sheppey: You know what men are, Miss Grange. You 
can’t trust them out of your sight. 

Miss Grange: And no one knows that better than me, 
Sheppey. 

[Sheppey beffns to lather Mr. Bolton’s fate, Albert 
comes in again. 

Bolton: You didn’t seem to be doing very well with your 
last customer, Sheppey. 

Sheppey: Not what you’d call a brilliant conversationalist 
was he? I knew there was nothing doing the moment 
ne sat down. I only asked ’im if he was wanting any- 
thing to-day so as he shouldn’t feel slighted. 

Bolton; [To Albert.] You didn’t have much luck with 
your number three either, Albert. 
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Albert: You’re right there, sir. He was one of them tight 
ones and no mistake. 

Miss Grange; I’ll say this for you, Albert. You had a good 
try. 

Sheppey: I was listening to you. You (didn’t try the right 
way. 

Albert: When a gent says he likes being bald — ^well, I ask 
you. 

Miss Grange: Pie was aggravating, I must say. He had an 
answer to everything. 

Sheppey: When a customer tries to be funny ’e’s easy. 

Miss Grange: Well, Sheppey, I don’t believe even you 
could have got him to buy anything. 

Bolton: Is Sheppey a good salesman? 

Miss Grange: You ask Mr. Bradley. 

Bradley: Best I’ve ever had. 

Bolton: How d’you do it, Sheppey? 

Sheppey: Oh, it’s just knack, sir. Of course you want a lot 
of tact. 

Bolton: You needn’t mind telling me, you know. You’ll 
never catch me if you try till doomsday. All these 
preparations of yours. A lot of damned nonsense. I 
wouldn’t take one of them as a gift. 

[Sheppey, wwjera 1 ^ Bolton, gives Bradley and 
Albert a wink. Bradley presently goes out. 

Sheppey: I know I couldn’t sell you anything not in a 
hundred years. You ’avc to be a judge of character in 
my business and I know it would be just waste of time to 
try. 

Bolton: Thank you for those kind words. 

Sheppey: You see, we make our money out of the vanity of 
the ’uman race. And I don’t mind telling you that men 
are every bit as vain as women. 
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Miss Grange; Vainer, if you ask me. 

Sheppey: Now I don’t think Fm wrong in stating that you 
’aven’t got a spark of vanity in your composition. 

Bolton: I daresay you’re right. 

Sheppey: I know I’m right. I mean, if you was vain you 
wouldn’t want to look any older than you need, would 
you? 

Bolton: I’m only just over forty, you know. 

Sheppey: Is that a hict, sir? Of course, being so grey over 
the temples makes you look more. 

Miss Grange: Oh, I like the grey over the temples, 
Sheppey. I always think it makes a gentleman look so 
distingay. 

SirEppEY.* I don’t say it don’t look distingay. I only say it 
adds a good five years to one’s age. If Mr. Bolton 
’adn’t got that grey ’e wouldn’t look a day over thirty- 
five. 

Miss Grange: He wouldn’t look tliat, Sheppey. 

Bolton: I’m not going to dye my hair to please you, 
Sheppey. 

Sheppey: I don’t blame you. I’d never recommend a 
gentleman to dye his hair. It seems unnatural somehow. 

Miss Grange: I always think it makes a face look so hard. 

Sheppey: What I mean to say is, I don’t suppose you mind if 
you look thirty-five or forty-eight. Why should you? 

Bolton: I don’t know that I want to look as though I had 
one foot in the grave, you know. 

Sheppey: You know what Fm thinking of. Miss Grange? 

Miss Grange: That German stufi’. 

Sheppey: Mind you, sir, Fm not trying to sell it to you. 

Bolton: That’s a good job because you won’t succeed. 

Sheppey: Fm aU for British goods. I don’t ’old with 
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with it I was all against it meself, but ’e persuaded Mr. 
Bradley to give it a trial. And you’d be surprised at the 
amount we’ve sold of it. 

Miss Grakge; Especially when you thinlc what it costs. 

Sheppet: What with the duty and one thing and another 
we can’t sell it for less than twenty-five shillings a 
bottle. 

Bolton; What is it, a dye? 

Sheppey: No, that’s what it isn’t. It just makes the ’air grow 
its natural colour. The result is so gradual that nobody 
notices. I can tell you this, if you give it a trial, at 
the end of three weeks you wouldn’t *ave a grey ’air on 
your ’cad. 

Bolton: You don’t really esrpect me to believe that? 

Skeppey; What reason ’ave I got for saying it? I know 
you’re not going to try it, sir. Why should you? I know 
you’re not the sort of gentleman as minds what ’e looks 
like. 

Bolton: You’re not pulling my leg, are you? 

Sheppey: How d’you mean, sir? 

Bolton: I thought you might be up to some hanky-panky. 

Skeppey: Trying to sell you that stuff? That’s not the way 
I’d go about it. Look here, sir, I don’t mind t elling you a 
secret. If you want to sell something to a customer 
you’ve got to keep your eye on ’im all the time. You’ve 
got to watch ’im like as if you was a boxer in the ring. 
Now, ’ave I been looking at you? 

Bolton: I haven’t noticed it. 

Sheppey: Well, then. A funny thing ’appened the other 
day. I expect you know the Marquess of Twickenham, 
sir. 

Bolton: No, I don’t. 

Sheppey: 'E’s one of our customers and so’s ’is brother. 
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Lord John. He absolutely insisted on trying this 
preparation. He was getting terribly grey and it upset 
’im like. Well, one morning a gentleman come in and sat 
down in my chair. Good-morning, Lord John, I said to 
im. He began to laugh. I’m not Lord John, ’e said, 
I’m the Marquess of Twickenham. Would you believe 
it, I’d taken ’im for ’is younger brother. 'E 'adn’t got a 
grey ’air in ’is ’ead. 

Miss Grange: I couldn’t help laughing at the sight of 
Sheppey’s face. 

Sheppey: Well, his lordship told me there was fifteen years 
between them. 

Miss Grange: Almost a miracle, I call it. 

Bolton: What’s the stuff called? 

Sheppey: Get a bottle, Albert, and let Mr. Bolton ’ave a look 
at it. 

Bolton: Don’t bother. It doesn’t matter at all. 

Shbppey; {With a wink at hxsisxt^ Just as a matter of 
curiosity. ’Ave anything on the race to-day, sir? 

Bolton; No, I didn’t. 

Sheppey: I wish I ’adn’t. 

[Albert gMJ into tht front shop. 

Bolton: Mug’s game, betting. 

Miss Grange: Sheppey doesn’t think so. You’d be 
suip)rised the wirmers he picks. 

Sheppey; Of course I never ’ave more than a sliilling each 
way. With a wife and daughter to provide for I can’t 
afford to take risks. I must say I like to ’ave a bit on. 

Bolton; You must be pretty smart if you don’t lose more 
than you win. 

Sheppey: Well, I’ll tell you, I’m lucky. I always ’ave been. 

Miss Gr-ange: They say it’s better to be born lucky than 
rich, don’t they? 
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Bolton: Did you have a ticket for the Irish Sweep? 

Sheppey: Yes, I wouldn’t miss that for anything. I’ve 
always ’ad one, ever since they started. 

Bolton: You’ve never won anything, I suppose? 

Shei'pey: Not yet, but I’m in ’opes. 

Bolton: The draw was yesterday, wasn’t it? 

S11F.PPEY: Yes. They’re drawing the consolation prizes 
to-day. I might win one of them. 

Miss Grange: It would be a nice thing if you opened your 
paper to-morrow morning and saw your name there. 

Siieppey: I shouldn’t be surprised. 

[Albert h . 

Albert: Captain Fottescue’s on the 'phone, Sheppey. He 
wants to Imow if you’re free to-morrow morning at 
eleven-thirty. 

Sheppey: Yes. I’m free. Book him, will you? 

Albert: All right. 

[He goes out. 

Miss Grange: He was in this morning, Sheppey. He was in 
a way when he found you wasn’t here. 

Sheppey: 'Well, it wasn’t my fault, was it? 

Miss Grange: Cursing and swearing all over the place, he 
was. 

Sheppey: I know. Only a captain and thinks ’imself a 
colonel, 

[Albert comes in again. 

Albert: He says, he ain’t going to put up with any of your 
damned impudence ageoin, and if you’re not ready and 
waiting at cleven-tliirty sharp he won’t be responsible 
for the consequences. 

Sheppey: I suppose they’ve made ’im commander-in-chief 
all of a sudden. 

Bolton: How is it that you weren't here this morning? I 
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thought you*d never missed a day for fourteen years. 

Sheppet: No more I ’ave. Except for me fortnight’s 
’oliday in the summer. I was at limbeth Police Court .all 
the morning. 

Bolton; Drunk or disorderly? 

Sheppey: Not me. ’Alf a pint of bitter to my dinner, anH 
’alf a pint when I go off work in die evening, that’s all the 
liquor that ever passes my lips. 

Miss Grange: He was witness in a case. 

Sheppey: I caught a chap stealing the doctor’s overcoat out 
of ’is car. It was standing outside the nest ’ouse to mine 
and I come out of my front door just in the nick of time. 

Bolton; You can’t leave a thing in your car now. It’s 
rotten. You gave him in charge? 

Sheppey: Yes. I almost wished I ’adn’t afterwards. Out 
of work. Told the magistrate ’e ’adn’t ’ad a bite for two 
days. You couldn’t ’ardly ’elp feeling sorry for him 
really. 

Miss Grange; You’re too soft-hearted, Sheppey. All this 
unemployment, I believe if you really want a job you 
can always find one. 

Sheppey: You wouldn’t say that if you’d ’card all I did this 
morning. My case didn’t come on till near the end .and I 
sat there and listened. It made me quite uncomfortable. 

Bolton: Why? 

Sheppey; Well, you know, Pd ’ad a good breakfast before I 
left ’ome, and I was enjoying meself. It was a bit of a 
treat for me not ’aving to come to the shop for once in a 
way. A lot of cases there was. 

Bolton: Anything interesting? 

Sheppey: Well, I don’t know if you'd call ’em interesting. 
There was one woman who’d been caught stealing a bit 
of steak off a barter. She ’ad eighteen bob a week to 



200 


S H E P P E Y 


ACT I 


keep ’erself and three children. A respectable-looking 
woman she was too. 

Bolton: Of course there’s a good deal of distress abou 
nowadays, but there’s nothing to do about it. 

Miss Grange: That’s what 1 say, there always have been 
rich and poor in the world and there always will be. 

Sheppey: It seems funny in a country like this there should 
be a lot of people starving. 

Miss Grange: If you have three good meals a day and a 
roof over your head, be thankful, I say, and don’t worry 
about anybody else, 

Sheppey: Well, I don’t, not as a rule. Only you sec, 'aving it 
brought ’ome to me aU of a sudden, like it was this 
morning, it did give me a bit of a turn. There they was 
standing in the dock. They didn’t look any different to 
anybody else. They looked just like you and me, if you 
understand what I mean, i couldn’t 'elp saying to meself, 
not one of them’d be ’ere if thery earned what I do. 

Bolton: You earn good money because you’re steady and 
industrious. 

Sheppey: I know that. But p’raps if they’d ’ad my chances 
they’d ’ave been just as good as me. 

Miss Grange: You are morbid to-day, Sheppey. You can’t 
be well. 

Bolton: Well, it’s just on seven. You’ll feel better after 
you’ve had your glass of beer. 

Sheppey; Perhaps I shall. I generally ’ave a steak and veg. 
for my dinner, but some’ow to-day I didn’t fiincy it. 

Miss Grange: I hope you haven’t caught something sitting 
with all those dirty, unhealthy people. 

Sheppey: You don’t ’ave much ’eart to keep yourself clean 
when you don’t know where your next meal is coming 
&om and I don’t expect it’s so easy to keep ’calthy when 
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you don’t get ’ardly enough nourishment to keep body 
and soul together. 

Miss Grange: Oh, don’t harp so. Why, you might be a 
Socialist to hear you talk. I always thought you -were a 
good Conservative. 

Sheppey: I’m a Conservative all right. I’ll tell you what. 
Miss Grange, you let me take you to a police court one 
morning when we’re slack and you see for yourself. 

Miss Grange: Not me. Fm not going to upset myself. 
What the eye doesn’t see the heart doesn’t grieve over, I 
say. We’ve all got troubles enough of our own without 
bothering about other people’s. 

Bolton: That’s the only sensible way to look at it, you 
Icnow, Sheppey. Everyone knows there’s a lot of 
poverty in this world, but it can’t be helped. It’s just one 
of those things that you have to accept, like influenaa or 
a run of bad luck at cards. And the fact remains that no 
one need starve to death in this country. There are 
institutions where he can always get a meal and there are 
shelters where he can always get a bed. 

Miss Grange: My belief is that a lot of those people who 
sleep out on the Embankment sleep there because they 
really like it. 

Bolton: What did your fellow get? 

Sheppey: Remanded for a week, sir. 

Bolton: Well, I wouldn’t mind betting they’ll find out 
that’s not the only thing he’s done. A man doesn’t steal 
because he’s hungry, he steals because he’s a thief. 

Miss Grange: And if he’s hungry I should have thought he 
was better off in prison than outside. 

Bolton: It’s no good fashing oneself about things one can’t 
help. Better brains than yours have tried to find a way 
out, and if they haven’t it’s not likely you wilL 

s 
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Miss Grange: Everyone for himself and the devil take the 
hindmost, I say. 

Sheppey: I’m a very ignorant man, I know that. All the 
same it does make me a bit uncomfortable to think it was 
me as gave the poor devil in charge. 

Bolton: You did quite right. Society must be protected, 
and it’s a citizen’s duty to uphold the law. A pretty state 
of things it would be if a fellow was justified in helping 
liimself to whatever he fancied. 

[Albert comes through the curtains, 

Albert: You’re wanted on the ’phone, Sheppey. 

Sheppey: Say I’m busy and ask ’em to leave a message. 

Albert; It’s your wife and she says it’s urgent. 

Sheppey; I don’t care who it is. My wife knows very well 
I won’t ’avc ’er ringing me up when I’m working. 

Bolton: Never mind about me, Sheppey. You go to the 
telephone. I don’t noind waiting. 

Sheppey: I wouldn’t think of it. You know what women 
arc, sir, give ’em an inch and they’ll take an ell. 

Miss Grange: Perhaps it’s important, Sheppey. She’s 
never mng you up before all the time I’ve been here. 

Sheppey: I should think not indeed. When I’m at ’ome I’m 
at ’er beck and call, within reason, you know, but when 
I’m at the shop I’m me own master, as far as she’s 
concerned. 

[Albert comes in again. 

Albert: She says she can’t leave a message and you’ve got 
to go to the ’phone yourself. 

Sheppey; You tell ’er if it was the King of England tinging 
up from Buckingham Palace to give me the Order of the 
Garter I wouldn’t go not while I was in the middle of 
shaving a customer. 

[Albert goes out. 

Bolton: How long have you been married, Sheppey? 



ACT I 


S HEPPEY 


203 

Sheppey: Twenty-three years, sir, and if I may quote the 
words of our national bard it don’t seem a day too much. 

Bolton; \Smiling!\ Well, if this is the first time your wife 
has ever rung you up in worldng hours I don’t think it 
would hurt you to sec what she wants. 

Sheppey: When you’ve been at the job as long as I ’ave, sir, 
you’ll know there’s one thing you must never do in 
married life, and that’s create a precedent. 

Mtss Grange; Theway you talk, Sheppey. A nicer woman 
than Mrs. Miller I never did know. 

Bolton: Who’s Mrs. MiUer? 

Sheppey: That’s my old lady. My name’s Miller really. 

Bolton: Is it? I never knew that. 

Sheppey: They call me Sheppey because I was born there. 
Isle of Sheppey. Kent, you know. They kid me because 
they say I’ve got Sheppey on the brain. 

Miss Grange: To hear him talk you’d think there was no 
place like it. 

Sheppey: No more there is. I always go there for me 
’olidays and when I retire I’m going to settle down there. 

Miss Grange: I went there one bank holiday. I didn’t 
think so much of it. 

Sheppey; The garden of England, that’s what it is. I know 
the very ’ouse I’m going to buy when my ship comes 
home. Two acres of land. View of the sea. Just the 
place for me and my old woman. 

[Bradley corns m follomd Albert and the young 
lady who acts as cashier , Miss James ly name. 

Bradley: Put that razor down, Sheppey. 

Sheppey: Why, what’s the trouble? 

Bradley: You’ve won a prize in the Sweep. 

Sheppey: Is that all? That’s no reason to leave a job 
unfinished. 
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[He is about to go on with his shoving when Mr. Bolton 
holds his arm. 

Bolton: No, you don’t. I don’t want my throat cut. 

Sheppey: a little thing like that’s not going to affect my 
’and. Is that what you’re frightened of? Why, I could 
shave a gentleman if they was dropping bombs over 
St. James’s Palace and Jermyn Street was burning like 
a load of straw. 

Bolton: I don’t mind telling you I’m not a gentleman who’d 
be wanting a shave just at that moment. 

Bradley: I’ll finish Mr. Bolton myself. Give me your 
razor. 

Bolton: [Passing his hand over his chin.] No, that’s all right. 
That’ll do. 

[Bradley sponges and wipes his face. 

Albert. Thete’s a wiie fox you from Dublin, and they’ve 
rung up your house from the Daily Echo. They wanted 
your business address. 

Bradley; You haven’t lost the ticket, Sheppey? 

Sheppby; Not me. I’ve got it on me now. [He takes out bis 
pocket book and produces the ticket. ^ 

Miss Grange: How much is it, Mr. Bradley? 

Albert: Mrs. Miller didn’t say. She was all excited. Crying 
and laughing she was. The consolation prizes are a 
hundred pounds. 

Bolton: Well, even that’s worth having. 

Sheppey: I can do with it. 

Miss Grange: You don’t seem a bit excited, Sheppey. 

Sheppey: Well, to tell you the truth I’ve been sort of 
expecting it. I was bom lucky. 

Miss Grange: If it was me I’d be doing Catherine-wheels 
all over the shop. 

Sheppey: I don’t believe Mr. Bradley would like that. Miss 
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Grange. Besides, it might put ideas in Albert’s ’eacL 
’Im not being a married man and all that. 

Miss Grange: Oh, don’t be so coarse, Sheppey. You know 
I don’t like that sort of joke, 

[Mr. Bolton, tioai ready, gets up from bis chair, 

Bolton: You’d better ring up the Echo and ask how much 
it is. 

Bradley: A hundred pounds. 

Bolton: What about the ten residuary prizes? How do you 
know it’s not one of them? 

Sheppey: I never thought of that. 

Bradley: Couldn’t be. 

Albert: There’ll be a special edition. Perhaps it’s out 
by now. 

Bradley: You nip along round the corner, Albert, and see 
if it is. 

Albert: All right, sir. 

[He goes out, 

Bolton: [Gieiag Sheppey a tip.] Here you are, Sheppey, 
and my best congratulations. 

Sheppey: Thank you very mudi, sit. 

Bolton: Whatever it is don’t blue it. 

Sheppey: Not me, sir. I’ve made up my mind exactly what 
I’m going to do with it. 

Miss Grange: How can you when you don’t know how 
much it is yet? I mean, supposing it is one of the 
residuary prizes? [PocAetiug Bolton’s tip.] Thank 
you, sir. 

Sheppey: Any thing up to thirty thousand pounds I’ve got 
all fixed up. 

Bolton: I’ll tell you what I’ll do, Sheppey: to celebrate the 
occasion I’ll have a bottle of that German stuff you were 
talking about. 
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Sheppey: Veiy good, sir. Shall I send it or will you take 
it with you? 

Bolton: Mind you, I don’t believe in it, but to oblige you 
I’ll try it. 

Sheppey: Well, sit, I’m sure you’ll be surprised. 

Bolton: I may just as well take it with me. 

Sheppey: A bottle of Grayline for Mr. Bolton, please, 
Mr. Bradley. 

Bradley: I’E just do it up for you, sir. Cash, please. 

Bolton: Good-night. 

The Others: Good-night, sir. 

[Miss Jambs steps out and Bolton follows. Bradley 
has held open the curtain for him and goes out after 
him. 

Miss Grange: You are a caution, Sheppey. 

Sheppey: I know I am. I don’t believe thete’s another man 
in the business could ’ave sold Mr. Bolton a bottle of 
’air-dye. They can say what they like, that’s all it is. 
If it’s anything at all, that’s to say. 

Miss Grange: Oh, I wasn’t thinking of that. 

Sheppey: You wasn’t? But it was a masterpiece the way I 
kidded him. ’E put me on my mettle, saying I’d never 
sell ’im anything not if I tried till doomsday. ’E’s no 
fool either. Not like some of these young fellows as’ll 
believe anything you tell them. You know, I was 
listening meself to what I was saying and I said to 
meself, you’re a wonder, Sheppey, there’s no doubt 
about it, you’re a little wonder. 

Miss Grange: Oh, you make me sick, Sheppey, patting 
yourself on the back because you sell a mug a bottle 
of hair restorer, when you’ve just won a prhse in the Irish 
Sweep. 

Sheppey: [TaAing off his long white working coat.\ Well, I’ll 
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tell you, Miss Grange, seeing’s beb’eving. I don’t ever 
believe anything till I see it in the papers. 

Miss Grange: There’s Albert. 

[Albert conK,i hi. 

Albert: The papers ’aven’t come yet. 

Miss Grange: Oh, bother. 

Bradley: [Coming in.] I’ve told Miss James to try and get 
the Echo. It’s just on seven. Draw the blind dovra, 
Albert. 

Albert: Right you are, sir. 

Bradley: I expect you’ll be glad to be getting along home, 
Sheppey. 

Miss Grange: Mrs. Miller and your daughter will be in a 
state. 

[The bell rings as the door opens. 

Bradley: HuUoa, who’s that? 

Miss Grange: My word, people think they can come at 
any old time. 

Bradley: Oh, that’s all right. Albert ’ll say we’re closed. 

[Albert re-enters. 

Albert: [J« a whisper.] It’s a fellow hom the Echo. Wants 
to see Sheppey. 

Miss Grange: [Overwhelmedl] No? 

Bradley: Tell him to come along. 

Miss Grange: Graciousl And me all anyhow. 

[She takes out her powder and begins to make up. 

Sheppey: Where do you come in? 

Miss Grange: I don’t want to disgrace the shop. 

Albert: \Ibrou^ the curtains.] Step this way, sir. 

[Ayoungpastj-faeed man with a camera enters. 

Reporter: Mr. Miller? 

Sheppey: That’s my name, Sheppey for short. 
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Reporter: \Sbak3ng hands with bi/u.} Best congratulations. 

Sheppey; Don’t mention it. 

Reporter; Paper sent me along to get a brief interview. 

Sheppey: You’ve just come in time. Another five minutes 
and you’d have found us all gone. 

Reporter: Feeling pretty good, I suppose? 

Sheppey: Not so bad. 

Reporter; Ever won anything before? 

Sheppey; Never. 

Reporter: I suppose you’ve had tickets? 

Sheppey: Never missed since they started. 

Reporter: Well, you don’t mind if I say it’s the first time 
you ever had one. I mean, it makes a better story. 

Sheppey: No, I don’t object to that. 

Bradi^y: We were just trying to get on to your paper when 
you came in. 

Reporter: Oh, what about? 

Miss Grange: It’s one of the hundred-pound prizes, I 
suppose? 

Reporter: D’yoii mean to say you didn’t know? It's one 
of the residuary prizes. Eght thousand five hundred 
pounds. 

Sheppey; Is that what it is? That’s real money that is. 

[Miss Jambs, who has followed the reporter in, suddenly 
bursts into tears. 

Bradley; Hulloa, what’s the matter with you. Miss James? 

Miss James: {Sobbing,^ I do apologise. I can’t help it. 
Eight thousand five hundred pounds. It makes me feel 
quite sick. 

Miss Grange: If you’re going to be sick you’d better go 
to the lavatory, I think. 

Miss James: Oh, it’s all right. Excitement always takes me 
like that. 
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Sheppey: It's ’er stomach, poor girl. 

Reporter; What’ll you do ■with the money? I suppose 
you’ve hardly had time to decide yet. 

Siieppet: What makes you think a silly thing like that? I 
decided that ■when I bought the ticket. I’m going to 
pay off the rest of the money on my ’ouse. And there’s 
a little place on the Isle of Sheppey I've got my eye on, 
two acres of land and just the sort of dinky little ’ouse 
I’ve always thought would suit me. 

Miss Grange: Fancy you a landed proprietor, Sheppey. 
We shall have to call you squire. 

Sheppey: Then there’s my daughter wants to get married. 
I’ll give her a slap-up wedding. Champagne and 
caviare. And I’ll keep a girl to ’elp my wife. No more 
rough "work for that old lady. 

Albert: Pd buy a baby Austin if I was in your fUtb. 

Sheppey: And who says I won’t buy a babv Austin? It 
would save me a lot of e.Ypense getting down to my 
property in the country. 

Reporter: You won’t go on working, then? 

Sheppey: Me? I wouldn’t know what to do with myself 
if I stopped working. Pm what you might call an artist. 
Isn’t t^t right. Governor? 

Bradley: I wouldn’t swear you weren’t, not in a court 
of law. 

Sheppey: No, young fellow, I’m not one to waste the 
gifts the Almighty has given me. 

Reporter: What about a photograph of you at work? I 
think the paper’d like that. Pity it’s so late and no 
customers. 

Miss Grange; Mr. Bradley can pretend he’s a customer. 

Bradley: That’s right. Give me a gown, Albert. 

Albert: Here you are. Governor. 
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Bradley; You put on your coat, Sheppey. 

Sheppby: Half a tick- Shave or hair-cut? 

Reporter: Shave, I think. Looks more natural, 

Bradley: I’ll just put a bit of lather on my face. 

Miss Grange: I’ll get my stool and pretend I’m doing your 
nails. 

Sheppey: ’Ere, who’s being photographed. Miss Grange, 
you or me? 

Miss Grange; Don’t be a dog in the manger, Sheppey. I 
only want it to make a good picture. 

Sheppey; You might be one of them Society beauties 
shoving yourself in like that. Albert ’ll be wanting to 
come in next. 

Reporter; She’s all right. I like that. 

\They all get into attitudes. The Reporter looks 
through his camera. 

Bradley; Don’t stand like that, Sheppey. They won’t see 
anything but my legs. 

Sheppey: They want to see my fece, don’t they? 

Reporter; Get on the other side of him. 

Sheppey; You won’t be able to see me. 

Reporter: Yes, I shall. That’s a good position. Let me 
see the razor. 

Bradley; Not too near my face, Sheppey. 

Reporter: Hold it right out. 

[Sheppey stretches out his arm. 

Reporter: That’s right. Fine. 

Bradley: [Noticing that Albert has edged /».] What are you 
doing there, Albert? You get the hell out of there, see? 

Sheppey: You don’t want to break the camera, do you? 

Albert: [ SulMyi [ All right. One’d think you’d never been 
photoed before. Fuss you make of it. 
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Reporter: Now look at me. Pleasant, now. This isn’t a 
funeral. He’s just won a prize in the Irish Sweep. Smile. 
That’s right. Hold it. Thank you. 

[TAey put on frosifn smiles and n>hen be says thank you 
return to their natural state. Braduby wipes the 
soap off his face and gets out of the (hair. Miss 
Grange ja/Aw up her stool and her box of utensils. 

Miss Grange: Will it be in the paper to-morrow? 

Reporter: It should be. 

Miss Grange; I shall be excited. 

Sheppey: It’ll be in the papers to-night, won’t it? I mean 
about the draw, the names and all that? 

Reporter; Yes. Haven’t you seen a paper yet? I’ve got 
one on me. For the address, you know. 

Sheppey: Mind letting me ’ave a squint? You know, I’ve 
never seen my name in print before. Fact is, I can’t 
quite believe it’s all true till I see it in black and 
white. 

Reporter: \Taking the newspaper out of his poeket.] Here you 
are. Front page. 

[Sheppey takes the paper and looks at it. 

Sheppey: That’s right. Eight thousand five hundred pounds. 
Isle of Sheppey. That’s my synonym. Josq>h Miller. 
The Rosary, Moore Street, Camberwell, S.E. 17. Well, 
well, well, who’d ’ave thought it. [Without thinking he 
takes off his wig and discloses a very bald head. He medi- 
tatively scratches //.] 

Reporter: [Taken aback.] Is that a wig you’re wearing? 

Sheppey: \Coming down to earth!] Me? Yes. I ’ave to in 
working hours. Customers are that funny. If you try 
and sell them a ’air tonic and you’re bald like I am, 
they say it don’t seem to ’ave done you much good. 

Reporter: It gave me quite a mrn to see you take it off all 
of a sudden. 
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Sheppey: ’Etc, you’re not going to say anything about it 
in the paper? 

Reporter: [With a smih\ That’s asking something. 

Sheppey; You wouldn’t do that. I mean, you and me ate 
in the same trade, so to speak. I mean, we ’ave to kid 
the public a bit, don’t we? And you know what the 
public is, it wants to be kidded. 

Reporter: [Good-naturedly-l AU right. I’ll forget about it. 

Thank you very much. Good evening. 

Bradi.ey: Good evening, sir. Give us a look in when you 
want a hair-cut. Sheppey ’ll attend to you himself. 

Sheppey; I will with pleasure. 

Reporter; But I tell you what, you’ll never sell me a hair 
restorer. 

Sheppey: I wouldn’t be too sure, sir. 

Reporter: Good night. 

All: Good night, sit. 

[He gaes out. Albert accompanies him to the door and 
soon after comes back. 

Miss Grange: Well, that’s what I call luck. 

Sheppey: Yes, I’ll admit that. 

Miss James: And you so calm about it all. That’s what I 
can’t get over. 

Sheppey: Well, I’m used to it, as you might say. I been 
lucky all my life. 

Bradley: I wish I Icnew how it was done. 

Sheppey: I’ll tell you. You must believe in it. When I was 
a young fellow I was a rare one for the girls. And d’you 
know how I used to get ’em? Bounce. It’s the same 
with luck, you’ve got to bounce it. 

Miss Grange: [With a toss of her headi\ I like that. No one 
will get me with bounce. The fellow who gets me has 
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savings bank. 

Miss James: Men are not what they were. There’s no 
denying diat. 

Sheppey: That’s your poor stomach again. Miss James. 

Braoley: Well I’ll be getting off. Tempus fugit, as they 
say. 

Sheppey: *Alf a mo, governor. You must all drink my 
’ealth first. I tell you what, I’ll pop over to the Bunch 
of Keys and get a bottle of champagne. 

Miss Grange: Oh, Sheppey, if there’s anything I like it's 
a glass of &3Z, 

Sheppey: I shan’t be a minute. 

[He burfits out. 

Miss Grange: It’s funny when you think about it; I’m 
almost as excited as if I’d won something myself. 

Braduey: That shows you have a nice nature. Miss Grange, 

Miss Grange: One has to have a nice nature in this business 
or you couldn’t listen to the silly things gentlemen say 
to one aU day long. 

Albert; I never pay any attention. It just goes in at one 
car and out at the other with me. 

Miss Grange: It’s easy for you. Gentlemen expect a mani- 
curist to be bright and snappy. And you’ve got to 
laugh at their silly jokes or ^e they say you’ve got no 
sense of humour. 

Bradusy: That’s all part of the job. 

Miss Grange; I know it is. Fm not complaining. And of 
course you get a dinner and a theatre out of it now and 
again. 

Albert: To say nothing of a kiss and cuddle in the taxi 
on the way home. 

Miss James; You are vulgar, Albert. 
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Miss Grange: Well, if a girl won’t give a gentleman a kiss 
in return for dinner and a theatre more fool her, 1 say. 
I mean she must Icnow when to stop, of course. But 
if you’re a lady you can always keep a gentleman in 
his place. 

Albert: I suppose they take you to the stalls, don’t they? 

Miss Grange: Well, it all depends. If they’re bachelors, 
yes. But if they’re married it’s generally dress circles. 
They don’t think it’s so conspicuous. 

Bradley: Of course we have a lot of tip-top swells coming 
to this establishment and naturally they have to be 
careful. 

Miss Grange: Oh, I’m not blaming them. If they mention 
it, I always say I quaite understand. Nob/esse oblige, if 
you know what I mean. 

[Tiifi whole staff is gathered in the shop when Sheppey 
comes in with a bottle of champa^e in his hand. He 
is accompanied by a pretty, painted woman, no longer 
very young, and flashily dressed in rather shabby clothes . 
This is Bessie Legros. 

Sheppey: Here I am and here’s the champagne. I got the 
best. Fourteen and nine. 

Albert: Whewl It ought to be good at the price. 

Bradley: Who’s the lady, Sheppey? 

Sheppey: A friend of mine. Well, not exactly a friend, but 
I know ’er, see? I always go in to the Bunch of Keys 
to ’ave my beer when I shut up of a evening and she’s 
generally ’aving one at the same time. 

Bradley: [With a nod to Bessie.] Pleased to meet you. 

Bessie: The pleasure’s mine. 

Sheppey: So we got talking like. And so when I saw ’ct 
Just now, I said to ’er, no beer for you to-day, miss. 
You come along with me and ’ave a glass of Szi. 
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Bessie: I didn’t say yes and I didn’t say no. You know the 
song, don’t you? 

Bradley: But you came along, 1 see. 

Bessie: I didn’t want to, not really. I said to Mr. Miller, 
Oh, they won’t want me, I shall only be in the way. 
But he said. Get along with you, it’s months since you 
tasted fizz, I lay. And he was right there. 

Bradley: Well, you’re welcome as fat as I’m concerned, 
and it’s Sheppey that’s standing the champagne. 

Albert: Better let me open it, Sheppey. I’m more used to 
it than you arc. 

Sheppey: ’Ark at ’im. All right, only be careful. Now 
then, you girls, what about glasses? 

Miss James: We can manage. 

Miss Grange: There’s a glass in the lavatory, Victor, 

[Victor goes out and comes in again in a moment with 
a glass. Miss James goes round the shop and collects 
whatever there is that can be used to drink out of, 

Bessie: [To Bradley.] You have got a beautiful place here. 

Bradley: You have to have these days. Lots of com- 
petition, you know. 

Bessie: It’s the same in everything. There ought to be a 
law against it, I think. 

Bradley: You’d be surprised the amount of stuff we have 
to carry. You come and have a look at my show-cases. 

[Th^ walk into the front shop. 

Miss Grange: Come over here a minute, Sheppey. 1 want 
to say something to you. 

Sheppey: [Going over to beri[ What is itr 

Miss Grange: She’s a tart. 

Sheppey: I know that. 



Miss Grange: You didn’t ought to have brought her in 
here, Sheppey. 

Sheppey: Why? 

Miss Grange: You ought to have more respect for me and 
Miss James. 

Shepi’ey: Now look ’ere, my dear, you may be in the ladies’ 
'air-dressing yourself one day. If you think a ladies’ 
salon can get along without tarts you're crazy. 

Miss Grange: I don’t say I’ve got any objection to them 
in business; it’s meeting them socidly I object to. 

Sheppey: Oh, be a sport. Miss Grange. After all one doesn’t 
win eight thousand five ’undred pounds in a sweep 
every day of one’s life. To oblige me. 

Miss Grange: Well, as long as you know, I don’t mind so 
much. And they do say, to the pure all things are 
pure. 

this time Albert has opened the bottle, and Bradley 
and Bessie stroll in again, 

Albert: Come on, all of you. First come first served. 

[Tiej gather round and take the tumblers he fills, 

Bradley: Well, Sheppey, here’s your very good health. 
If I couldn’t win a prize myself there’s no one I’d rather 
see win it than you. 

Albert: And so say all of us. 

All: [Cbantingl\ And so say all of us. For he’s a jolly good 
fellow. For he’s a jolly good fellow. 

Sheppey: I’m very much obliged to you, ladies and gentle- 
men. This spontaneous effusion of good will has 
touched me to the bottom of me ’eart. Ladies and 
gentlemen, I drink your very good 'ealth. 

Miss Grange: I must say, I like a glass of champagne. 

Bessie: It’s class. That’s what it is. 
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Miss Grange: Mind you, I wouldn’t want it every day. 

Bessie: Oh, no, I mean if you drunk it every day it wouldn’t 
be a treat, would it? 

Albert: Ai, Sheppey. Reminds me of the fizz we ’ad at 
my sister’s wedding. 

Sheppet: It ought to be good for the money. They 'ad 
some at twelve and six, but I said. No, on a day like 
this I want the best. 

Bradley: Now, Sheppey, just because you’ve won a nice 
bit of money, don’t you go wasting it on a lot of 
foolishness. 

Sheppet: Not me. I’ve got me *ead screwed on me shoulders 
all right. 

Bradley; I’m very glad to hear you say it. Now I must 
be getting along home or my wife’ll think I’m up to 
some hanky-panky. You’ll shut up all right, Sheppey, 
won’t you? 

Sheppey; You can trust me. 

Albert: I’ll be going too. I’m taking my young lady to 
the pictures. 

[He and Victor go out to take off their white coats. 

Miss Grange; Are you coming, Miss James? 

Miss James: I’m quite ready. 

Bradley: Good night, all. See you to-morrow. 

All: Good night, sir. 

[Bradley goes out. 

Miss Grange: Are you going anywhere to-night, dear? 

Miss James: No, I’m going to run up that crepe de Chine 
I bought yesterday. 

[Miss Grange and Miss James go out, 

Bessie: I’ll be getting along too. 

Sheppey: Don’t you hurry. Here, there’s a drop more in 
the bottle. Pity to waste it. 
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Bessie: I -won’t say no. 

[Albert and VicroR come rhrougj}. 

Albert: Good night. 

Sheppey: Good night. 

Bessie: Hope you have a nice time with your young lady. 
Albert: Trust me. 

[Albert and Victor go out as Miss James and Miss 
Grange come in with their hots on. 

Sheppey: You ain’t been long. 

Miss Grange: I haven’t got too much time. It’s partnership 
ei'ening at my bridge dub and I don’t want to keep 
them waiting. 

Sheppey: Well, good night. 

Miss Grange: Night, Sheppey. {She gives Bessie a stiff 
bow.] Good naight. 

Bessie: Good night, miss. 

{The two girls go out. 

Sheppey: I’ll just put the catdi on the door. 

[He goes out. When Bessie is left alone she crtimples 
up wearily on her chair. Her face is screwed up into 
a grimace and a sob is wrtmg from her. She clenches 
her hands in the effort to control herself but the tears 
come and she takes her handkerchief out of her hag. 
Sheppey returns. 

Sheppey: ’Ulloa, what arc you crying for? 

Bessie: I’m not crying. It’s only teats running out of me 
eyes. 

Sheppey: What’.s the trouble? 

Bessie: Nothing. Only it’s co.sy here. And you all being 
so ftiendly. I shall be all right in a minute. 

Sheppey; Here, drink your champagne. 

Bessie: No, I daren’t. Not on an empty stomach. 1 ejtpect 
that’s what upset me. 
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Sheppey: Didn’t you have no tea? 

Bessie; No, nor dinner either. Fm banting. 

Sheppey: Well, that’s a siUy thing to do, 

Bessie: Not if you’ve got no money. I only had tenpence. 
I spent threepence on my bus up west and I must keep 
threepence for me bus home if I don’t click to-night. 
And I was going to spend the other foutpence on a 
beer when you come in. 

Sheppey: Well, I saved you that anyway. 

Bessie: I felt I just couldn’t walk up and down and round 
and round for hours if I didn’t have my beer. 

Sheppey: You must be pretty peckish, aren’t you? 

Bessie; Oh, I don’t mind that. I’m getting used to it by 
now. It’s me room I’m worrying about. I’m three 
weeks behind with me rent and if I don’t get a job 
to-night she’ll turn me out. 

Sheppey: Oh, I say. 

Bessie: Oh, well, the night’s young yet. Never say die, 
that’s my motto. It’s fine and dry, that’s something. 
It’s when it’s wet I don’t like it. 

Sheppey: It ain’t exactly my idea of a life of pleasure, I 
must say. 

Bessie: Pleasure? Believe me or not, it’s no pleasure to me. 

Sheppey: What’ll you do if you’re turned out of your 
room? 

Bessie: I don’t know. Salvation Army Shelter. But you 
have to sing hymns there. If it don’t rain you’re better 
off on the Embankment, they tdl me, and the river’s 
nice and close if you happen to feel like jumping in. 

Sheppey: Ain’t you got any family? 

Bessie: Not in London. And then they think I’m doing 
well. I wouldn’t humiliate myself by going to them. 

Sheppey: I don’t want to hurt your feelings, and of course 
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I never mentioned it when we ’ad our little chats at 
the Bunch of Keys, but you’ve always seemed a very 
respectable woman to me, it surprised me that you was, 
well, as you might say, on the streets. 

Bessie: And well you might be. It’s a rare come-down for 
me, I can tell you. If you’d told me eighteen months 
ago I’d come to this. I’d have said. Why, you’re 
dreaming. 

Sheppey: I knew I was right. The very first time we ’ad a 
talk, afterwards I said to meself. That’s a superior class 
of woman. I mean, you’re not silly. You can talk 
sensibly. The dogs and football and politics. 

Bessie; I’m no fool. I know that. 

Sheppey: Seems funny you should be doing this, if you 
understand what I mean. 

Bessie: It’s the slump done it. I was all right before that 
come. I had a nice little flat in Kennington. And I had 
three or four gentlemen used to visit me regular. 
Respectable tradesmen, you know, with wives and 
families, one was a J.P., nice class of men. I used to 
make my seven or eight pounds a week. And they liked 
me because they knew they could trust me. If you’re 
a married man and in a good position, you have to be 
careful, don’t you? 

Sheppey: Yes, I suppose so. Speaking for meself, from 
the day I married me wife I’ve never looked this way or 
that way. 

Bessie; I don’t blame you. But you don’t find many like 
that. My experience is, most men want a little bit of 
fun now and again and somehow they don’t want to 
have it with tlieir wives, 

Sheppey: Well, what ’appened then? 

Bessie: I had a bit of bad luck. I got double pneumonia 
and I had to go away for a bit. And when I come back 
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one of my geatlemea had beea sold up and anothet said 
he couldn’t afford luxuries any more. I dare say I \Pasn’t 
as good-looking as I had been. Well, to cut a long story 
short, things just went from bad to worse, and the end 
of it was 1 had to put me pride in me pocket and come 
up west. 

She3PPEy: I say, what’s your name? You never told me. 

Bessie: Bessie Legros. 

Sheppey: Oh, French. 

Bessie: Not really. But gentlemen think it is and when they 
ask me me name and I tell them Bessie Legros, they get 
all excited. Paris and all that. That’s why I took the 
name. When I had my little flat in Kennington I used 
to call myself Mrs. Gloucester, because my first situation 
when I come to London was in Gloucester Place. Very 
lady, she was, not like some I could name, and I 
thought I owed her something. 

Sheppey: Sort of compliment you paid her, as you might 
say. 

Bessie: [Getting «p.] Well, I must be getting on the job if I 
want to earn my rent. No rest for the weary. My God, 
what a life. 

Sheppey: It’s slavery, that’s what it is. 

So’s domestic service for the matter of that. And 
in my business, well, it is a bit of a gamble, you know. 

Sheppey: That ’elps, of course. 

ppggTB; You may click and you may not. And that keeps 
you going. 

Sheppey: Look 'ere. I don’t ’alf like the idea of you walking 
about on an empty stomach. It can’t be good for you. 
’Ere’s five bob. Y^ou can get a good meal on that and 
there’ll be something over in case you want it. [He takes 
two half-crowns out of bis pocket and gives them to her .] 

Bessie: I scarcely like to take it. 
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Sheppey: Why not? 

Bessie: Well, fiom a friend. I mean, it’s not like as if it 
was from a gentleman. I’ll pay it back as soon as ever I 
can. I promise you. I always have paid my way and 
except the rent I’ve never owed sixpence to nobody. 

Sheppey: D’you know what I recommend? A nice bit of 
steak with a baked potato. 

Bessie; I’ll have that, Mr. Miller, and thank you for the 
idea. 

Sheppey: I’ll come out with you. I expect my old woman’s 
terribly excited. Cr3riag and laughing, they said she was. 
Good old Ada. [He up. He puts his band to Us 
forehead.\ Oh, my ’ead. I do feel funny. 

Bessie: Aren’t you well, Mr. Miller? Sit down, do. 

Sheppey: All muzzy. ' 

\He sinks down on the chair and immediately falls over 
on the ffound. 

Bessie: My Godl \She sinks down on her knees beside him and 
shakes him?[ Mr. Miller. Mr. Miller. Sheppey. Pull 
yourself together. Don’t be silly. Oh, my God, I 
believe he’s feinted. Sheppey. Come on now. Wake 
up. Oh dearl Oh dear! 

Sheppey: [Coming /p.] I’m choking. 

Bessie: Half a mo*. I’ll loosen your collar. My word, it is 
tight. The things men wear. 

Sheppey; Where am I? 

Bessie: My God, you did give me a turn. I thought you 
was dead and I’d be had up for mur;der. How are you 
feeling? 

Sheppey: Like a bit of fish that’s gone wonky. 

Bessie: Well, lie still a minute. 

Sheppey: I must have fainted. Thing I never done in ray 
life before. 
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Bessie: Looked more like a fit to me. 

Siieppey; Never been fits in my family. 

Bessie: I expect it was the champagne. 

SiiEPPEY; Fourteen and nine a bottle. Couldn’t ’ve been 
chat. You saw me pay for it youiself. 

Bessie: You not being used to it and all. 

Sheppey: I’m feeUng better now. I’ll just ’ave a set down 
for a minute. 

Bessie: I’ll help you. 

[He gets up on his feet and sits down again in the chair. 

Sheppey: I’ll be all right in two shakes now. Don’t you 
bother about me. I can look after meself, 

Bessie; How are you going to get home? 

Sheppey: Bus from Piccadilly Circus. 

Bessie: You’re not fit to go by bus. You ought to take a 
taxi. 

Sheppey: My old woman ’ll think me off me nut if she sees 
me driving up in a taxi. 

Bessie: Well, a taxi you’ll take, my boy. I don’t think 
you’re fit to go alone either. Like me to come with 
you? 

Sheppey: I shall be all right. I don’t want you to neglect 
your work for my sake. 

Bessie: Oh, that’s all right. Trade’s slack at this sort of 
time anyhow. I shall get back before things get busy. 

Sheppey: Well, I don’t mind telling you I do feel a bit 
queer. 

Bessie: The sooner you get home the better. Where’s 
your hat? 

Sheppey; Through that door, and me coat’s with it. [She 
goes oat and comes in again immediately with his hat and coat.] 
That’s very good of you. I’m sure. 
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Bessie: I’ll just help you on. [Sbe helps him on with his eoar,] 
What about shutting up? 

Siieppey: Only got to slam the gate behind us. Thete’s the 
lights. 

Bessie: I’ll put them out. \Tbey go to the door, Sheppby 
leaning on her artnll Feeling all right? 

Sheppey: Feeling fine. All light inside. And ’appy. 

Bessie: That’s a good thing. There ain’t too much happiness 
in the world, I always say. 

Sheppey: I’d like everybody to be happy. 

Bessie; Well, they can’t be. There ain’t enough happiness 
to go round. 

Sheppey: [Pointing.] There are the switches. 

Bessie: Which do I turn? All of them? 

Sheppey: That’s right. 

[As he says this she switches ojf the lights and th^ 
disappear tbougp the curtains into the Jront shop. 


END OF ACT ONE 



ACT TWO 


Tbe Scenf represents the living room of Sheppet’s house at 
Camberwell. It is furnished with a state in fumed oak bougpt 
many years aff on the hire-purchase system. There is a 
shabby old cottage piano with yellow k^s and a large 
g/'audfather^s chair covered with faded twill. On an over- 
mantel above the fireplace are china ornaments. In the place 
of honour in the middle of the mantelshelf is an old silver-gilt 
snuff-box. The curtains are of plush. The walls are decorated 
with hand-painted plates^ photogravures in gilt frames and 
enlarged photographs of family groups. It is sU^ and over- 
crowded. 

It is latish on Saturday afternoon. Just over a week has passed 
since the events shown in the preceding act. 

Mrs. Mn.i.BR is sitting an a chair, doming socks, and her 
daughter Florrie is at the dining-table, studying a French 
grammar and writing an exercise. 

Mrs. Miller is a stout, middle-aged woman, with a good- 
natured, homely face. She has kind eyes and a pleasant smile. 
She is neat enou^ in her person, but she has been married too 
long to bother much how she looks. Florrie is rather smart. 
She wears a frock bought at the sales, artificial silk stockings 
and very high-heeled shoes. Her short hair is permanently 
waved. She is pretty, alert and self-assured. She has been a 
typist in the city, and is confident that there is little worth 
knowing that she doesn’t know. 

Mrs. Miller: I shall ’ave to be thinting about getting 
supper on the way soon. 

Florrie; Oh, mum, how can I be expected to worfc if you 
keep on talking? 
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Mrs. Miller: Sorry. It’s a bit of a change ’aving you ’ome 
on a Saturday afternoon. 

Florrie; Ernie had to umpire. The first eleven are playing 
Cricklewood. 

Mrs. Miller: Teaching in the Council School all the week, 
it seems a shame ’e shouldn’t ’ave ’is Saturday afternoons. 

Florrie: Oh, dry up, mother. 

Mrs. Miller: Sorry. You’ll strain your eyes reading too 
much. 

Florrie: I’m not reading. I’m writing. Don’t say anything 
to Ernie. 

Mrs. Miller: How can I? I don’t Icnow what you’re writing 
any more than the man in the moon. 

Florrie: Exercises. I’m learning French. Only it’s a 
secret. 

jMrs. Miller: Whatever are you learning French for, 
Florrie? I don’t believe any good can come of that. 

Florrie: Now Dad’s got this money, me and Ernie have 
made up our minds to spend our honeymoon in Paris. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, ’ave you? Well, it remains to be seen 
what your Dad and me ’ave got to say to that. Paris, 
indeed. A nice place for a young married couple to 
go to. 

Florrie: {With a gr/».] You mean it’s a nice place for a 
young unmarried couple to go to. 

Mrs. Miller: Don’t be common, Florrie. You know I 
can’t abide anything common. 

Florrie: You’re so old-fiishioned, mum. Why, it’s an 
education to go to Paris. You know how keen Ernie 
is on culture. 

Mrs. Miller: I know he’s an educated man. I mean, he 
wouldn’t ’ave got a job as master in one of the County 
Council schools if he wasn’t. 
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Florrie: You see, I mat to surprise him. You look such 
a. fool if you can’t say a word. I can see his face wnen 
I start jabbering away at parlez-vous fran9ais, gartung, 
apportez moi unc cafe-au-kit, a quelle heute parti le 
traing, oui, oui. 

Mrs. M1LI.ER: Wonders will never cease. 

Florrie: I’ve got a gift for languages. I know that. D’you 
remember the gipsy last summer on the pier? That’s 
one of the things she said, that I had a gift for languages. 

Mrs. Miller: I wasn’t thinking of that. What amuses me 
is, you was always going to the pictures and flattening 
your nose against the shop windows, thinking of nothing 
but dress, and now you read Ernie’s books and you’re 
studying French and I don’t know what all. 

Florrie: Well, it’s natural, isn’t it? I don’t want Ernie to 
think I’m just an ignoramus. 

Mrs. Miller: A what? 

Florrie: An ignoramus. He says he knows I’ve got a good 
hratDj but I haven’t had the chance to develop it that 
he has; he says he’s quite ready to make allowances. 

Mrs. Miller: That’s very kind of ’im, to be sure. I think 
a young fellow’s very lucky if ’e can find a girl as can 
make her own clothes and cook his dinner for him and 
not spend more money than ’e gives ’er. I know it was 
in my time. 

Florrie: Oh, well, things arc different now. Now a girl’s 
got to be educated same as a fellow. Education’s everj^- 
thing. I mean, it’s only by having education that we 
can make the world what it ought to be. 

Mrs. Miller: Who’s going to do that? You and Ernie? 

Florrie: You see, I know Ernie looks upon it as a bit of 
a come-down marrying me. Of course he hasn’t said 
so, but I know he feels it. Dad being only a hairdresser and 
not even having a saloon of his own. Being an employee. 
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Mrs. Miller: Your Dad earns better money than many 
as are their own masters and ’e ’asn’t got the respon- 
sibility. 

Florrie: It’s not the money, it’s the position. Ernie’s father 
was a clerk in the City. Quite a gentleman by all accounts 
and naturally that means a lot to Ernie. Mum, you won’t 
ever let on that before you married Dad you were in 
service, will you? 

Mrs. Miller; I’m not ashamed of it. If Ernie thinks I 
learnt to make them meat pies he likes so much without 
being a professional cook he’s a bigger fool than I take 
’im for, 

Florrie: He never notices what he’s eating. I mean, he 
knows it’s good, but his mind is busy with his thoughts. 
What you don’t understand is that Ernie’s got a 
wonderful brain. 

Mrs. Miller: [With a fond smile. \ Perhaps not. But what 
I do understand is that you’re more in love with ’im 
than I ever thought to see you with anybody. 

Florrie: [Charmingly.l I know, mum, I can’t help it, I’m 
just silly about him. 

Mrs. Miller: I don’t blame you, my girl. It only comes 
once in a lifetime, love like that. I daresay ’e’s all right. 
You love ’im all you can. You’ve been a good daughter 
to me and a good daughter to your Dad. I ’ope you’ll 
be as ’appy together as your Dad and me ’ave been and 
I can’t say more than that. 

Florrie: Dear old mum. 

[There is a knock at the front door, 

Mrs. Miller: There’s Ernie, I expect. 

Florrie; [Getting up and going to the rrindow.] No, it isn’t. 
I’d know his knock in a thousand. It’s more masterful 
than that. [Looking out.} It’s a gentleman. He’s come in 
a cat. 
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Mrs. Miller; Go and see who it is. 

Florrie: All right. 

[She goes out. Mrs. Miller goes to the wtndow and 
looks out. FiiORRiE comes in again. 

Florrie: It’s Mr. Bradley, mum. He’s asking for Dad. 
Seems quite surprised he’s out. 

Mrs. Miller: Ask ’im to come in. 

[Florrie gMJ to the door and opens it and speaks, 

Florrie: Will you come in, sir? 

[Bradlet enters. 

Bradley: My name’s Bradley. I just came to sec how your 
husband was getting on, Mrs. Miller. 

Mrs. Miller: Won’t you sit down, sir? 

Bradley: I don’t mind if I do. 

Mrs. Miller: He’s out just at the minute. 

Bradley: Seems to be out a lot. 

Mrs. Miller: I ’ad the doctor to ’im and the doctor said ’e 
ought to stay in bed. I tried to make ’im, but would 
’e listen to me? Seems as though 'e couldn’t sit still. 
Out all day long. 

Bradley: Where does he go? 

Mrs. Miller: Well, that’s just what I don’t know. ’E 
’ardly seems to know ’imself. 

Bradley: If he’s well enough to go gadding about all over 
the place, I should have thought he was well enough 
to do a job of work. 

Mrs. Miller; The doctor wouldn’t ’ear of ’im working. 
’E’s not ’imself. Friday, not yesterday, Friday a week 
ago, the day we ’card about the Sweep 'e come ’omc in 
a taxi. ’E said ’e’d fainted in the shop. 

Bradley: I know. He told me when he came on the 
Saturday morning. 

Mrs. Miller; I didn’t want ’im to go to work that morning. 
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But ’e would go. Said ’e ’ad an appointment with the 
Commander-in-Chief. 

Bradley: [With a smile.} That’s right. Captain Fortcscue. 
Sheppey calls him that because of the side he puts on. 

Mrs. Miller: Well, on the Saturday afternoon, after dinner, 
I could see ’e wasn’t well and suddenly ’e came all over 
queer. ’E just fell like a stone. My word, I was 
frightened. Fortunately Florrie was ’ere. 

Bradley; Your daughter, I suppose? 

Florrie: That’s right. 

Bradley: Pleased to meet you. 

Mrs. Miller: She phoned for the doctor. The doctor 
said it looked more like a stroke to ’im than a faint. 

Bradley: Lucliy he’s not paralysed if that’s the case. 

Mrs. Miller; The doctor says the shock and the excitement 
of winning all that money and Sheppey ’aving such a 
’igh blood pressure and all, ’e’s convinced it wasn’t 
just an ordinary faint in the shop, but that was a sort 
of stroke too. 

Bradley: I don’t wonder you’re anxious. If he’s had two 
strokes. They always say three’s fatal. 

Mrs. Miller: The doctor says not to worry. ’E’s only got 
to get ’is blood pressure down and ’e’U be good for 
another twenty years. 

Bradley: Doctors don’t know everything. 

Mrs. Miller: ’E’s going back to work on Monday 
morning. 

Bradley; Oh, is he? That’s just what I wanted to see him 
about. 

Mrs. Miller; It would break ’is ’eart if ’e couldn’t go 
on working. He takes such a pride in his profession. 

Bradley: [With a shrewd look at herl} He wrote me a letter 
last night. 
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Mrs. Miluer: Did ’e? ’E never told me. 

Bradley; He must have left it himself. It hadn’t got a 
stamp on. 

Florrie: What did he say? 

Bradley: I don’t know that I’m quite at liberty to divulge 
the contents. Perhaps I ought to have a talk to liim 
about it first. 

Mrs. Miller: ’E’s bound to be in soon. ’E Icnows we’re 
’aving supper early because Florrie and the gentleman 
she’s engaged to are going to the pictures. 

Bradiby: [To FLORRm.] Oh, yes. Sheppey told me you 
were engaged to be married. And when is the happy 
event going to take place, may I ask? 

Florrie: [Becoming very refitiedi\ July. My fiance’s in the 
scholastic profession and of course we’ve got to wait 
till the boys break up for the summer holidays. 

Bradley: Almost the first thing Sheppey said when he knew 
he’d won a prize was, now I shall be able to give my 
daughter a slap-up wedding. 

Florrie: My fiance’s ftther was on the Stock Exchange, you 
know, and sometimes my fiance says he wonders if he 
didn’t make a mistake not going inio the City, on account 
of the money, you know, but I say to him, money isn’t 
everything, if you’re in the scholastic profession you 
do have decent hols. 

Mrs. Miller: [To Bradley.] ’Olidays, you know. Well, if 
it wasn’t for the money your Dad’s getting for the 
Sweejj I don’t know when you’d ’ave married. In them 
County Council schools the pay’s terrible. 

Bradley; Oh? Teacher in a board school, is he? 

Florrie: Of course, if you’re a professional man you don’t 
CEpect to make the money you do in trade. 

Mrs. Miller: How they expect a fellow to keep a wife and 
two or three children on it, I don’t know, especially when 
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you consider the position they have to keep up. 

\Tbere is a tat-tat-tat on the door. 

Florme: There’s Ernie. 

\She holts out of the room. 

Bradley: Bit of luclc Sheppey winning all that money, 
Mrs. Miller. 

Mrs. Miller; I know. Florrie was crazy to get married. 
She was in the City, you know, typewriting. She didn’t 
take long to give in her notice, I can tell you. 

Bradley: It’ll make a difference to you too. 

Mr.s. Miller: I expect it will. I shan’t be sorry to ’ave a 
girl to do the rough work for me. Funny thing, you 
know, I never ’ave liked washing-up, and God knows 
I’ve done enough of it- But when you’ve been in the 
’ouses I ’ave, with always a kitchen-maid to do the 
rough work, it goes against the grain to do it yourself, 
and that nobody can deny. 

[Florrib comes in mtb Ernest Turner. He is a very 
young man, twenty-two or twenty-three, and extremely 
gpod-looking in a somewhat romantic way, with long 
wavy hair, fine yes and the profile of a film-star. He 
is dressed in grey flannel trousers and a brown tweed 
coat, loose, easy and shabby, because it is bis pose not 
to pay any attention to the minor matter of clothes. 
He is alert, vibrant, as thy sty, and charming, 

Ernie: HuUoa, Mrs. Miller. 

Mrs. Miller: Come in, Ernie. This is Mr, Bradley, Dad’s 
employer. 

Ernie; \Sbaking bands with him cordially,] I’m very glad to 
meet you. 

Bradley: Same here. I hear I’ve got to congratulate you 
on being engaged to this young lady. 

Ernie: We’ve been engaged for two years. What you can 
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congratulate me on is that Tm going to make a blushing 
bride of her now. 

Bradley: Send me an invite and I’ll roll up -with a wedding 
present. 

Mrs. Miller: Of course we’!! send you an invite, Mr. 
Bradley. It’ll be an honour to ’avc you come. 

Bradley: Well, Sheppey’s been in my employment for 
fifteen years and I look upon him as a friend. I really 
do. You know we all call him Sheppey at the shop? 

Ernie: Yes, I know. I call him Sheppey too. Seems to 
suit him somehow. 

Mrs. Mili.er: I’ve got in the ’abit of it meself now. 

Bradley: He’s wonderfully popular with my customers. 
Lot of them won’t let anybody touch them but him, and 
if he’s busy they’ll wait or come another day. 

Mrs. Miller; I never asked you if you’d like a cup of tea, 
Mr. Bradley. 

Bradley: No, thank you. I wouldn’t trouble you. 

Mrs. Miller: It’s no trouble. I’ve got to go into the 
kitchen anyway to get my supper going. 

Florrie: If you want to please mum you’ll ask her to show 
you the kitchen. She’s as Jiroud of that. 

Mrs. Miller: Sheppey give me one of them new Eagle 
stoves for my birthday. You wouldn’t believe the 
difference it makes. 

Bradley: I know. He was talking about it in the shop. I 
should like to see that, I must admit. If all I hear is 
true, I’ve half a mind to boy one myself. 

Mrs. Miller; I’ll show it you with pleasure. 

Bradley: [To Florrie.] You’ll excuse me, won’t you? 

[Tbej go offt, Florrie turns and faces Ernie, smiling, 

Ernie: You’ve got a nerve, shooing him off like that. 


r 
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Flqrrie: 1 saw at a glance that be was that sort of man, 
interested in contraptions. 

Ernie: Wonderful eye for character you’ve got. 

[He goes up to her and leans his face forward. She leans 
hers forward too and gradually their lips meet. Then 
be takes her in his arms and a long kiss is exchanged. 
She breaks away with a sigh. 

Florrie: Ohl I feel all the better for that. 

Ernie: I don’t think it’s done me any harm either. 

Florrie: Did you win your match? 

Ernie: What do you think? With me umpiring. As a 
matter of fact I had a few words with their umpire. 
But I wasn’t going to let my boys be licked by any 
Cricklewood chaps. You can’t blame me. 

Florrie: I don’t. You’d do anything for your boys, 
wouldn’t you? 

Ernie: Well, I like them, I don’t deny that, and they like 
me. They’re getting up a subscription, a penny each, 
to give me a wedding present. 

Florrie: That is nice of them. 

Ernie: It’s voluntary, of course, but I shouldn’t like to 
be in any boy’s shoes who didn’t subscribe. It’s a grand 
thing, teaching. Getting a hold on all those young minds 
and training them. I mean, it must mean something to a 
man when he sees the way they look up to him. 

Florrie: I should be very much surprised if they didn’t 
look up to you. 

Ernie: That’s as it may be, but it does give one a sort of 
sense of responsibility. After all, they’re the citizens of 
the future. And what sort of citizens they’ll be depends 
on me. You might almost say that what I think to-day 
Cambctwell’ll think to-morrow. 

Florrie: It is a responsibility, I see that. 
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Ernie: Kiss me. 

[They kiss again. 

Florrie: Oh, Ernie, I do love you so. 

Ernie: I’m not going to blame you for that. 

Florrie: I wish you loved me as mucli as I love you. 

Ernie: I love you more than anyone in the world. I can't 
say more than that. But you mustn’t forget that man’s 
love is of man’s life a thing apart; ’tis woman’s whole 
existence. 

Florrie: You’re so ambitious. 

Ernie: Weli, don’t you want me to be? 

Florrie: Yes. I won’t stand in your way, Ernie. I know 
you want to get on. 

Ernie: There’s no reason why I shouldn’t, that 1 can see. 
I mean, think of the advantages I’ve got. And tliis 
money you’ll have now. That’ll make a difference. I 
don’t see why I shouldn’t stand for Parliament. 

Florrie: Oh, Ernie, that would be lovely. 

Ernie: It’s a chance in a lifetime. The old men are finished. 
Youth is the only thing that counts now. The world’s 
in a mess and who’s going to put it right? Youth. It’s 
people like you and me who’ve got to get busy if we 
don’t want to see civilisation crumbling under our feet. 
What the people want is a leader. 

Florrie: You couldn’t expect to be a leader right away, 
Ernie. 

Ernie: Perhaps not, but just as a matter of historical 
information I don’t mind tcUing you that Pitt was Prime 
Minister at twenty-four. You wouldn’t mind living in 
Downing Street, would you? Convenient, you know. 

Florrie: Ernie. 

Ernie: Well, why not? Look at Snowden and Ramsay 
MacDonald. If they could do it, why can’t I? With my 
brains and your beauty we can do anything. 
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Florrie: With the light behind you’re not bad-looking 
yourself, Ernie. 

Ernie: Looks don’t matter for a man. What a man ■wants 
is personality. That’s one of the reasons I’d like to go 
to Paris for our honeymoon. One’s got to develop one’s 
personality. 

Florrie; I was telling mum just now. She doesn’t like the 
idea much. I think Dad’s going to give us a hundred 
pounds, and I don’t see -why we shouldn’t do what we 
like with it. 

Ernie: We could go to S'witaerland on that. 

Florrie: Oh, Ernie, I’d simply love to climb Mont Blanc. 

Ernie: I wouldn’t mind myself. And Switzerland does seem 
the right place for a schoolmaster to go to in August. 
We’d meet lots of my colleagues. 

Florrie: And then there’s lovely Lucerne. 

Ernie: There’s only one thing; it seems a bit thick doing 
all that on your money. 

Florrie: That’s silly. It won’t be my money, it’ll be our 
money. 

Ernie; Of course it’s really an investment. It’s not as if 
we were going just for pleasure. We’re going to enlarge 
our minds. What can they know of England that only 
England know? 

Florrie; That’s right. 

Ernie: We’ve got to train ourselves so that when the 
opportunity comes we shall be ready to take it. We 
don’t want to live for ourselves. We want to live for 
others. A life of service, that’s what I look forward to. 

Florrie: Well, I’ll do all I can, Ernie. 

Ernie: I know you will. But look here, I think we ought 
to begin as we mean to go on. It’s struck me, when 
we’re in a big position, it’ll sound silly you calling me 
Ernie and me calling you Florrie. I think we ought 
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ro stop it before it gets so much of a habit we can’t 
break it. 

Florrie: Whatevet do you mean, Ernie? 

Ernie: Well, I think I ought to call you Florence and you 
ought to call me Ernest. 

Florrie: It would make me laugh. 

Ernie: Well, try. To oblige me. You couldn’t call a Prime 
Minister Ernie. People wouldn’t have any respect 
for him. 

Florrie: All right. I don’t mind trying. But not till after 
the honeymoon. As long as we’re on our honeymoon 
I want you to be just Ernie. 

Ernie: Have it j'our own way. 

Florrie: Oh, isn’t life lovely? 

Ernie: Of course it’s lovely. I’m an optimist, I am. I 
mean, what’s the good of taking a gloomy view of 
things? I know the world isn’t perfect. But you can’t 
have everything all at once. I believe in life and I 
believe in my fellow-men. You must believe. 

Florrie: Kiss me. 

[Jttsf as be is about to ^ss her Bradlet comes in. 

Bradley; Your ma wants you a minute, Miss Florrie. 

Florrie: Oh, does she? All right. 

[Sbe ^es out, 

Bradley: Well, aren’t you going to say thank you? 

Ernie: What for? 

Bradley: Leaving you alone with your young lady. I saw 
you couldn’t get rid of me fest enough. I’ve been a 
young fellow myself, you know. 

Ernie; I see you’ve got tact. 

Bradley: You want it in my business. A hairdresser that 
hasn’t got tact is no more use than a canary that can’t 
sing. I just wanted to have a word or two with you* 
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Ernie: Fire away. 

Bradley: I flatter myself I’m not a bad judge of character, 
and the moment I saw you I said to myself, that young 
fellow’s got his head screwed on his shoulders all 
right. 

Ernie: I Icnow how many beans make five, if that’s what 
you mean. 

Bradley: You’ll never guess why I’ve come here to-day. 
Now Shcppey’s got all this money it’s all wrong that 
he should only be an assistant. \lmpressively^ I’ve come 
here to-day to offer him a partnership in my business. 

Ernie: You haven’t? 

Bradley: I have. And mind you, it’s a fine business. The 
accounts are in apple-pie order, and anyone can see 
them who wants to. I’ll give him ten pet cent on his 
money and a share of the profits. 

Ernie: That sounds pretty good to me. 

Bradley: I expect he’ll jump at it, but he’s a funny fellow, 
Sheppey; he may not like the idea of the responsibility. 
I want you to back me up. 

Ernie: I certainly will. I don’t think anyone can call me a 
snob, but there is a difference between having a father- 
in-law who’s a hairdresser and a fether-in-law who runs 
a high-class saloon in Jermyn Street. 

Bradley: AU^the difference in the world. Then that’s 
settled. But there’s something else I wanted to say 
to you. 

Ernie: Yes? 

Bradley: Sheppey was up in the West End last night. He 
left a letter at my place. There’s a pub just opposite. 
The Bunch of Keys it’s called. He always has his dinner 
there. 

Ernie: I know. A cut off the joint, veg. and half a pint 
of bitter. Every day of his life as regular as clockwork. 
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Bradley: And every night after shutting up he goes there 
and has another half-pint. A creature of habit, that’s 
•what he is. You can always depend on him. 'Well, I 
just happened to hear that he was in there last night. 

Ernie: Nothing strange in that. 

Bradley: No. Only he’s got to know a tart there. He 
brought her in to my place to have a drink the evening 
he heard about the Sweep. Well, to cut a long story 
short, he went off with her last night. 

Ernie: You don’t mean to teU me that. 

Bradley: Of course it’s no business of mine. All I mean 
to say is, if he’s coming into partnership with me, he 
can’t go about with common tarts, can he? It would 
be a pity if just because he’s got a bit of money he went 
off the rails. 

Ernie: You do surprise me. That’s the iast thing I should 
ever have thought he’d do. 

Bradley: You know what these women arc. 

Ernie: He’s so steady. 

Bradley: I know he is. Mind you, I’m not accusing him. 
1 only say it looks fishy. 

Ernie: What do you expect me to do about it? 

Bradley; I thought if you gave your young lady a hint — 
girls know a lot nowadays — she’ll understand, and if 
she gave her ma a hint to keep an eye on him ... A 
good woman’s influence can do a lot, and my experience 
is, if a fellow’s wife once gets suspicious he has to be 
pretty smart to put anything over on her. 

[Sheppey comes in. His cheeks are flushed and bis ejies 
are shining, but otherwise he looks just as he did when 
we last saw him. Of course he does not wear the 
offleial wig of his business Inters,- 

Sheppey: Good evening, gentlemen. 

Bradley; There you are. 
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Sheppet; Mrs. Miller told me you was ’ere, sir. Sorry I’ve 
kept you waiting. 

Bradley; That’s all right. I’m glad to see you looking so 
fit. 

Sheppey: I’m fine. The doctor says I’ve made a wonderful 
recovery. 

Ernie: You’d better not let him find out you’ve been out 
and about when he said you were to stay in and keep 
quiet, 

Bradley; Now, young fellow, if you wouldn’t mind. I’d 
just like to have a talk with Sheppey. 

Ernie; I’ll hop it. See you later. 

[Hf goes out. 

Bradley: I wasn’t a bit surjirised to get your letter, 
Sheppey. 

Sheppey: Won’t you sit down, sir? 

Bradley: No, I’ll stand if you don’t mind. You sit down. 

Sheppey: I think I will. I’m a bit tired. I been doing a lot 
to-day. 

Bradley; Naturally it was a bit of a shock to me when you 
said you were leaving. After fifteen ycais. But in a 
manner of spealdng I was expecting it. I said to myself 
at once, now Sheppey’s got all this money he won’t 
want to go on being an assistant. I mean, it’s not in 
human nature. 

Sheppey: I’ve always been very ’appy witli you, sir. You’ve 
been a good master. And I know I’ve tried to give 
satisfaction. 

Bradley: You’re the best assistant I’ve ever had, Sheppey, 
and I don’t mind who knows it. No one’s got the way 
you have with a customer. And they like you. You’ve 
got a sense of humour. 

Sheppey: I suppose I ’ave. Sometimes the things I say 
almost make me laugh myself. 
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Bradley: I suppose it’s ao good offering you more wages? 

Sheppey: No, sir, it isn’t. When I wrote that letter resigning 
my position it wasn’t because I wanted a rise. I’ve 
always been satisfied with what I got. 

Bradley: It’s no good beating about the bush. Fair and 
square’s my motto. I’m prepared to put my cards on 
the table. I don’t want to lose you, Sheppey. 

Sheppey: They say the best of friends must part. 

Bradley: I know what you want, Sheppey, and I’m prepared 
to give it to you. 

Sheppey: What do you mean by that, sir? 

Bradley: Oh, go on. I wasn’t born yesterday. And look 
here, you needn’t go on calling me sir. From now on 
I’m Jim to you. The moment I read your letter I saw 
what the game was. Wefi, all right. I’m on. 

Sheppey: I give you my word I don’t know what you’re 
talking about. 

Bradley: Oh, yes, you do. And I’m quite agreeable. I’ll 
take you in. Of course we shall have to iscuss terms. 
We must keep the old name. The public’s used to it 
and it’s worth something. 

Sheppey: You’re not offering me a partnership in Bradley’s? 

Bradley: Yes, I am. 

[Sheppey ^es him a litth startled look, hesitates for a 
moment, and then speaks in a low, harsh voice. 

Sheppey: Get thee behind me, Satan. 

Bradley: {Startled.], Sheppeyl What d’you mean? 

Sheppey: You know there’s nothing I wanted more than to 
be a partner at Bradley’s. It’s been the ambition of my 
life, I never shut up the shop, not a night, without 
saying to meself, I’d give a lot to be Jim Bradley’s 
partner. 

Bradley: Well, now you can be. 
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Sheppey: No, I caa’t. It’s come too late. I’ve got other fish 
to fry. 

Bradley: You haven’t fixed up with another firm? Sheppey, 
you wouldn’t play me a dirty trick like that, without 
saying a word to me about it? Not after fifteen years. 
Look here, Sheppey, I teU you what I’ll do. I’ll put your 
name up beside mine. Bradley and Miller it’ll be. What 
do you say to that? It’ll be a wonderful moment for you 
when you see it over the window. 

Sheppey: It’s not that, Mr. Bradley. I’m giving up the 
’air dressing. 

Bradley: You’re not going to lead an evil life, Sheppey? 

Sheppey: I ’ope not. It would be rather late in the 

day for that. 

Bradley: They say there’s no fool like an old fool. You’ve 
got money now, I know. But it won’t last for ever. 
Wine, women and song, and you’ll run through it in no 
time. 

Sheppey: I’m going to invest it. 

Bradley: You’ll never find a better investment than what I 
offer you. 

Sheppey: That’s a matter of opinion. 

Bradley; A man that’s got a real gift for hairdressing. I 
mean, it’s such a waste. What do you expect to get for 
your money? 

Sheppey: \CasuaUy\ Treasure in ’eaven. 

Bradley; Now, my boy, don’t you go into any wild-cat 
schemes. You talk to your wife about it. She’s a sensible 
woman. I know this offer of mine comes sudden. I’m 
not going to take no for an answer now. You th in k it 
over. 

Sheppey: Thanks. But I’ve quite made up my mind. 

Bradley: My experience is that no married man’s ever 
made up Ms mind till he’s heard what his wife has got to 
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say about it. Fll tell you -what I’ll do. I’ll be off now. 
You’ll be working next week, I suppose? 

Si-ieppey: Yes. I must work out my notice. 

Bradley; I’ll give you the week to think it over. Say 
good-bye to Mrs, Miller for me, won’t you? 

Sheppey: I will. I’ll just see you to the door. 

Bradley: I’ll find my way out all right. Don’t trouble. 

Sheppey: O.K. Good evening, sir. Thank you for coming. 

[Bradley goes o«t. Sheppey goes over to the rvindovi and 
looks out into the street. Mrs. Miller, Florrie 
and Ernie come in. 

Ernie: We heard him go. 

Sheppey: Nice-looking car, that is. My word, the governor’s 
proud of it. 

Florrie: You’ll be having one just as good yourself now, 
dad. 

Mrs. Miller: Bznie’s told us, dad. 

Sheppey: Told you what? 

Florrie: Oh, dad, don’t try and make a secret of it. 

Mrs. Miller: I’m so glad for your sake, dear. I know 
there’s nothing you wanted so much. I almost feel like 
crying, 

Sheppey: Now what are you all talking about? 

Ernie: It’s like this, Sheppey, Bradley gave me a hint. In 
fact he told me in so many words that he was going to 
offer you a partnership. 

Sheppey: Oh, that? 

Florrie: Don’t talre it so calm, dad. Aren’t you excited? 

Mrs, Miller: It’ll be a grand day for me when I walk up 
Jermyn Street and see your name in great big letters 
alongside of Mr. Bradley’s. 

Florrie: Whoops, dearie. 
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Mrs. Miller: And of course there’s the position too. I 
must ’ave a girl to do the rough work now. 

Florrie: You don’t want a girl. You must have a general 
and a char in twice a week to do the scrubbing. 

Mrs. Miller: [With a happy little I shall be quite the 
lady before I’m finished. 

Ernie: And why not? 

Siieppey: [Qttietlyl[ I’ll tell you why not. Because I’ve 
declined the governor’s invitation with thanks. 

Florrie: Dad. 

Mrs. Miller: Whatever for? Your ’cart’s been set on 
being your own master. 

Shbppey: I know it ’as. 

Ernie: You haven’t turned it down flat? 

Sheppey; I ’ave. 

Ernie: Naturally he wasn’t going to make his final offer 
straight away. He said to me terms would have to be 
discussed. 

Mrs. Miller: It’s not the responsibility you’re afraid of, 
Sheppey? 

Sheppey: No. 

Ernie: But it’s a chance in a thousand. 

Florrie: You don’t want to be ordered about when you 
can order other people about, surely. 

Sheppey: I gave in my notice last night. Of course I shall 
’ave to work out the week. Then I’m through. 

Mrs. Miller: D’you mean you’re giving up work al- 
together? You’d never be ’appy without something to 
do, dad. 

Ernie: You can’t get more than three and a half per cent on 
your money now, you know. What with income tax and 
one thing and another you won’tfind you’ll have so much. 
I mean, it’ll be a tight squeeze to make both ends meet. 
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Feorrie: Especially with me and Ernie getting married so 
soon. We counted on your being able to help us a bit at 
first. 

Siieppey: I’m not going to invest my money at three and a 
half per cent. I’m not going to invest it to bring that 
sort of return at all. 

Ernie; What’s the idea? 

Sheppey: Well, you know, I been worried lately. You know 
that day I had to go to the police court. The prisoners, 
you know, they was just the same as you and me, 1 mean, 
if you’d passed them in the street you’d ’ave thought 
them exactly like anybody else, and d’you know what 
put them in the dock, three out of four? Just that they 
’adn’t enough to eat. It give me quite a turn. 

Ernie: The Government’s to blame, 

Mrs. Miller: Quiet, Ernie. 

Sheppey: And that same evening I met a woman I know up 
west, and I discovered accidentally that she ’adn’t ’ad 
a bite of food in twenty-four hours. 

Ernie; Times ate bad, of course. 

Sheppey: Now, this money I’ve got. I could do with it, of 
course, but I don’t redly need it, not in comparison, I 
mean, with the people ’as ’aven’t got enough to eat and 
no coal to put in their grates. 

Ernie: Perhaps not. But you’ve got it and they haven’t. 
That’s the luck of the game. You were born lucky. 
I’ve heard you say that doaens of times. 

Sheppey; I know it. And perhaps the luckiest thing that’s 
ever ’appened to me is ’aving the chance I’ve got now. 

Mrs. Miller: What d’you mean exactly, dad? 

Sheppey; Well, 1 don’t feel justified somc’ow in keeping this 
money. 

Florrib; Then give it to Eriue and me. We’ll be glad to 
take it. 
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Sheppey: [Wifjb a JM/Vt.] You don’t want it either. 

Ernie: What ate you going to do with it then? 

Sheppey: Ever read the Gospel, Ernie? 

Ernie: Of course I have. It’s got some damned good lines 
in it. And the style’s fine. Of course you wouldn’t want 
to write like that now. 

Sheppey: I been reading it a lot this last week. Not being 
able to go to the shop, you know. But I’m not an 
educated man like you, Ernie. I read it for the story. 

Ernie: It’s a good story. I don’t think anyone would deny 
that. 

Sheppey: 1 came across one bit that knocked me all of a 
heap. It seemed as if it *ad been written for me. 

Ernie: What was that? 

Sheppey: Sell all that thou ’ast, and distribute it to the poor, 
and thou shalt ’ave treasure in ’eaven: and come and 
follow me. 

Ernie: I know. And it goes on: it’s easier for a camel to go 
through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter 
the Kingdom of Heaven. The rich have been trying to 
get round that for the last two thousand years. 

Sheppey: It was like a great white light. I saw my way plain 
before me. I’m going to give this money of mine away 
to them as needs it more than I do. 

\Tbej are thunderstruck. They speak on each other’s words, 

Mrs. Miller: Sheppey, what do you mean? 

Ernie: You’re crazy. You can’t do a thing like that. 

Florrie: I should think mum would have something to say 
to that. 

Mrs. Miller: You don’t mean it, dad? 

Sheppey: Yes, I do. 

Ernie: It’s ridiculous. 

Florrie: Criminal, I call it. 
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Ernie; Aftet all, what’s eight thousand pounds? A drop in 
the ocean. You might as well throw the money down a 
drain-pipe for all the good it will do. 

Mrs. Miller: But, Sheppey, you can’t afford to do a thing 
like that. It would be ail very well for some of them rich 
people in the West End. 

Sheppey: They can’t do anything. They ’aven’t got more 
money than they know what to do with. 

Ernie: Never heard that before. 


Sheppey: That’s why I’m telling you. Now I do know what 
I’m talldng about. We’ve iways ’ad a tip-top trade at 
Bradley’s. Some of the most important men in the 
country. Why, only the other day I ’ad a gentleman in as 
said if things didn’t look up soon ’c’d ’ave to give up 
either his yacht or ’is racing stable. 

Ernie: He isn’t obliged to have a racing stable, is he? 

Sheppey: It’s not for ’imself ’e ’as it. ’E’s told me over and 
over again. It’s for the good of the country. 

Ernie: And do you believe that? 

Sheppey: ’E’s a gentleman. There’s no reason for ’im to 
tell me a lie, is there? And you wouldn’t believe ’ow 
much it costs to run a pack of ’ounds. I was shaving 
Lord Mereston one day last week and ’e said to me, 
Sheppey, ’e said, you wouldn’t believe ’ow eirpensive life 
is, my daughter’s coming out and I’ve got to give a ball, 
seven ’undred people and champagne at eighteen bob a 
bottle. My boy’s nursing a constituency and it’s costing 
me fifteen ’undred a year, and to put the lid on, Sheppey, 
’e says. I’ve ’ad to fork out a couple of thousand quid for 
a dkmond bracelet to give my wife for our silver 
wedding. I tell you what, Sheppey, ’e says, if things 
don’t take a turn for the better soon I’ll ’ave to give up 
being shaved and damned well shave meself. iThe rich 
ain’t got more money than they can spend on themselves. 



z48 s h e p p e t act n 

I know that for a feet. And besides, they don’t know 
about the poor. 

Ernie: They can find out, can’t they? They can read the 
papers. 

Sheppey: Well, by the time they’ve read the court and 
society news, the divorces and the sporting intelligence, 
they’ve read enough. They don’t want to be depressed 
by reading about unpleasant things. You can’t ’ardly 
blame them. It’s the poor as must ’elp the poor. 

Ernie: And they do, don’t they? Everyone knows that the 
poor are splendid to one another. Everyone who writes 
about them says that. But when all’s said and done 
charity begins at home. 

F1.0RRIE: That’s right. I mean, one must think of those who 
are near and dear to one first. 

Ernie: Mind you, I don’t deny that things are pretty rotten 
in the state of Denmark. But it’s no job for an in- 
dividual. It’s a problem and a very grave one, but it’s a 
problem for the community. And the community’s 
tackling it. I don’t say charity doesn't want organising. 
It does. But there’s one thing I’m quite sure about, that 
the indiscriminate charily of private individuals does 
more harm than good. That’s been proved over and 
over again. I mean, there’s not a charity organisation in 
England that won’t tell you that to give a penny to a 
beggar in the street is a crime. 

Sheppey; You may be tight. But when you see an old 
fellow with one leg selling matches in the bitter cold it 
seems almost against ’uman nature not to give ’im a 
copper. 

Ernie: Well, one ought not to. One’s only encouraging 
them. One’s got to take a broad view of things. The 
law of life is simple as A B C. Get on or get under. If a 
man can’t earn his own living he’s no good, to the state 
or anybody else, and be must be eliminated. That’s 
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natural selection. If you molly-coddle the unfit you only 
make it harder for 1 he rest of us. 

Shepfby: I’m not an educated man, but I ’ave got two eyes 
in my ’ead. And I can’t see much difference between the 
fit and the unfit. It seems to me that good and bad are 
pretty much alike. I think it’s just a toss up which you 
are. You remember that story about the seed that was 
thrown on stony ground and the seed that was thrown 
on good rich ground. 

Ernie: You’ve got that all wrong, Sheppey. That seed 
never did any good because it couldn’t adapt itself to its 
surroundings. That’s the struggle for life and the 
survival of the fittest. It just proves what I say. 

Sheppey: I read it different. I thought perhaps if it’d been 
watered a bit and given a bit of shade it might ’ave been 
all right. You see, these organisations are ail very well, 
but there’s a lot of red-tape about them, you know that, 
and they don’t realise a lot of people are proud and don’t 
like asking, and some of them ain’t got the nerve to, 
and there’s a lot as are downright stupid, you can’t deny 
that. 

Er.vie: Well, what can you do about it? 

Sheppey: I’ll tell you. I’ll just keep my eyes open and talk to 
people, and I’ll give ’alf a crown ’ere and five bob there, 
just as man to man, you know, and a sack of coals to 
someone as ’asn’t got any, and if I see a kid wants a pair 
of boots I’ll buy him a pair. 

Ernie: Of course you know you’ll have every totter and 
sponger after you. And those half crowns and five bobs, 
where do you think they’ll go? On drink. 

Sheppey: 1 dare say I shall make mistakes sometimes. I 
don’t think that matters. Besides, if a chap’s down and 
out and thinks he’d rather spend ’alf a crown on beer 
than on food and lodging, that’s ’is look out. 

Ernie: And what do you expect to get out of it for yourself? 
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Sheppey: Oh, I don’t know. Peace of mind. The Kingdom 
of Heaven, perhaps. 

Ernie; And what’ll be the result? In a year or two youi 
money’ll be gone. D’you think anything’ll be different? 

Sheppey: You never can tell. Perhaps someone’ll come and 
take my place. If I can only get people to see what I 
mean. I might be an example to others. Someone’s got 
to start a thing like this. 

Ernie; D’you think a hairdresser’s the right man to start it? 

Sheppey; I don’t know why not. Jesus was only a carpenter, 
wasn’t he? 

Florrie: I think it’s awful comparing yourself to Jesus, dad. 
I wonder you’re not afraid a thunderbolt’ll come down 
from Heaven and smite you. 

Ernie; [S//W/y.] Well, it’s not my money, and it’s no 
business of mine what you do with it, but if you’ll take 
my advice you’ll look before you leap, 

Sheppey: [WM a iwittkls in bis cy?.] I’m always glad to take 
advice from those younger than myself. 

Florrie; What about me and Ernie getting married? We 
were going to wait, but when you won that Sweep, we 
settled to marry now. I’ve given notice at the office and 
everytliing. 

Sheppey: Tliere’s no reason I can see why you shouldn’t get 
married. You’ll ’avc as much as mum and me ’ad when 
we married. 

Florrie: Things are different now. And besides, Ernie’s 
got to keep up a position that you didn’t have to. We 
were counting on your paying the rent of our fiat. 

Sheppey: You can live here. 

Florrie: Can I? Well, I’m marrying to have a home of my 
own. Say something, mum, do. You can’t let him play 
ducks and drakes with our money like that. 
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Mrs, Miller: I don’t Icnow if Pm standing on me ’ead ot 
me ’eels. 

Ernie: [Crossly.\ Well, it’s not the first time a man has 
loved the human race so much he’s left his own family to 
starve. 

Florrie: Don’t blame me, Ernie. 

Shbppet: I knew it would be a sort of disappointment to 
you. 

3rnie: The mistake you make, Sheppey, is taking things too 
literally. The New Testament must be looked upon as 
fiction, a beautiful fiction if you like, but a fiction. No 
educated man accepts the Gospel narrative as sober fact. 
In fact a great many people believe that Jesus never 
existed at all. 

Sheppey: I don’t know that that matters so much. 

Ernie: Just now, when I asked you what you expected to 
get out of it, you said the Kingdom of Heaven. 

Sheppey: I Icnow I did. But sometimes I think the Kingdom 
of ’Eaven’s in me own ’eart. 

Florrie: You’re barmy. 

Sheppey: [Smiling^ Because I want to live like Jesus? 

Florrie: Well, who ever heard of anyone wanting to live 
like Jesus at this time of day? I think it’s just blas- 
phemous. 

Ernie: And there’s another thing you must remember. 
Everyone knows the Gospels were written by ignorant 
men. I mean they were just ordinary working chaps. 
And the parables and all that were addressed to the same 
sort of crowd you might see at Woolworth’s of a 
Saturday night. 

Sheppey: Well, perhaps that’s why it all come ’ome to me so 
much, because I’m an ignorant working man meself. 

Ernie: Yes, but don’t you see, they’ve got to be explained. 
Why do you suppose they have professors of theology 
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and doctors of divinity? They're there to explain to 
people that whatever Jesus said he didn’t really mean it, 
but soinething quite difierent. 

Sheppey: You may be right, of course. But I don’t see why 
’e shouldn’t ’ave. 

Ernie: It stands to reason. Those precepts, the sermon on 
the Mount and all that, may have been very well for a 
small peasant community, but they’te just not applicable 
to our great world states. They’re impracticable. 

Sheppey: I don’t know so much about that. Personally I 
don’t know anyone as ’as tried to put them in practice. 

Florrie: Well, that’s a proof they’re impracticable, dad. 
I mean, if they were, clergymen and ministers and that 
like, would do them. 

Sheppey: Perhaps they don’t believe in them, 

Florrie: I don’t know why they shouldn’t. I believe in 
them. But there’s all the diflference in believing a thing 
just as a thing you believe . . . 

Ernie: Theoretically, she means. 

Florrie: Yes, and believing it so that you act on it. I 
mean, when you believe a horse can’t lose, you don’t 
believe it in the same way as you believe that if you go out 
in the rain you’ll get wet. 

Ernie: [To Sheppey.] I see what you mean, of course. It’s 
an ideal. But you’ve always got to remember this, an 
ideal’s something you aim at; as soon as you reach it, 
it stops being an ideal. 

Sheppey: It don’t seem like an ideal to me. It seems to me 
like plain commonsense. 

Ernie: Well, I think it’s the damnedest nonsense I ever 
heard. 

Sheppey: I’m not quite sure that what you think is gospel 
truth either. 

Florrie: Ernie’s an educated man, dad, and you’re not. 
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[j 4 knock at the door is beard. 

Mrs. Miller: See \srho that is, Florric. Who ever can be 
coming here at this hour? 

[pLORRiEgtfW to the window. 

Florrie: Oh, mum, it’s a lady. She’s got a silk dress on. 
Her shoes don’t look none too good. 

SiiEPrEY; I know who it is. It’s someone I was expecting, 
rii go. 

[He goes out. 

Florrie; Did you know anything about this, mum? 

Mrs. Miller: Not a word. It’s come as a complete 
surprise to me. 

Ernie: [To Florrie.] You got it in one, Florric. You hit 
the nail on the head. 

Florrie: How do you mean? 

Ernie: He’s barmy. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, Ernie, that’s a horrible thing to say. 

Ernie: I don’t say it’s permanent. But he’s barmy. I mean, 
that’s obvious. Look here, what do you say to me 
running for the doctor? 

Florrie: That’s a good idea, Ernie. 

Mrs. Miller: I don’t know what to say. I mean it’s so 
unlike him. 

Florrie; Go on, Ernie. Here’s my key. 

Ernie: [Taking it.] I shan’t be two ticks. 

[He goes out. 

Mrs. Miller: And him that’s always been so sensible. 
He’s never been near, that’s not in ’is nature, but ’e’s 
never been one to throw money about neither. 

Florrie: Ernie’s upset. 

Mrs. Miller: I don’t know what he’s got to be upset for. 

Florrie: Oh, don’t you? Mum, this has got to be stopped. 
I won’t lose Ernie. I won’t. 
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Mrs. Miller: Oh, don’t be so silly, Florric. Why should 
you lose Ernie? 

Florrie: You don’t know men like I do. 

Mrs. Miller: I like that. I suppose I didn’t know men 
before you were born. 

Florrie: Wlien a woman’s been married a year or two she 
forgets. I can see Ernie’s upset. > 

[Sheppey comes in with Bessie Legros. 

Sheppey: Come in, my dear. Mum, I’ve brought a friend to 
see you. This is my wife and that’s my daughter Florrie. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, Sheppey, and me not dressed or 
anything. [To Bessie.] Good evening. Won’t you sit 
down? 

Bessie: Pleased to meet you. [To Florrie with a smi/e,] 
Good evening. 

Florrie: Good evening. [She looks her tip and down and with 
her eochney sharpness sums her up and purses her lips.\ 

Sheppey: She’s going to stay and ’ave a bit of supper with 
us. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, dad, you might ’ave warned me. 

Sheppey: You don’t mind pot-luck, do you? 

Bessie: Me? A pleasure. I’m sure. 

Sheppey: There’s always plenty and my wife’s a wonderful 
good cook. You’d be surprised ’ow tasty she makes 
things. 

Florrie: [To Bessie.] You known dad long? 

Bessie: WcU, in a manner of speaking I have and in a 
manner of speaking I haven’t. 

Sheppey: I knew ’er by sight first. She was always at the 
Bunch of Keys when I went in to ’ave my beer after I’d 
shut up. And so we got talking, see? And then last 
week when I fainted she brought me round. She came 
in the taxi with me as far as the door. 



ACTH 


S H E P P ET 


255 


Bessie: I thought he wasn’t fit to take a taxi by himself. 

Mrs. Miller: That was very kind of you, I’m sure. I’ll 
give you a nice supper. I’m very glad Sheppey asked 
you to drop in. 

Florrie: ]SuspieioMsly^ But I thought you fainted after the 
shop shut. 

Sheppey: So I did. We’d just been ’aving a bottle of fizz to 
celebrate the occasion and the others ’ad gone. 

Florrie: \Aeidly\ Oh, I see. 

Sheppey: Now look ’ere, Florrie, I want you and ’er to be 
friends. I want you to be a sister to ’cr. And I want 
mum to be a mother to ’er. 

Florrie: The acquaintance is a bit short for that, isn’t it? 

Sheppey: She’s in trouble, mum, and I want you to ’clp ’er. 
That evening when I fainted she ’adn’t ’ad a bit of food 
all day and I don’t believe she’s ’ad much to-day either. 
She ain’t got a place to sleep to-night, so I said we’d give 
’er a shake-down here. 

Mrs. Miller: Sheppey, we ’aven’t got room. 

Sheppey; Yes, we ’ave. There’s the attic and we can rig up 
that old bed you said you was going to sell. 

Mrs. Miller: I wouldn’t like to ask anybody to sleep in 
that. 

Bessie: Didn’t I tell you? I knew they wouldn’t like it. 
It’s all right. I’ll manage somehow. 

Sheppey: [To bis wife.] To oblige me, my dear. If you say 
no, it means the Embankment or the streets. 

Florrie: Well, she’d be at home there, wouldn’t she? 

Sheppey: You speak when you’re spoken to, Florrie. [To 
his wife.] She’s a nice woman and a good woman. You 
can’t deceive me. It’s not often I ask you to do me a 
favour. 

Mrs. Miller: [Giving in.] I’ll be glad to ’ave you to stay 
the night, l^ss. 
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Bessie: That is kind of you. It’s a relief to me. I tell you 
that straight. I didn’t know which way to turn. 

[Ernie comes in. He gives Floreie a little nod to 
indicate that he has executed his commission. 

Sheppey: ’UJlo, Ernie, where ’avc you been? 

Ernie: I just went out to get a packet of fags. 

Sheppey: There are some in the snuff-box. 

Ernie: I thought they were only for show. [Seeing Bessie.] 
Got a visitor? 

Sheppey: This is Ernie, our Florrie’s intended. And this is 
Bessie. 

Ernie: Bessie what? 

Bessie; Legros. 

Sheppey: She ain’t really French. 

Bessie: No, it’s the name I go by for business purposes. 

Florrie: Dad met her at the Bunch of Keys. 

Ernie: [Remembering what Bradley had said to himl\ Oh, did 
he? I see. 

Mrs. Miller: Well, I’ll just go and ’ave a look and see ’ow 
ray supper’s getting on. 

[She goes out. 

Florrie: I’ll be getting the table laid. 

Bessie: If I can lend a hand I’ll be glad to. I’m sure. 

Florrie: [W/VA a little I can manage. 

Sheppey: [To Bessie.] I’d like to show you my snuff-box. 
[He goes over to the cbimnej-piece and takes it up\ One of 
my customers left it me in ’is will. A very nice gentle- 
man ’e was. 1 shaved ’im when ’e was dead, 

Bessie: It’s lovely. 

Sheppey: ’E told me it was given to 'is grandfather by King 
George the Fourth. 

Bessie: It must be worth a packet. 
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Sheppey: It’s not that so much. It’s the sentiment. I mean, 
’aving it left me, see? I wouldn’t sell it for a thousand 
pounds. 

Florrie: {Getting out the tableflothi\ I suppose you haven’t 
asked anyone else to drop in, dad? 

Sheppey: Well, now you come to mention it, I ’ave. 

Florrie: Oh, you haven’t, dad? 

Sheppey: Yes, you know that chap what I caught sneaking 
the doctor’s overcoat. I told ’im to come round. 

Florrie: DadI 

Ernie: Isn’t he in gaol? 

Sheppey: No, the magistrate said ’e’d give ’im another 
chance this time, ’im ’aving been out of work so long, 
and not ’aving ’ad anything to cat for two days. 

Ernie: But the copper told you he’d been in jug two or 
three times before. 

Sheppey: Yes, ’c’s ’ad bad luck. That’s right. ’E’s never ’ad 
a cliance really. 

Florrie: Oh, and are you going to give him one? 

Sheppey: That’s the idea. 

{The door is opened and the Doctor comes in. He is a 
middle-aged^ red-jaced man, and very hearty. 

Doctor: May I come in? 

Sheppey: Why, doctor, where *ave you sprung from? 

Doctor: I was just passing and I thought I’d look in and 
see how you were getting along. 

Sheppey: I’ve never been better in my life. I’m going back 
to work next Monday. 

Doctor: You mustn’t try and do too much. When arc they 
going to pay you your Sweep money? 

Sheppey: In a week or two, I believe. 

Doctor: Why don’t you go down to the Isle of Sheppey for 
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a bit, and have another look at that cottage you’ve had 
your eye on? 

Sheppet: I’m not going to buy that now. 

Doctor: Oh, why not? I thought your heart was set on it. 

Sueppey: [Wiih a sigh.] I know. I can’t. Not now. I 
should never ’ave a moment’s peace. 

Doctor: You’ll have to be looking out for a nice safe 
investment then. Don’t put too many eggs in one 
basket, that’s all. 

Sueppey: I’ve just been talking about that to my family. 
I’d be very much obliged if you’d tell them I’m in full 
possession of my senses. 

Doctor: Why? What’s the trouble? 

Sueppey: Well, you see, it’s my money, isn’t it? I don’t see 
•why I shouldn’t do what I like with it. 

Doctor; And what do you want to do with it? 

Sueppey; Clothe the naked and visit the sick, give food to 
’im that is a’ungcred and drink to ’im that is athirst. 

Doctor: Very praiseworthy of course, within reason. 
What put the idea into your head? 

Sueppey: It came. A great white light. 

Doctor: Oh, yes. I see. Of course it’s a thing to think 
over. What we’ve got to do before we go any further 
is to get you fit and strong. At your age one can’t take 
liberties with one’s constitution. I don’t mind telling 
you I don’t like this high blood pressure of yours. Often 
has funny effects. D’you scc_ things? 

Sheppey: I sec you. 

Doctor: Yes, of course. I mean, do you see things other 
people don’t see? 

Sheppey: I see wickedness and vice beating the land with 
their wings. 

\The Doctor looks at him meditatively, wondering what 
be shall ask him next, when Mrs. Miller comes in. 
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Mrs. Miller: Sheppey, there’s a man at the door says you 
told him to come here. 

Sheppey: That’s right. 

[Cooper appears at the open door. He is a ragged- 
looking fellow in a cap, with a scarf round his neck. 

Sheppey: Come in, old man. Pleased to see you. Found 
your way all right? 

Cooper: I ’ave good reason to remember. 

Sheppey: You’ll stay to supper, won’t you? 

Cooper: I don’t mind if I do. 

Mrs. Miller; Who is ’e, dad? 

Sheppey: He’s your brother. 

Mrs. Miller: That! That’s no brother of mine. I 'aven’t 
got a brother and no one knows that better than what 
you do. 

Sheppey; ’E’s your brother and my brother. 

Mrs. Miller: I never ’ad but one brother. ’Is name was 
Percy, and ’e died of meningitis when ’e was seven years 
of age. [I b Cooper.] What’s your name? 

Cooper: Cooper, mum. Jim Cooper. 

Mrs. Miller: I never even known a Cooper. [Ts Sheppey.] 
What are you going to do with him? 

Sheppey: ’E’s ’ungry and I’m going to give ’im food. ’.E’s 
’omeless and I’m going to give ’im shelter. 

Mrs. Miller: Shelter? Where? 

Sheppey: ’Ere. In iny ’ousc. In my bed. 

Mrs. Miller: In my bed? And where am I to sleep, then? 

Sheppey: You can sleep with Florrie. 

Florrie: I can tell you who he is, mum. He’s the chap dad 
caught sneaking the doctor’s coat and he’s been in and 
out of prison half a doaen times. He’s a thief. 

Cooper: ’Ere, who arc you a’calling a thief? 
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Florrie: Well, you are, aren’t you? 

Cooper; I may be. But if you was a man I’d like to see you 
say it. 

Florrie; [To Bessie.] And as for you. You’re a tart. 

Bessie: You can call me that if you like, but when I had ray 
little flat in Kennington I described myself as an actress. 

Mrs. Miller: Supper’s ready. If you don’t want it to spoil 
you’d better finish laying the cloth, Florrie. 

[Florrie sinks down on a ehair and gives a sob. 

Florrie; What a humiliation! What a humiliation for 
people in our position! 

Mrs. Miller: I thought this Sweep money was going to 
bring us aU peace and ’appiness. It don’t look much like 
that now. 

Sheppey: Peace and ’appiness, that’s what we’re all looking 
for, but where are we going to find it? 


END OF ACT TWO 
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The Scene is the same as in the preceding Act. 

Fi/sb-RIE is at the window, looking out. Bess\e comts in. Six has 
an exercise book in her hand. 

Bessie: Your ma says, what’s this doing in the kitchen? 
She very nearly throwed it away. 

Floeeie: I shouldn’t have cared if she had. It’s my exercise 
book. Fat chance I’ve got of going to France now. 

Bessie: It’s a long lane that has no turning. 

FlOEEIe; What’s the time? [.SAff looks out oj window again,\ 

Bessie: Getting on for six. Expecting somebody? 

Floeete: Yes and no. 

Bessie: Dead-and-alive street this. You never see anything 
going on. 

Floeeie: It’s a very good class of street, that’s why. 

Bessie: I don’t say it isn’t, 

Floeeie: How much longer arc you going to stay here? 

Bessie: It depends on your pa. I mean, as far as I’m con- 
cerned, I’m sure I don’t want to stay where I’m not 
wanted. You don’t like me, do you? 

Floeiue: Oh, I don’t mind you. After the first shock, I 
mean you being an immoral woman and me being 
virtuous, I can’t see you’re any different from anybody 
else. 

Bessie: I don’t fed different. 

Floeeie: Of course at first I thought you were after dad. 

Bessie: Me? I like your pa as a friend. But that’s all. 
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Florrie: Ernie says he wouldn’t be surprised if it hadn’t 
been going on ever so long. 

Bessie: He doesn’t know what he’s talking about. 

Florrie: Ernie’s very respectable. And when you’re very 
respectable you always believe the worst of people, 

Bessie: You’re worried about Ernie, aren’t you? 

Florrie; Well, all this has been an upset to him. 

Bessie: I can quite understand that. Men don’t like sur- 
prises. They always want things to go on in the same old 
way. They’re not like women. Anything for a change. 
Men are awfully conventional, you know. 

Florrie: You see, we were going to be married next month, 
and now I don’t know when it’ll be. 

Bessie: Oh, 1 say. I know what it is when you’ve made all 
your plans and then something happens. 

Florrie: He wants to break it off. 

Bessie: He hasn’t said so? 

Florrie: No. But I know he’s got it in his mind. Only he’s 
got his self-respect to think of, he’s got to find an 
excuse. Mum says if he wants to break it off it shows he 
doesn’t really love me. But she doesn’t know men like I 
do. 

Bessie: They want knowing. There’s no mistake about 
that. 

Florrie; I wish you’d give me some advice. You ought to 
know more about men than most people. 

Bessie: Well, I’ll tell you. They’re near, they’ll spend 
money if they can make a splash, but if they think no 
one’ll know, they’re as mean as cat’s meat. They’re 
timid, you know, make a scene in public and they’ll 
just go aB to pieces. Some of them don’t like to 
see a woman cry. But you have to be careful not to 
cry too much, you may drive them away, and my 
experience is, if a man once goes, he don’t come back. 



ACT III S H E P P U T 263 

It’d be a tough job dealing with them if they didn’t like 
flattery. You can’t lay it on too thick, my dear, they can 
never have enough of it. Flattery’s meat and drink to 
them. They’ll listen to it for hours. You get sick and 
tired, but there they are, as fresh as a daisy, just eating it. 

Florrie: It’s easy for you. I’m so much in love with 
Ernie. I’d forgive him anything. 

Bessie: It’s bad when it takes you like that. It makes you so 
helpless. 

Florrie: When you’re in love with a man like I am with 
Ernie he does aggravate you so. 

Bessie: I know. It does seem as if they’ve got no sense 
sometimes. 

Florrie: Ernie’s stuck on politics for some reason. 

Bessie: You have to put up with a man’s ideas. My ex- 
perience is they don’t amount to anything, really, but 
you must never let on you think that. 

[T/jere /s a knock at the door. 

Florrie: That’s his knock. Oh, my heart. It’s thumping so 
I can hardly bear it. 

Bessie: I’ll go and open the door for him. You stay here. 

Florrie: Thanks. My knees are wobbling so I’d have a job 
to get to the door. 

Bessie: Pull yourself together, dear. If you let a man see he 
means all that to you, he’ll lead you a dog’s life. 

[She goes out. In a moment Ernie comes, in. He has an 
evening paper in Ms hand. 

Florrie; \hright and eager ^ Emiel I never recognised your 
knock. This is a surprise. 

Ernie: [On tM surly sidel\ I told you I was coming along 
about now. 

Florrie: I didn’t know it was so late. Time slips by so 
quickly when you’re busy. 
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12rnie: I see that woman’s here still. What about the 
fellow? 

Florrie: Cooper? Oh, he’s here. 1 wonder we haven’t all 
been murdered in our beds by now. 

Ernie: Where’s your dad? 

Florrie: Out somewhere. I don’t know. [She catft hep 
it tip any longer.] Ilaven’t you forgotten something, 
Ernie? 

Ernie: Me? 

Florrie: You haven’t Idssed me. 


Ernie: Sorry. \He goes towards &/•.] 

Florrie: You need not if you don’t want to. 

Ernie: Don’t be so silly. [He hsses ber?^ 

Florrie: [Clinging to him.] Oh, Ernie, I’m so misemble. 

Ernie: Of course you’re worried. That’s only natural. 
You can’t expect anyone to like seeing their father make 
a damned fool of himself. 


Florrie: I wish he’d never won that beastly money. We 
were all as happy as could be. 

Ernie; I should have thought your mum could have done 
something. 

Florrie: That’s what I tell her. She says he won’t listen. 

Ernie: It seems almost a pity you should have given up 
your job. . 

Florrie: [With a quick look at Ijitn.] I suppose the best thing 
1 can do is to look out for another. 

Ernie: It’s no good not looking facts in the face. I don’t 
see how we can marry just yet, Florrie. 

Florrie; Of course it’s for you to say. 

Ernie: Naturally it’s a disappointment. But we were 
prepared to wait before and I suppose we can wait now. 
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Florrie: [Clutching her bands in her wetehedness^ Tf you want 
to break it off you’ve only got to say so. 

Ernie: Me? Whatever put an idea like that in your head? 

Fxorrie: Only that I saw it was in yours. 

Ernie: I wouldn’t let you down, Florric. Not for anything 
in the world. 

Florrie: It’s not much good being engaged if nothing’s 
ever going to come of it. 

Ernie: Who says nothing’s ever going to come of it? 

Florrie: You don’t love me like you did a month ago. 

Ernie: That’s a lie. 

Florrie: Listen, Ernie, I love you so much. I’ve got to 
know one way or the other. This uncertainty’s killing 
me. 

Ernie: My dear, you must be reasonable. We decided we 
wouldn’t be married till I was in a position to provide 
for you. I didn’t want you to have to work. You’d have 
enough to do looking after the home. And you ought 
to have a kid or two. 

Florrie: Oh, don’t, Ernie. It makes me feel awful, hearing 
you talk like that. 

Ernie: You must look at my side of it too. 

Florrie: What d’you mean? 

Ernie: Well, I’m ambitious. I know I’ve got ability. I’ve 
got a good brain. 

Florrie; No one’s ever denied that, Ernie. 

Ernie: If I’ve got exceptional powers I ought to use them. 
I don’t want to stick in the common rut. They say you 
can’t keep a good man down, but it’s no use hanging a 
millstone round your neck. 

Florrie: Meaning me? 

Ernie; Of course not. I wasn’t thinking of you. I love you 
no end, Florrie, I’ve never seen a girl I could think of 

u 
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marrying except you and my firm conviction is that 1 
never shall. 

Florrie: You’ie not just saying that to please me? 

Ernie: No, I swear Fm not. And you mustn’t think that 
what I’m going to say now doesn’t mean I don’t love 
you as much as ever I did. If things come right and we 
could be married to-morrow there wouldn't be a 
happier chap in London. 

Florrie: Well, what is it you’re going to say? 

Ernie: It’s just this: what your fether does is his business, 
and he can do what he likes with his own money. But 
I’m not going to be made to look a fool by any man. 

Florrie; What’s going to make you look a fool? 

Ernie: If I have a fathcr-in-Iaw who lives like Jesus of 
course I shall look a fool. How do you expect me to 
keep my authority over the boys 1 teach when they 
know my father-in-law’s a funny old buffer mixing with 
the lowest of the low, and giving his money away? 
They’d rot the life out of me. 

Florrie; It’s not very nice for mum or me. 

Ernie: I think it’s awful for your poor mother. Of course 
it won’t really be so bad for you, having your work in 
the City, and naturally, people there won’t know any- 
thing about it. 

Florrie: All the same, I don’t sec how I can help feeling the 
disgrace of it. 

Ernie: There you are, you see. Now, put yourself in my 
place. 

Florrie; What do you propose? 

Ernie: WeU, I’d rather leave it to you. 

Florrie: I see. 


IMrs, Miller tm/s itt. 
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Florrie: Heie's mum, 

Ernie: Oh, good evening. 

Mrs. Miller: Why, Ernie, you’re quite a strangef. 

Ernie: Fve had a lot of school work to do yesterday and the 
day before. 

Mrs. Miller: The place ’as been all upside-down with 
Bessie and that there Cooper being ’ere. 

Ernie: A shame, I call it. 

Mrs. Miller: The extra work keeps me from thinking and 
that’s something. 

Florrie: It isn’t our house any more. It’s a home for 
waifs and strays. 

Ernie: Where’s Sheppey, now? 

Mrs. Miller: ’E ’ad an appointment to see the doctor at 
four. I’m surprised ’e’s not back. It’s gone six. 

Florrie: You never told me he was going to the doctor’s, 
mum. 

Mrs. Miller: I thought Fd better not say anything about 
it. It’s not very pleasant. 

Ernie: Why, what’s up? 

Mrs. Miller: Fd rather not speak about it. 

Florrie: Oh, go on, mum. We shall have to know sooner 
or later. 

Mrs. Miller: Well, the fact is. Dr. Jervis is making an 
examination as to the state of his mind. I didn’t like the 
idea myself, but ’e said ’e thought ’e ought to. It seems 
so under’and somehow. 

Ernie: How do you mean? 

Mrs. Miller: Well, Dr. Jervis got Sheppey up there 
pretending ’e wanted to make a thorough examination of 
’is ’cart. Said ’e could do it better in ’is consulting- 
room, where ’e ’ad all ’is instruments, tlian what he could 
’ere. 
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Ernie: Well, Sheppey’s got a high blood pressute, we know 
that, I mean I slioaliUi’t be sutprised if bis heart v/asn’t a 
bit wonky. 

Mrs. Miller: Dr. Jervis ’as got a friend of ’is to come up, 
’E’s a specialist it seems, and ’e’s coming as a great 
favour to Dr. Jervis. ’H’s one of the ’eads at Bethlehem, 

Ernie: The lunatic asylum! 

[Florrie with clasped bands begins to move her lips, 
speaking with soundless words, 

Mrs. Miller: ’E’s going to pretend ’e’s just dropped in 
for a cup of tea, and then Dr. Jervis is going to ask 
Sheppey to stay and ’ave a cup. And they’re going to 
get 'im in conversation. Dr. Jervis said it might lake 
an hour or more before they come to a decision. I tell 
you I can’t bear it. I can’t beat the idea of letting my 
poor old man walk into a ttap like that. 

Ernie: It’s for his own good, isn’t it? 

Mrs. Miller; [Noticing Florru?.] r»'orrie, whatever are 
you doing of? 

Florrie: Praying to God. 

Mrs. Miller; Not in the sitting-room, Florrie. I’m sure 
that’s not right. 

Florrie: O God, make them say he’s potty. O God, make 
them say he’s potty. O God, make them say he’s potty. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, Florrie, how can you ask God to do a 
thing like that? 

Florrie: If God makes them say he’s potty he’ll be shut up. 
Then he can’t throw all that money away and he can’t 
make an exhibition of himself. [Going on in a whisperi\ 
O God, make them say he’s potty. O God, make them 
say he’s potty. 

Mrs. Miller: They won’t shut him up. 1 shouldn’t like 
them to do that. Oh, do stop it, Florrie. 
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Florrie: I woa’t stop it. It means life and happiness to me. 
O God, make them say he’s potty, and I’ll give up sugar 
in my tea all through Lent. 

Mrs. Mieler: That’s not giving up very much. You’ie 
trying to break yourself of sugar as it is because you 
think it’s fettening. 

Feorrie: Well, it’s giving up something you like, isn’t it? 
O God, make them say he’s potty, and I promise I won’t 
go to the pictures all nest month. [Shgoes on muttering to 
herself with her hands clasped and her ^es turned to tk 
eeiling.l 

Mrs. Miller: I wish I ’adn’t let Dr. Jervis persuade me. I 
never thought they might want to shut ’im up. 

Ernie; It’s quite evident he can’t manage his own affairs. 

Mrs. Miller: ’Ow do you know? 

Ernie: WcU, it’s obvious, isn’t it? Wanting to give his 
money away. 

Florrie: \lnterrupting herself for a momint?^ And filling the 
house with riff-raff. O God, make them say he’s . . . 
[Her voice dwindles awaj, but her Ups keep on moving.^ 

Ernie: It’s not the behaviour of a sane man. Nobody can 
deny that. 

Mrs. Miller: ’Ow do you know ’e’s not sane, and it ain’t 
all the rest of us as are potty? 

Ernie: That’s absurd. Sanity means doing what everj'body 
else does, and thinking what everybody else thinks. 
That’s the whole foundation of democracy. If the 
individual isn’t prepared to act the same way as every- 
body else there’s only one place for him and that’s the 
lunatic asylum. 

Florrie: Don’t argue with her, Ernie. O God, make them 

say . . . 

■ Mrs, Miller: Jesus didn’t do what everybody else did. 
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Floreib: Oh, mum, don’t talk about Jesus. It’s blas- 
phemous, it teally is. Can’t you see I’m praying? 

Eiinie: All that was a long time ago. As I was saying to 
Sheppcy only the other day, circumstances alter cases. 
We’re civilised now. Besides — mind you, I don’t want 
to say anything offensive, live and let live is my motto, 
and I’m all for toleration — but looldng at the facts 
impartially I can’t help seeing there was a lot to be said 
on the other side and if I’d been in Pontius Pilate’s 
position I dare say I’d have done just what he did, 

Mas. Miller: I was brought up different from you. 
Living in the country and all, I never ’ad the opportunity 
to get the education girls get now. I began to earn my 
own Uving when I was fifteen. 

Florrik; [Sbarplji.\ Mum. We don’t want to go into 
ancient history. [Her Ups go on moving as she repats and 
repeats her pqyer^ 

Mrs, Miller; But we was chutrh-goiag people, and I used 
to go to Sunday school. Nothing of what Sheppcy says 
was new to me, as you might say. 

Florrie: [,>dghast.] Whatever do you mean by that, mum? 

Mrs. Miller: Well, I knew it all, I mean. I’d ’card it al^ 
over and over again when I was a girl. I never paid any 
. attention to it of course, but when Sheppcy brought it 
up again it all come back to me. 

Ernie: I may be dense, but really I don’t follow. 

Mrs. Miller: Sheppey’s tight about what Jesus said. 
About giving to the poor and all that. And loving your 
neighbour as yourself. I remember all that. 

Ernie: I dare say you do. But you never Icnew anyone that 
acted on it, did you? 

Mrs. Miller: They was young ladies as took Sunday 
school at ’ome, and I don’t think they’d ’ave liked it if 
one acted on it. They’d ’avc thought it presuming. 
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Ernie: And so it is presuming. It’s always presumption to 
thinl< you know better than other people, 

jMrs. Miller: I’m sure Sheppey doesn’t mean it like that. 
No one knows ’is place better than what he does. Why, 
I’ve ’card ’im say twenty times, I like a joke as well as any 
man, but I wouldn’t take a liberty with one of my 
customers any more than I’d like ’im to take a liberty 
with me. 

Florrie: \A.lmost with You’re not going to take 

dad’s side? You can’t do that, mum. I mean, think of 
Ernie and me. 

Mrs. Miller: It’s not a matter of taking sides. I want to 
do what’s best for everybody. But it’s like this, if the 
doctors say ’e’s not quite right in ’is ’ead, well, that 
settles it. But if they say ’e is, then I don’t feel justified in 
preventing ’im from doing what ’e thinks is right. 

Florrie: Mum. Mum. I think that’s awful, [Almost in 
tearsl\ O God, make them say he’s potty. O God, make 
them say he’s potty. 

Mrs. Miller: I don’t say that I don’t think the idea’s 
peculiar. And I know it won’t be very pleasant for any 
of us. But ’ow do I know ’e’s not right? 

Ernie: I should have thought your common sense would 
have told you that. 

Mrs. Miller: Fm not clever like you, Ernie. I feel a lot 
that I can’t exactly say. There’s something in my ’earl 
that says, dear old Sheppey, ’e always was a cliaracter. 

Ernie: D’you mean to say you’re going to sit there 
twiddling your thumbs and watch him throwing all 
that money down the drain? 

Mrs. Miller; I shan’t Eke it, of course. I mean, 1 should 
’ave liked to own this ’ouse and it would ’avc been a 
’elp to ’ave a girl in to do the rough work. But there's 
'omething inside me tliat says, all that don’t matter 



S II E P P £ y 


ACT III 


272 

leally; if Shcppey wants to do what Jesus said — well, 
that’s only what you was taught when, you was a girl. 

Florrie: And what’s to happen to you when the money’s 
gone? You don't suppose they’d have dad back at the 
shop after maldng such an exhibition of himself? 

Ernie: And jobs aren’t easy to get these days. Especially 
for a man of Sheppey’s age. 

Mrs. Miller: Well, ’e’s been a good ’usband to me. Never 
a ’arsh word. ’E’s worked for me a good many years. I 
can earn my own living and ’is too. 

Ernie; Easier said than done. 

Mrs, Miller; When one’s as good a cook as what I am, 
and honest, it’s not ’ard to get a job. Why, there’s not 
one of these girls that’s a patch on me. I’m not one for 
praising myself, God knows, but I do know my own 
value. Pat me in front of a decent stove and give me the 
materials and not even the Queen of England can turn 
out a better dinner than me. And now, my girl, you’d 
better come and peel the potatoes. 

Florrie: All right, mum. Are you coming, Ernie? 

Ernie: Yes, I will in a minute. I just want to take a look at 
the paper. 

[Florrib qmkij bifes bar finder to chok$ down the tears 
that have sprung to her ejes. The two women gi out. 
Ernie opens the paper, but be does not read it, be 
looks sullenly in front of him. Bessie comes in. He 
gives her a look, but does not speak. He starts reading. 

Bessie; Anything in the paper? 

Ernie: No. 

Bessie: What are you reading then? 

Ernie: The news. 

Bessie: Racing? 

Ernie: No, political. 
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Bessie: Flortic tells me you want to be a Member of 
Parliament. 

Ernie: Fat chance I have now. 

Bessie: I suppose you was counting on Shcppcy doing 
something for you. 

Ernie: Wouldn’t you have in my place? 

Bessie; Well, whatever happens you’re lucky to have got 
Florrie. She’s a nice girl. And with her looks she could 
marry almost anybody. 

Eri«e: I suppose you think she’s throwing herself away on 
me? 

Bessie: There’s no accounting for tastes. Working in the 
City like she does I wonder she hasn’t been snapped up 
by one of them rich men long ago. 

Ernie: I’ll thank you not to put ideas in Florrie’s head. Her 
future’s settled and if I hear of another fellow running 
after her I shall have something to say to him. 

[Bessie smiles quietly to herself. The door is opened 
softly and Cooper slinks in. 

Cooper; ’Afternoon all. 

Bessie: HuUoal How did you get in? I never heard you 
knock. 

Cooper: The lock’s got one of them safety catches. I don’t 
’ave to ’ave anybody open a door like that for me. 

Bessie; That’s good news, I must say. 

Cooper: Any fiigs around? 

Bessie: I haven’t got any. 

Cooper: Suppose I shall ’ave to smoke me own then. 

[He takes a packet out of his pocket and li^ts a cigarette.^ 

Bessie: You aren’t going to offer me one, I suppose? 

Cooper: No, I don’t approve of ladies smoking. 
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Erktie; [Takift^ out a pacJ^t and ojTerltip it to Bessie.1 Here’s 
one if you want it. 

Bessie: Thanks. 

Cooper: What won the three-thirty? 

Ernie: I haven’t looked. 

Cooper: What’d you buy a paper for then? Wanton waste, I 
call that. 

Ernie: If you two are going to have a little chat i’ll ask you 
to excuse me. 

Bessie: [Wnciiigi\ Oh, don’t mention it, 

[Ernie out. 

Cooper: Quite the gentleman, eh? 

Bessie: He’s all right. He’s only a Icid, Swallowed the 
multiplication table when he was at school and it won’t 
go up .or down. Makes him kind of uneasy like. 

Cooper: Where’s Sheppey? 

Bessie: Out somewhere. 

Cooper: What’s he after? I can’t make ’im out. 

Bessie: He’s a puzzle to me too. 

Cooper; Religion, I suppose it is, at the back of it. 

Bessie: I’m not so sure. I know a lot about religion. When 
I had my little flat in Kennington one of my regulars was 
a religious man. He was a draper in a very good way of 
business, A prominent Baptist he was. Used to come 
every Tuesday and Friday. After he’d had his little bit of 
fun he used to love a good old talk about religion. But 
he didn’t give much away. He used to say there wasn’t a 
draper in the South of London as could squeeze more 
prhfit out of a reel of cotton than what hc.couId. 

Cooper: You have to be pretty smart with all the com- 
petition there is nowadays. 

Bessie: D’you find that in your business? 
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Cooper: There's always room at the top. 

Bessie: Swank. 

Cooper: Besides, what is my business? 

Bessie: Petty thieving, ain’t it? 

Cooper: Oh, and who do you tliink you are? You've got no 
cause to despise me. 

Bessie: I don’t despise you. I shouldn’t have thought it was 
worth it, that’s all. I mean, in and out of quod all the 
time. It can’t be pleasant. 

Cooper: Well, I’ll tell you, it’s the excitement. And then 
again, when you’ve done a. job you feel all keyed up, if 
you know what I mean. You can’t hardly help laughing 
W'hen you think how blasted clever you are. But it’s the 
excitement that’s the cliief tiling. 

Bessie: I can understand that. You’d think after all I’ve 
been through, turned out of my room and everything, 
now I’ve got a good bed to sleep in and plenty to eat, I’d 
be satislicd. But if the truth was only known, wheniit 
gets about time for me to get all dolled up and go up 
West — oh, I feel simply terrible. 

Cooper; Do you really? 

Bi;ssie: D’you know what I did last night? I put my dress 
on and I made un the old fiice and I put on my usual 
perfume, and I just stood in my room and fancied myself 
walking down Jermyn Street. 

Cooper: Why didn’t you go? 

Bessie: Oh, well, on account of poor old Sheppey, I suppose. 

Cooper: It don’t look as if he was going to show up. 

Bessie: What d’you want to see him about? 

Cooper; Well, if you musi know, I get sort of restless when 
the pubs open. I could do with a Bob to get a drop of 
beer. 

Bessie: Oh, well, I don’t blame you. 
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Cooper: [CoIng.\ If he asks fot me, say I’ve goae up the 
stiect. ril be back presently. 

[Bessie ffves a quick look round and sees ihe snujf-booc is 
missing. She gets between Cooper and the door. 

Bessie: Where’s that snulF-box? 

Cooper: What snuff-box? 

Bessie: You know. The one Sheppey had left him. 

Cooper: How should I know? 

Bessie: Sheppey sets a rare store on that. He wouldn’t lose 
itfor the world. 

Cooper: Perhaps the old girl put it away when you come 
’ere. Thought it safer. 

Bessie: It was here a minute ago. I saw it. 

Cooper: I can’t ’clp that. I don’t even know what you’re 
talking about. 

Bes.sie: Yes, you do. You give it up now. 

Cooper: ’Ere, who are you talking to? 

Bessie: I thought you was in a great hurry to get out all of a 
sudden. 

Cooper: Look ’ere, my gitl. You mind your own business 
or something unpleasant will ’appen to you. 

Bessie: I’m not frightened of a dirty little tyke like you. 

Cooper; Get out of my way. D’you think I’m going to 
demean myself by arguing with a common prostitute? 

Bessie: You give up that snuflf-box. 

Cooper: I teU you I ’aven’t got it. 

Bessie: Yes, you have. It’s in your pocket. Why, I can 
see it. 

Cooper: [With an instinctive gesture of his hand towards his hip 
pochtl\ That’s a lie, 

Bessie: [With a hoarse ehuefde of triumph.} Ah. I’ve caught 
you. I knew you had it. 
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Cooper: [Ttyiti^ to push past her\ Oh, shut your mug. 

Bessie: You’re not going out of this room till you give that 
back. 

Cooper: What’s it got to do with you, anyway? 

Bessie: He may be a silly old fathead, but he means well, 
and I’m not going to stand by and see you sneak his bits 
and pieces. 

Cooper: I tell you I’ve got to ’ave a drink. 

Bessie; What you do outside’s got nothing to do with me. 
But not here you don’t do anything. 

Cooper: If you don’t get out of my way I’ll give you such a 
swipe over the jaw. 

Bessie: [Peerittg right into bis face.] You dare to hit me. You 
filthy little sneak-thief. You snivelling little mongrel cur. 
You dirty son of a . . . \With a quick moement she tries to 
snatch the snuff-box out of bis pocket.] 

Cooper: No, you don’t. 

Bessie; Damn you. 

[There is a short struggle in the middle of which Sheppet 
comes in. 

Sheppet; Hulloa, what’s this? 

[They separate. They are both a trifle out oj breath 

Bessie: He’s got that snufif-box of yours. 

Sheppet: What about it? 

Bessie: He was just going out to pawn it. 

SiiEPPEv: What d’you want to do that for, Jim? 

Cooper: It’s a bleeding lie. 

Sheppev: It ain’t in its usual place. 

Cooper: If anyone took it she did. You know what them 
women are. Just trying to put the blame on me. 

Bessie: You look in his hip-pocket. 

Si-IEPPET: Empty out your pockets, old man, 

u** 
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Cooper: I won't. I won’t be treated like this by any man. 
D'you think you’ve got the right to insult me just 
because I’m your guest? 

Bessie; Oh, dear, 'ark at you. 

Sheppey: It’s no good, old man, I’m afraid you’ve got to 
empty them pockets of yours. 

Cooper: Who says so? 

Sheppey: I do and if necessary I can make you. 

Cooper: I’ve ’ad enough of this. I’m going. 

[He tries to brush past Sheppey, but Sheppey, with 
stirprisittg quickness, seh(es him and trips him up, and 
with his knee on his chest to hold him down gets the 
snuff'box out of his pockets 

Sheppey: Get up now. Why didn’t you give it quietly? 

Cooper; ’Ere, you nearly broke my arm. 

Bessie: Why, Sheppey, I am surprised. I didn’t know you 
was as nippy as that. 

Sheppey: I was a bit of a wrestler when I was a young feller. 

Bessie: Shall I get a cop? 

Cooper: [Springjng to bis feetl\ You ain’t going to give me in 
charge. Governor? I didn’t really mean to take it. It was 
a sudden temptation. I didn’t know what I was doing 
really. 

Bessie: Wliine. Go on. Whine, 

Sheppey: No, Fm not going to give you in charge. The 
judge said ’e’d give you the maximum if you ever come 
before ’im again. 

Bessie; You ain’t going to let him go? After all you done 
for him. 

Sheppey: I ain’t done anything for ’im. What I done I done 
for mesclf. Sorry if I ’urt you, old man. I’m stronger 
than you’d think for, and sometimes I put more strength 
into a thing than 1 should. 
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Cooper: No bne’s got a: tight tdy leave things like that about. 

SHfippPnf: It’'s Hot gold, you know, it’s only silvef-gilt. It’s 
not the worth I value it for, it’s the sentiment. It was left 
toe by a gentleman I’d attended for years and all through 
’is last illness ’e would ’ave me go to his ’ouse and shave 
’im every day. ’E said to ’is daughter only the day 
before ’e died, if I appear before my Maker looking like a 
gentleman it’ll be to Sheppey I owe it. ’Ere take it. [Ht 
hands the snuff-box to CooPer.] 

Cooper: Wliat d’you mean? 

Sheppey: I’m giving it you. 

Cooper: Why? 

Sheppey: You want it, don’t you? 

Cooper: No. 

Sheppey: Why did you pinch it, then? 

Cooper: That’s quite another matter. I didn’t mind 
pinching it. I’m not going to take it as a present, I only 
pinched it because I wanted a bob or two for a few beers. 
I’d ’ave give you back the ticket. Straight, I would. 

Sheppey: If you wanted a bob why didn’t you say so? 
[Putting his hand in his pocht and taking out a shiiling.l 
’Ere you are. 

[Cooper looks at the shilling in his band and then at 
Sheppey. He is full of suspicion. 

Cooper: ’Ere, what’s the meaning of this? 

Sheppey; If a chap can only see God in a pint of beer ’e may 
as Well look there as not see ’im at all. 

Cooper: Is it a trap? 

Sheppey: Don’t talk so silly. 

[Cooper is p«s(pfed and uneasy. He looks at the shilling> 
and he looks at Sheppey. 

Cooper; I don’t like this. There’s something funny about 
it all. What are you getting at? What’s the idea? ’Ere, 
take your bob. I won’t ’ave it. It’ll bring me baji luck. 
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Tm off. Fve ’ad enough of this place. I like to know 
whei-e I am with people. This gives me the creeps. I 
wish I’d never come ’ere. 

[He goes out quickly. 

Bessie; Well, that’s a good riddance to bad rubbish. 

Sheppey; Whoever would ’a thought it’d ’ave taken ’im like 
that? 

Bessie: What did you want to give him that there box for? 

Sheppey: Well, I just couldn’t ’elp meself. 

Bessie: You know, you ought to be a bit more careful. 
You’re going to get a nasty knock one of these days if 
you go on treating good and bad alike. 

Sheppey: The fact is, I can’t see there’s much to choose 
between them. 

Bessie; Come off it, Sheppey. Why, that Cooper, he’s just a 
dirty tyke. 

Sheppey: I know ’e is. Some’ow I don’t mind. 

Bessie: Fact is, Sheppey, you’ve got no moral sense. 

Sheppey: I suppose that’s it. Lucky I was born lucky. 

Bessie: You’re a caution and no mistake. 

Sheppey: Sorry ’e’s gone. I’d got quite used to seeing ’im 
about the ’ouse. 

Bessie: I’m going too, Sheppey. 

Sheppey: Why? Ain’t you getting on with mum and Florrie? 

Bessie: It’s not that, I want to get back to the West End. 
I’ve been glad to have a bit of a rest here. It’s done me 
no end of good. I miss the girls and I miss the street. 
When you’ve been used to meeting a lot of people you do 
come to depend on it somehow. And then, you never 
know what’s going to happen to you. It’s not the going 
with men I like, it’s the getting off. I mean, you can’t 
help feeling, well, that’s one up to me. And besides — 
oh, well, I don’t know, it’s the whole thing. It’s got its 
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ups and downs, I don’t say it hasn’t, but it’s exciting; 
even if you don’t get off it’s exciting. That’s what I mean, 
see? 

Spieppey: I thought you was fed up with it. 

Bessie: So I was. I was run down and out of sorts. But 
now it’s different somehow. I luiow it’s a disappoint- 
ment to you. I’m sorry. Thank you for all you’ve done 
for me. 

Sheppey: All right. ’Ave it your own way. There’ll always 
be a ’ome for you ’ere when you want one. 

Bessie; D’you mean to say you’d take me back? 

Sheppey: Of course I would. I don’t blame you. I only 
want people to be ’appy. 

Bessie: I think I know a thing or two about men, but I 
don’t mind saying you’ve got me beat. Well, so long. 

Sheppey: You’re not going now? 

Bessie: Yes, I am. I can’t stand it another minute. FU just 
get myself dressed and then I’ll shp away without saying 
anything to nobody. 

Sheppey: All right. And don’t forget when you feel like 
coming you’re welcome. 

Bessie: It’s a strange world and no mistake. 

\Sbe ff>es out. la a moment Mrs. Mileer mmes in. 

Mrs. Miller: I ’card you come in, I couldn’t leave my 
kitchen. I was just making a nice calves-foot jelly for 
Mrs. Robinson. 

Sheppey: That’s right, my dear. She’ll enjoy that. 

Mrs. Miller: I told you they was twins, didn’t I? 

Sheppey: Yes. 

Mrs. Miller: What did the doctor say about you? 

Sheppey: Oh, we *ad a rare set to. ’E ’ad a friend there, 
another doctor, Ennismore ’is name was, a tip-top swell, 
it appears, and Dr. Jervis said as ’e was there we might 
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just as well profit by it and ’e examined me too. 

Mrs. Miller: I see. 

Sheppey: a very nice gentleman, he was. Intelligent. He 
was very interested in my plan. He got me to tell him 
all about it. My word, he did ask me some funny 
questions. I couldn’t ’ardly ’elp laughing. Asked me 
if I’d ever seen my dad ’avc ’is bath. Yes, I said, every 
Saturday night, ’e used to make me scrub ’is back 
for ’im. 

Mrs. Miller: You mre gone a time. 

Sheppey: I know I was. We must ’ave talked for neatly 
two hours. I left them at it. Dr. Jcivis said they’d ’ave 
a little chat and ’e’d come ’ere later. [Thre is a knock at 
th front door?[ That might be ’im now. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, I do hate doctors. 

Sheppey: Why, you’re not anxious, are you? 

Mrs. Miller: Yes. 

Sheppey: That’s silly. There’s nothing the matter with me. 
I never felt better in my life. 

[Florrib opens the door, 

Florrie: Mum, will you come a minute? 

Sheppey: Is it the doctor? [Hi gpes to tbs </oor.] Come in, 
doctor. 

[Dr. Jervis comes in JollowedPy Ernie. 

Dr. Jervis: Good afternoon, Mrs. Miller. 

Mrs. Miller: Good afternoon, sir. 

Dr. Jervis; Your husband told you? By a piece of good 
luck a friend of mine, a West End specialist, happened 
to be there when Sheppey came. 

Sheppey: I was just telling about ’im. ’E made quite an 
impression on me. 

Dr. Jervis: We’ve had a talk about you. Heart a bit weak, 
you know. We think a rest would do you good. 
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Sheppey: Me? 

Dr. Jervis: We want you to go into a home for a while 
where you’ll be comfortable and looked after properly. 

[Mrs. Miller, Florree and Ernie at ante see what 
this means. Mrs. Miller eon hardly restrain a start 
of dismey. 

Sheppey: I’m not going to no ’ome. Can’t spare the time. 
I’m a busy man. 

Mrs. Miller: Couldn’t we look after ’im ’ere? 

Dr. Jervis: It’s not the same thing. My doctor friend is 
at the head of a very good hospital. You’ll be under 
his direct care. I don’t say you’re seriously ill, but 
you’re ill, and you want proper attention. 

Sheppey: You know, doctors don’t know everything. 

Dr. Jervis: They don’t pretend to. 

Florrie: It’s silly to talk like that, dad. If Dr. Jervis says 
you’re ill, you are ill. 

Sheppey: I know more about me own ’caltli than ’c does. 

Dr. Jervis: Why do you say that? I’d never pretend to 
know as much as you do about the care of the hair. 

Sheppey: Sit down, and just let me ’ave a look at your ’air. 

Dr. Jervis: Oh, my hair’s all right. 

Sheppey: That’s what people say. There’s many a man 
walldng about London now with a bald ’ead who’d ’ave 
a good ’ead of ’air if he’d taken my advice in time. 

Dr. Jervis: {Humouring him.'\ All right, you have a look 
at it. 

[He sits down and Sheppey steps over to him. He takes 
a glass out of his pocket and inspects the doctor’s 
hair. 

Sheppey: Been falling out a bit lately? 

Dr. Jervis: A bit, you know. Fm getting on. 

Sheppey: It’s just as I thought. If you don’t db something 
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about it you’ll be as bald as I am in six months. 

Dr. Jervis: Oh, I can’t believe that. 

Sheppet: It’s true. And it’s a pity. You’ve got beautiful 
’air. I mean, it’s not often one comes across a gentleman 
•with 'air of this texture. 

Dr. Jervis: Funny you should say that. My wife always 
says I have nice hair. 

Sheppet: She won’t be able to say it much longer. 

Dr. Jervis: Well, I don’t Icnow what can be done about it. 

Sheppet; I do. If you’ll massage your ’ead for five minutes 
night and morning with our number three I guarantee 
that in six months you’ll ’ave as fine a ’ead of ’air as 
you’ve ever ’ad in your life. 

Dr. Jervis: D’you expect me to believe that? 

Sheppet: No. 

Dr. Jervis; {Good-natundlj^ Well, I’ll tell you what I’ll 
do: when I’m passing down jermyn Street I’ll drop in 
and buy myself a bottle. 

Sheppet: You needn’t do that. I always keep a small stock 
’ere, in case any of my friends want any. I’ll just pop 
along and put you up a little. Eight and six or thirteen 
and four? 

Dr. Jer’vis: Thirteen and four. I may as well be hanged 
for a sheep as a lamb. 

Sheppet: You’ll never regret it. It won’t take me more 
than five minutes. 

[He goes out. 

Dr. jERVts: Of course I only did that to humour him, yon 
know. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, doctor, whatever do you mean? 

Dr. Je'avis: My friend. Dr. Ennismorc, is one of the greatest 
authorities in England on diseases of the mind and he’s 
made a thorough examination of your husband. Fie has 
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fio doubt at all that he’s sufFeting from acute mania. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, dear. 

Dr. Jervis: We want you to persuade him that it’s for his 
own good to go into a home. I’ll have another talk 
with him to-morrow myself. If he won’t consent we’re 
prepared to certify him. 

Mrs. Miller: Is that really necessary? I mean, I can’t bear 
the thought of ’im being put away. 

Dr. Jervis: I must tell you that the prognosis in these cases 
is not favourable. It’s much better that he should be 
put under restraint before he commits some act that 
may have unfortunate consequences to himself or to 
others. 

Ernie: I don’t want to say I told you so, but the fact remains, 
I said he was craay from the beginning. 

Dr. Jervis; It’s quite obvious that a sane man is not going 
to give all his money away to the poor. A sane man takes 
money from the poor. He runs chain stores, founds 
building societies, or engages in municipal work. 

Mrs. Miller: Sheppey always ’as liked people. I mean, you 
might almost say ’e loved ’is fellow-men. 

Dr. Jervis: That’s not a healthy sign, you know. The 
normal man is selfish, grasping, destructive, vain and 
sensual. What is generally termed morality is forced 
upon him by the herd, and the obligation he is under 
to repress his natural Instincts is undoubtedly the cause 
of many of the disorders of the mind. Dr. Ennismore 
said to me just now that he had little doubt that philan- 
thropy in general could always be ascribed to repressed 
homosexuality. 

Ernie: Is it really? I call that very interesting. 

Dr, Jervis: He is of opinion that with rational education 
oif the yoimg, philanthropy could be entirely stamped 
out of this country. 
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Ernie: I should like to meet him. He sounds clever. 

Dr. Jervis: He asked Sheppey some Very searching ques- 
tions and it looks very much as if there was a distinct 
father-complex at the bottom of his trouble. 

Ernie: CEdipus and all that. I know. 

Dr. Jervis: [To Mrs. Milijsr.] He was asldng me when 
you first noticed anything peculiar. 

Mrs. Miller: I never noticed anything petuliat, not till all 
of a sudden ’a said 'e wanted to live like Jesus. 

Dr. Jervis: Has he al\vays been a religious man? 

Mrs. Mili:er: No, that’s just it. I mean, ’e neVer wfent to 
church or anything like that. ’E liked to spend' ’is 
Sunday mornings doing odd jobs about the ’ouse. If 
'e’d been a bad man it would be dilFcrent. It sdems sO' 
funny for a good man to become religious. 

Dr. Jervis: Didn’t you suspect something was wrong when 
you saw him reading the Bible? 

Mrs. Miller: I’ll tell you exactly what ’appened. ’E alWays 
reads the Morning Post, on account of the Society news, 
you know. ’E finds it useful with ’is customers to know 
who’s engaged to be married and all that. 

Dr. Jervis: I see. 

Mrs. Miller: Well, when ’c was ill I went out and got it 
for ’im. And on the Monday morning when I took it 
in to ’im, ’c said, mum, ’aVe wC got a Bible in the ’ouse? 
Yes, I said, and I give it ’im. I meatit no ’arm. Naturally 
I thought ’e wanted it for a cross-Word puzzle. 

Dr. Jervis: That’s the peculiar cunning of the insane. It’s 
often very difficult indeed to get them to say what you 
want them to. Now I don’t know if you remember, 
last week when 1 saw him I asked him if he saw things. 
He Said he saw sin and wickedness beating with their 
wings. It struck me at the time. That beating with the 
wings — very suggestive. And then he talked Of a great 
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white light. Dt. Ennismore is conyinced he has yisijial 
hallucinations, but will he admit it? He’s as obstinate 
AS a mule. 

Mrs. Miller: ’E never ’as been. ’E was a man as would 
always listen to reason. 

Dr. Jervis: His general state is typical. The bright eyes 
and flushed cheeks. The restlessness and insomnia. 
Ennismore is a very careful man and he wouldn’t say 
what wasn’t a fact. He says he’s never seen a prettier 
case of religious paranoia in all his practice. 

Mrs. Miller: I’ve never ’eard of there being any madness 
in ’is family. It’s like a stigma on all of us. 

Dr. Jervis: Get that idea out of your head at once, Mrs. 
Miller. Ennismorc’s opinion is that everyibod)r’s mad. 
He says we couldn’t live in this world if we weren’t. 
[Shbppey conies in with a bottle neatly made up into a 
paper parcel. 

'Siieppby: ’Ere yqu are, doctor. I’ve made it into a nice 
little package for you. 

Dr. Jervis: Would you 'like cash? 

Siieppet: No, take it off my bill. I know our number three. 
After you’ve once used it you’ll never be able to do 
without it. 

Dr. Jervis: Well, I must 'be getting along. 

Sheppet: I’ll just show you out. 

Dr. Jervis: Good-bye, Mrs. Miller. [He nods to the others.^ 
Good evening. 

Mr 3 o Miller: Good evem'ng, sit, 

[Dr. Jervis gow out accompanied ly Sheppet. 
Ernie: I sympathise with you, Mrs. Miller. I do indeed. 
But you must say it’s the best that could have happened 
for dl parties. 

Florrie; It would have been a shame to throw all that eood 
money away. 
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Ernie: What d’you say to going to the pictures, Florrie? 
Early show. 

Florrie: Right ho. You don’t want me, mum, do you? 

Mrs. Miller: [A little douhtfullji\ No, dear. 

Florrie: Why, what’s the matter? 

Mrs. Miller: Well, I shouldn’t ’ave thought you’d want 
to go to the pictures to-night, when your poor old 

dad . . . 

Florrie: I can’t do him any good by staying at home. And 
I want to go aU I can these next few days, as I shan’t be 
able to go all next month. 

Ernie: Why not? 

Florrie: I promised God I wouldn’t, not if he made the 
doctors say poor dad was potty. 

Ernie: You’re not going to pay any attention to that? 
That’s only superstition, 

Florrie: I don’t care what it is. I’ve promised and I’m 
going to keep my promise. I may want something else 
one of these days, and then where should I be if I hadn’t 
kept it. 

Ernie: You don’t suppose it had any effect really? 

Florrie: No one can say that, Ernie. I promised I’d do 
something for God if he’d do something for me. Well, 
he has, and I’m going to keep my word. 

Ernie: Oh, well, darling, have it your own way. 

Florrie; Besides, what with getting ready for the wedding 
and poor dad being in an asylum, we shan’t have much 
chance of going to the pictures next month anyway. 

Ernie: You’re a grand girl, Florrie. I don’t know what I 
should do without you. 

Florrie: You wouldn’t have liked breaking it off, would 
you? 

Ernie: Me? Why, the thought never entered my head. 
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Florrie; Oh, yes it did. And I don’t blame you. 

Ernie: Well, I don’t mind telling you now that I was having 
a bit of a struggle between my inclinations and my duty 
to myself. And when I say my duty to myself, of course 
I mean my duty to the community. 

Mrs. Miller; [W//6 a j/jA, tolerantly^ Oh, go on with you. 
After all one’s only young once. 

Florrie: Come on, Ernie. We don’t want to get there when 
it’s half over. 

\As they are going out Sheppet eop/es in. 

Shbppey: ’UUoa, where are you two off to? 

Florrie: Going to the pictures. See you later, 

[TAsy go out, 

Mrs. Miller: You look a bit tired, dear. Why don’t you 
go to our room and ’ave a lay down? 

Sheppey: No, I don’t fency that. I’ll just sit in my chair 
and perhaps I’ll ’ave forty winks, I don’t feel very 
grand, reaUy. I’ve ’ad a busy day. 

Mrs. Miller: You won’t be going out again, will you? Let 
me take off your boots. 

[Siie goes down on her knees and begins to take them off, 

Sheppey: You’ve been a good wife to me, Ada. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, don’t be so silly. If you talk like that I 
shall think you’re ill and I shall put you right to bed 
with a ’ot-water bottle. 

Sheppey: You ’ave, you know. I expect I’ve often been 
aggravating and unreasonable like. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, go on. If you want me to ’ave a good 
cry, say so. 

Sheppey; I expect this ’as been a disappointment to you, 
about the money, I mean. I know you wanted to Hnish 
paying for the ’ouse and a girl to do the rough work. 

Mrs. Miller: Don’t let’s talk about that, Sheppey. 
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SiiEPPET; We mtist, my d'ea'r. It’ll be all tight for E*lofrie. 
Shfe’s got Ernie. ’E’s a bit conceited, but that’s because 
’e’s young. ’E's a good boy really. Floriic ’ll lick ’im 
into shape all* right. She’ll turn ’im round ’er little finger 
like you ’ave me, dear. 

Mas. Mii,i.ERf I like that. 

Sheppey; But it’s going to be diflerent for you. I kno^v that. 
That’S why I want you to look at it like I do. It’s the 
pain of the world that gets me. 

Mrs. Miller: Oh, Sheppey, don’t you think that’s just 
because you’re run dow'n? 

Sheppey: I tell you I never felt better in me life. I feel So 
light iri myself if it wasn’t for me ’eavy boots I believe 
rd float tight away. 

Mas. Miller: You would look funny, Sheppey, flying 
around like a butterfly. 

SHEPPtev:' I’m going to ’ave a grand time, Ada. 

Mrs. Miller: Are you, dear? 

Sheppey: Don’t think I’m not grateful for all you done for 
me, Ada. Don’t think I’m not sorry to disappoint you. 
But I’ve got to do this. 

Mrs. Miller: I know you wouldn’t do anything but what 
ypd thought was right, Sheppey. 

Sheppey; You won’t ’old it op against me, dear? 

Mrs. Miller: As if I’d ever ’old anything up against you, 
Sheppey. Aggravating as you may be. 

Sheppey: It’s many a day since you kissed me, Ada. 

Mrs. Miller: Go on with you. What would anyone want 
an old woman like me kissing them fot? 

Sheppey: First time I kissed yon, you slapped my face good 
and proper. 

Mrs. Milijlr: 1 thought you was a bit too Iree and easy. 
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Sheppey: Come on, Ada. To show there’s no ill feeling, 

[He hfins forward and she puts up her face. They kiss 
one another gently on the lips. 

Mrs. Miller: It makes me feel quite foolish. 

Sheppey: What ’ave you got for supper to-night? 

Mrs. Miller: Well, I’ve made a cottage pic. 

Sheppey: D’you know what I’d fancy? 

Mrs. Miller: No. 

Sheppey: I’d fancy a couple of kippers. You know I always 
’ave liked kippers. 

Mrs. Miller: I know you ’ave. I’ll tell you what I’ll do- 
I’ll run out in a little while and get them for you. 

Sheppey: You’re sure it’s not too much trouble? 

Mrs. Miller: It’s no trouble at all. Now you just sit down 
in your chair. See if you can ’ave forty winks. 

Sheppey: All right. 

Mrs. Miller: I won’t disturb you till supper’s ready. Wfi’U 
’ave it the moment Florrie and Ernie come back, 

Sheppey: I don’t mind telling you that I shall enjoy a bit 
of a rest. 

Mrs. Miller: I’ll draw the blind. 

[She goes to the window and does this. She goes out. 
Sheppey sits dawn in the winged grandfather's chair, 
so that he is hidden from sight. The stage is darkened 
to show the passage of a couple of hours. 

[When the scene grows a little ligpter, flight has fallen. 
Through the blind is seen the light of an arc lamp in 
the street. The chair in which Sheppey is sleeping 
is vaguely discerntble. There is a knock at the door. 
No answer comes from Sheppey and the knock is 
repeated. 

Sheppey: Come in. [The door is not opened.] Come in. [He 
gets upl] I thought I ’card a knock. 
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[Tie door is opened wide, silently; and as it opens it ffves 
the impression that it Ims not been pushed but has 
swung open of its own accord. Bessie stands in the 
door. She wears a long black cloak, but no hat, 

Shepi'EY: Oh, it’s you, is it? I thought I ’card a knock. 

Bessie: 1 didn’t knock. 

Sheppey: Didn’t you? I suppose I was dreaming. Come in, 
dear. 

[She comes in and the door closes behind her, 

Sheppey: Got somebody with you? 

Bessie: No. 

Sheppey: Who shut the door then? It’s funny. I must be 
half asleep. [H« goes to the door, opens it and looks out, I 
There’s nobody there. 

Bessie: [With the shadow of a smile.] No. 

Sheppey: You ’aren’t been gone long. 

Bessie; Have you been expecting me? 

Sheppey; Thought better of it, I suppose. Well, I can’t say 
I’m sorry. I’ll put on some light. [He switches on a 
standard lamp. The room is now dimly lit. Bessie stands 
near the door, motionlessl] What are you standing like 
that for? Come in. 

Bessie: Thanks. 

[She enters into the room. There is something about her 
that seems strange to him. He cannot qmte make it 
out. It makes him vaguely uneasy. 

Sheppey: Did my old woman let you in? 

Bessie: The house is empty. 

Sheppey; I suppose she’s popped out to get them kippers. 
We wasn’t expecting you in to supper. 

Bessie: I generally come before I’m wanted. 

Sheppey: No, you don’t, not ’ere. I said you was always 
welcome and I meant it. 
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Bessie: It’s pleasant to hear that for once. 

Sheppey: I say, why are you speaking so funny all of a 
sudden? 

Bessie: Am I? I didn’t know. 

[Th cockney accent with which Bessie spoke has in fact 
disappeared, and this woman speaks now in ordinary 
En^/ish. 

Sheppey: All posh, \lmitating her.] The house is empty. It’s 
pleasant to hear that for once. No good trjdng to be 
the perfect lady with me, you know. 

Bessie: I’m afraid you must take me as I am. 

Sheppey: Oh, go on, speak natural. ’Ave you been drinking? 
[She does not answer and be gives her a quick suspicious look.] 
What’s the matter with you to-night? You are Bessie 
Legros, aren’t you? You’re just like ’er. [He goes up to 
her.\ And yet there’s something different. [Pimpled and 
astonished.] You’re not Bessie Legros. 

Woman; No. 

Sheppey: Who are you? 

Woman: Death. 

Sheppey: [With his usual friendly good buwoari] Well, I’m glad 
you’ve told me. I shouldn’t have known otherwise. 
Sit down, won’t you? 

Death: No, I won’t do»that. 

Sheppey: In a hurry? 

Death: I have no time to waste. 

Sheppey: Ate you on your way to Mrs. Robinson’s? My 
wife was maldng her some calves-foot jelly only this 
afternoon. If it’s the twins I don’t suppose they’ll be 
sorry. They’ve got four already and Robinson’s been 
out of work for eight months. 

Death: Has he? No, I wasn’t thinking of going there. 
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Siieppet: Well, you know your own business best. 

Death: 1 have my whims and fancies. 

Sheppey: Being a woman. 

Death: You like your little joke, don’t you?' 

Sheppey; I always ’avc. ’Aving a sense of ’umour ’as been 
an asset to me. I’ve often ’card my customers say to 
the governor, No, I’ll wait for Sheppey. *E always gives 
me a good laugh. 

Death: That’s more than my customers can say of me. 

Sheppey: [GeniJj chajfing hefi\ I suppose on the whole people 
would just as soon ’ave your room as your company. 

Death: I’m not often welcome. And yet sometimes you’d 
think they’d be glad to see me. 

Sheppey: Well, I don’t know. It’s not a very nice thing 
to say to‘a lady, but I think your looks arc a bit against 
you. 

Death: I felt there must be something. 

Sheppey: Funny me taking you for Bessie Legros. Now I 
come to talk to you you’re not a bit like her. Of course 
she’s what they call a common prostitute, but there’s 
something you can’t ’ardly ’elp liking about 'er. [f-Je 
pinches his ar»/!\ 

Death: Why do you do that? 

Sheppey: I was only pinching my arm. I wanted to see if 
I was awake. I’m dreaming, but I know I’m dreaming, 
That’s funny, isn’t it? 

Death: What makes you think you’re dreaming? 

Sheppey: Well, I know I am. I’m sitting in my chair ’aving 
a nap really, I’ve been ’aving the most extraordinary 
dreams lately. I was telling the doctor about them only 
this afternoon. Our own doctor thought I was potty. 
[With glee I got back ofl ’im all right. Sold' ’im a bottle 
of our numbep three. 
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Death: That was clever of you. 

Siieppey: I know it was. ’E tried to pretend *e was only 
buying it to ’umour me. My eye and Betty Martin. He 
bought it because I ’ypnotised ’im. And ’e’ll use it 
night and morning like I told ’im to. There’s no one I 
couldn’t sell our number three to. I could sell you a 
bottle if I wanted to. 

Death: I don’t think it would do me much good. 

Sheppey: Now don’t say that. When people say a thing 
like that it puts me on my mettle. Just let me ’ave a 
look at your ’air. 

Death: I haven’t got time just now. 

Siieppey: I don’t say you ’aven’t got a good ’ead of ’air, 
but ’ow d’you Imow you’re going to keep it^ ’Uiloa, 
who’s this? 

fTh door opens and Cooper slin/^s in. 

Cooper: It’s me, governor. 

Sheppey: You’ve come back then? 

Cooper: Been waiting on the opposite side of the street till 
the coast was clear. They’re all out. 

Sheppey: Yes, I know >tliey are. 

Cooper: As I was going out I ’card them talking, I was 
’iding just outside the kitchen and I ’card every word 
they said. They’re going to shut you up, governor. 

Sheppey: Me? What for? 


Cooper: ’Cause you’re barmy. 

Sheppey: Don’t be so silly. 

Cooper: God’s truth, governor. I swear it is. Flotric and 
that bloke of ’ers. They’re going to shut you up so 
they can get ’old of your money. Your old woman’s 
in it too. 

Sheppey: You make me laugh. Why, my old woman 
wouldn’t let them touch a ’air of my ’ead. 
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Cooper: They're going to try and make you go to the 
asylum peaceful, but if you won’t they’re going to sign 
you up. 

Sheppey: Oh, is that what you think? And what arc you 
going to do about it? 

Cooper: Well, I’ve come to warn you. 

Sheppey: That’s very kind of you, I’m sure. 

Cooper; When I thought you was in your right mind you 
give me the creeps. That’s why I skipped. Now I know 
you’re barmy — ^well, that’s another story altogether. 
I’m used to people like that. My mother’s uncle was 
barmy. Used to live with us. Thought ’e was a loaf of 
sugar. Wouldn’t wash, because ’e thought ’e’d melt. 

Sheppey: That’s a funny idea. 

Cooper: You’ve been a good sport to me. Saved me from 
a stretch. One good turn deserves another. You slip 
out of the ’ouse now with me when there’s nobody 
about. I’ll take care of you, sec? Never mind about the 
money. 

Sheppey: [To the woman. 1 What do you think about that.-' 
I knew ’e was no worse than anybody else, really. 

Cooper; [Startkd.\ Who are you talking to? 

Sheppey: That lady there. 

Cooper: Where? I don’t sec no lady. 

Sheppey: Look again. 

Cooper: There’s no one there. 

Sheppey: That’s a good one. Looking straight at you and 
says there’s no one there. 

Death: I’m not surptised. 

Sheppey: [To Cooper,] Hear that? 

Cooper: Wliat? 

Sheppey: She says she’s not surprised. 
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Cooper: Nobody’s "spoke but you and me. 

Sheppey: ’E don’t seem to ’ear either. 

Death: "Why should he? I have nothing to say to him yet. 

Sheppey: I was just going to sell her a bottle of our number 
three when you come in. Women think they’re artful. 
They’re just as easy as men really. 

Cooper: Look ’ere, governor, if you want to get away you’d 
better look nippy. They’ll be back in ’alf a mo’. 

Sheppey: Not me. I ain’t going to trust myself to a fellow 
that’s as blind as a bat and as deaf as a post. 

Cooper; Don’t I tell you if you stay ’ere they’ll shut 
you up? 

Sheppey; Maybe you mean well and maybe you don’t. 
Maybe you’re the devil in disguise. I’m a respectable 
member of society and I’m not going on any ’arum- 
scarum adventures. 

Cooper: Don’t say the gipsy never warned you. 

Sheppey: That’s all right. I’m in the middle of an interesting 
conversation with this lady. I don’t want to be 
disturbed. 

Cooper: Oh, all right, ’ave it your own way. 

[He slips out of the room. Sheppey turns to Death 
with a smile. 

Sheppey: Fumiy ’im not being able to see you. 

Death: The hemp’s not picked yet to make the rope that’s 
waiting for him. 

Sheppey: That’s not a very nice thing to say about anybody. 

Death: It all comes to the same thing in the end, you 
know. 

Sheppey: But I say, if you ain’t there really, ’ow is it 1 
see you? 

Death: Can’t you guess? 
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Sheppey: fWiV/j a sutlden mmmeni of dismay^ Look ’ere, you 
ain’t come ’ere on my account? 

Death: Yes. 

Sheppey: You’re joking. 1 thought you’d just come to “ave 
a little chat. I’m sorry, my dear, there’s nothing doing 
to-day. You must call again some other time. 

Death: I’m too busy for that. 

Sheppey; I don’t think that’s treating me right. Coming 
in all friendly and pleasant. If I’d known what you 
was after I’d’avenipped oifwith Cooper when ’e asked me. 

Death: That wouldn’t have helped you much. 

Sheppey: 1 wish now I’d gone down to the Isle of Sheppey 
when the doctor advised it. You wouldn’t ’ave thought 
of looldng for me there. 

Death; There was a merchant in Bagdad who sent his 
servant to market to buy provisions and in a little while 
the servant came back, white and trembling, and said, 
Master, just now when I was in the market-place I 
was jostled by a woman in the crowd and when I turned 
I saw it was death that jostled me. She looked at me 
and made a threatening gesture; now, lend me your 
horse, and I will ride away from this city and avoid my 
fate. I will go to Samarra and there death will not find 
me. The merchant lent him his horse, and the servant 
mounted it, and he dug his spurs in its flanks and as 
fust as the horse could gallop he went. Then the 
merchant went dovrn to the market-place and he saw 
me standing in the crowd and he came to me and said, 
Why did you make a threatening gesture to my servant 
when you saw him tlus morning? That was not a 
threatening gesture, I said, it was only a start of surprise. 
I was astonished to see him in Bagdad, for 1 had an 
appointment with him to-night in Samarra. 

Sheppey: \Wiih a Uitle shudder,] D’you mean llieiu’s no 
escaping you? 
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Death: No. 

Sheppey: \Trying to wheedle her.^ I don’t fancy the idea of 
leaving this woild. I know my way about and I’m at 
’omc ’etc. Seems silly at my age to go on a wild-goose 
chase like this. 

Death: Arc you afraid? 

Sheppey: What of? The Judgment Day? [With a little smile. ^ 
No, not really. You see, the way I look at it is this: 
I’ve ’ad doiscns of apprentices under me, and often they 
was silly and inattentive and broke things, you know 
what boys are, fond of a lark; well, of course I told ’em 
off, but I never ’eld it up against them. I’m not going 
to believe in a iGod that’s not got as much common 
.sense and as much sense of ’umour as I ’ave. 

Death: Are you ready then? 

Sheppey: What for? 

Death: To start. 

Sheppey: Now? This minute? I never knew you meant 
that. Why, what’s the ’urry? I must talk it over with 
my wife first. I never do a tiling without consulting ’er. 

Death: She can’t help you now. 

Sheppey: Besides, she’s giving me kippers for my supper. 
She’d be terribly upset if I wasn’t ’ere to cat them after 
she’s taken all that trouble. 

Death: Others will eat them in your place. 

Sheppey: To tell you the truth, Fm feeUng rather tired. I 
don’t feel like making-a jouiney.to-night. 

Death: It’s an easy one. 

Sheppey: And then there’s another thing. I daresay you 
don’t read the papers and ’aveo’t ’card about it. I won 
over eight thousand pounds in the Irish Sweep and I’ve 
made up my rnind to use it in a particular way. It would 
be ridiculous for me to pop off .just when I’m going 
to do a bit of good in the world. 
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Death: It does happen like that sometimes. The world 
will get on quite well without you. You men, you find 
it hard to rc.'ilisc that. 

[There h the sound of the street door being dosed. 

Sheppey: There’s my wife just come in. I’ll call her, 
shall I? 

Death: She wouldn’t hear you if you did. 

Sheppey: You know, we’ve never been separated since we 
married. I don’t think she’ll like me going off like this 
without ’er. 

Death: She can’t come with you on this journey. 

Sheppey: She’ll be quite lost in the ’ouse without ’aving 
me to look after. Of course I suppose in a way it’ll be 
a rest for ’et. Cooking ray dinner and washing my 
clothes. It won’t ’urt ’er to take things a bit easy for 
the rest of 'er life. It’ll seem strange to ’er just at first. 

Death: People get used to it, you know. 

Sheppey: Especially widows. I’ve noticed. Seems funny me 
talking of Ada as a widow. She’ll take it terrible 'ard, 
you know. 

Death: She’ll get over it in time. 

Sheppey: That’s not much consolation to me. Look ’ere, 
i’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll give you a thousand pounds 
of my Sweep money and you go out the way you came. 

Death: Money’s no use to me. 

Sheppey: You know, I don’t feel at all well. I think I oughr 
to see the doctor. 

Death: You’ll feel better presently. 

Sheppey: You seem to ’avc an answer to everything. Seems 
a pity, when you come to think of it, me not being able 
to do what I’d set me ’cart on. Of course, they kep’ 
on telling me I’d do more ’arm than good. What was 
that other thing ’e said? Thy will be done, \\yith a 
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sif!b.\ Face is. I’m so tired, I don’t seem to mind any 
more. 

Death: I know. It’s often surprised me. People are so 
frightened beforehand, and the older they are the more 
frightened, but when it comes to the point they don’t 
really mind. 

Sheppey: There’s just one thing I’d like to ask you before 
we go. What’s on the other side really? 

Death: I’ve often wondered. 

Sheppey: Do you mean to say you don’t know? \Shs shahs 
her head\ Are you going to tell me you go about taking 
people away, one after the other, young and old, whether 
they like it or not, and you don’t know where it is 
they’re going? 

Death: It’s no business of mine. 

Sheppey: I don’t think you’re justified for a minute. I 
mean, you 'aven’t got the right to take a responsibility 
like that. 

Death: To tell you the truth. I’ve sometimes wondered if 
it isn’t all a terrible misunderstanding. 

Sheppey: [Imligfiaaf/j/.] All right, then. I’ll just go and see 
for myself. Whidi way do we go? 

Death: Out of the door. 

Sheppey: That seems rather tame. I thought we’d fly out 
of the window or pop up the chimney. Something 
spectacular, you know. 

Death: No. 

Sheppey: Well, I’ll just put on my boots. [He Zooks romd 
for themZ\ There now. That artful old woman, she was 
afraid I’d go out and she’s taken them away and ’id them. 

Death: You’ll have to come without. 

Sheppey: I shall look funny walking about without my 
boots on. 
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Death: Nobody will notice. 

Sheppey: I’ll just put out the light. No good running up 
an electric light bill. 

[H« smiths off th electrte light at the door. Th door 
is opened and they pass out. Tn the empty room a 
rattle, the death rattle, is heard. It seems to tome 
fivm the chair in tnhieb Sheppey was sleeping. 

[The door is opened again and Florrie and Ernie come 
in. He switches on the light. Ernie turns back and 
speaks to Mrs. Miixer in the passage. 

Ernie: No, he’s not here. 

Feorrie: Perhaps he’s gone out. 

Mrs. Miller: [In the doori\ No, 'is ’at’s in the ’all. I expect 
’e’s ’aving a lay down in our room. I’ll let ’im be till 
supper’s ready. You lay the table, Florrie. 

Florrie: Right you ate, mum. 

[Mrs. Miller disappears from sight. Florrie gets 
th tablecloth and th knives and forks from the 
sideboard. Ernie helps her to lay the cloth. 

Ernie: No lodgers to-night, it appears. 

Florrie: Thank goodness. 

Ernie: What’s happened to them? 

Florrie: I don’t know and I don’t care. Though I don’t 
mind Bessie really. 

Ernie; Sorry I didn’t have a tallr to her. Oldest profession 
in the world, they say. It would have been interesting 
to clarify my views on the subject. 

[Mrs. Miller comes in with th tray on which are 
glasses, a loaf of bread and a jug of water. 

Mrs. Miller: What was the picture like? 

Florrie: Lovely. 

Ernie: Bit sloppy for me. I hate all this sentimentn 

Florrie: I saw you crying all right. 
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Ernie: What a lie. 

Mrs. Miller: It’s nothing to be ashamed of. I like a good 
cry myself. 

\_Slje goes out. 

Ernie: Good-looking chap, the gangster. I’ll admit that, 
Florrie: He wasn’t as good-looking as you. 

Ernie: The rot you talk, Florrie. 

Florrie: I mean it. 

Ernie: Oh, do you? 

are standing together, ehse to the gramophone. He 
puts bis arms round her and hisses her. Their lips 
linger. 

Florrie: Love me, Ernie? 

Ernie: I couldn’t love anyone like I love you. 

[With bis disengaged band he sjvitehes on the gramophone. 
Theji begin to dance cheek to cheek. 

Florrie: Mum’s a bit low to-night. 

Ernie: Worried about your dad, I suppose. 

Florrie: Naturally she’s anxious. The doctor told her the 
other day he might pop off any minute. 

Ernie: Don’t you believe it. They live for ever in asylums. 

He’s good for another twenty years. 

Florrie: Isn’t it lovely to think of everything coming out 
all right? 

Ernie: Must you talk? 

[Htf kisses her on the lips as they dance on. Mrs. Miller 
comes in again with the tray. There is a cottage pie 
on it, and on a plate Sheppey’s two kippers. 

Mrs. Miller: Really you’re a disgrace, you two. Is that 
what you call laying the table? 

[They stop and Ernie turns off the music. 
EitNiBi The woman tempted me and I fell. 
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Florrie: That’s right, blame me, 

Ernie: I don’t Imow what it is, but there’s something about 
her I can’t help liking. 

Mas. Miller: Oh, dear, don’t be so silly. One of you’s 
just as bad as the other. D’you think nobody’s ever been 
in love before? Run up and tell your dad supper’s ready, 
my girl. 

[Ernie’s glance falls on the grandfather's chair. 

Ernie: You needn’t do that. Here he is ready and waiting. 

[He swings rotmd the chair sideways so that an arm and 
a hand are seen to fall over the arm of the chair. 

Florrie: Why, he’s asleep. 

[Mrs. Miller takes a step forward and stops suddenly. 

Mrs. Miller: That’s not sleep. [i’As loo.ks at him for a 
moment.] He always said ’e was born luclcy. He’s dicti 
lucky too. 


THE END 




